Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 
to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 
to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 
are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficuk  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  marginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 
publisher  to  a  librai'y  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  this  resource,  we  have  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 

We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  from  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attribution  The  Google  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  informing  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  habihty  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful,  Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 


at  http : //books . google . com/ 


w 


C  \v,^oC^.^.  iS" 


'''): -^ X^'i^    ,/t.<>'£.t^ 


.t  /r\'  .'.(  '-v^    .. 


COPYRIGHT,  1888,  BY  H.  S.  SMITH. 

(ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED.) 

Copyright,  189*.  by  Louis  Klopsch. 


•,"  The  illustrations  in  this  work  being  from  original  drawings  and  protected  by 
copyright,  their  reproduction  in  any  form  is  unlawful,  and  notice  is  hereby  given  that 
persons  guilty  of  infringing  the  copyright  thereof  will  be  prosecuted. 


USTER  HORKiKC 


The  Angels  o(  the  Crass— John  llunyan,  the  drcaiiiL-r— Scnnuu  of  the  Hty— The  lily 
family— A  banqncl  on  iiJ}{hUngalc's  tongues— F.vMigcls  of  the  sky— Flowers  for 
the  briilBl  day — Dear  memories— Flowers  for  the  dead — Old  Mortiiity  amoiiK  the 
Kra*-wlone»— The  floral  gotpel— The  iwpulchrv  in  the  garden- Relifrimw  wymbol- 
Um— Death  nf  the  flowers— Christ  the  rose  and  the  lily— KmMemsof  the  reaurrec- 
tion — Bursting;  tlie  sepulchre  door — Resurrection  mom — The  last  slcc]) — The  dead 
aroused— The  procession  of  imraoitals,  ...  ,    .    .    .   .  

81CSSINCS  IN  ADVERSITY. 

H*rv«at  Time  (n  B«thtch«m — The  ^Icaavrs — KflecL*  of  trouble — The  sM-eetness  of 
fcorrow— Adversity  the  great  educator- Heslde  ihe  death.bcd— A  winged  horse- 
Tried  by  the  fires  of  persecution— f)ur  national  dirtresKcJt— The  royalty  of  friend- 
Bhip — Job's  trouble*— Deetruction  of  reputations — Faithfulness  of  the  MBr>5aiid 
of  Rath— Ilarkoess  and  dawn— The  harvest  field  of  Cwod't  mercy— Dri nlting  the 
gsll— The  acoflera  at  Noah— Persecutors  of  Christ— I.ittle  incidents  that  change 
H-ws— Martin  Luther— Female  industry— Crealncss  from  small  beginnings.     .   .    . 

THE  VAIUE  Of  BEREAVEMENTS. 

The  Scour|ln|  of  Jesus- Vinegar  for  the  d>-ing  Christ— BiUer  sweet— The  worm  in 
Solomon's  Rt«fl"—Wh.it  is  fame^— The  great  synipathiwr — The  sourness  of  pain — 
To  whom  fihnU  be  given  the  briKhicst  crowns  f— The  cup  of  liiilerness- The  vanity 
of  wealth  and  of  genius- Caldsmilh*!!  poverty— The  poverty  of  Jesus — The  crspe 

(sis) 


fAon 


49-58 


5^70 


xx  CONTENTS. 

PAGS. 

on  the  door — The  trinkets  that  will  be  used  no  more — Christ  in  grief— Wailing  for 

Lazarus— The  hour  of  death — The  season  of  everlasting  love — Taking  the  sorrows 

of  the  world — Herschel,  the  astronomer — Xana  Sahib  and  his  precious  ruby,  .    .    .        71-80 

CHRIST'S  KINGDOM  ON  EARTH. 

Christians  Devoured  by  Lions — Division  of  the  earth — Evangelization  of  the  world — 
Greenland  once  a  blooming  garden — All  flowers  descended  from  the  Arctic  re^on 
— Deserts  to  be  reclaimed — A  new  apportionment — What  of  certain  buildings  ? — 
Imported  abominations — LiWngstone  iu  Africa — The  richness  of  China — Christian 
farmers— Julius  Cssar  and  King  Juba — The  di\'ision  of  heaven — Apostolic  resi- 
dences in  the  skies — Meetings  in  heaven — Dividing  the  spoils — As  ye  sow,  so  shall 
ye  reap — Squeezing  into  heaven — Crowns  for  the  patient  invalid — The  twelve  gates 
— The  last  day — Queen  Victoria  distributing  the  Crimean  prizes — The  final  reward 
— Medals  for  braver)- — A  magnificent  pageant  of  Roman  victors — Procession  of  the 
redeemed, 81-93 

SWEET  CONTENT. 

The  Hegira  of  the  Rich — Our  fashionable  summer  resorts — The  luxury  of  health- 
Napoleon  and  his  gout — Original  and  the  copy — God's  glorj-  in  the  skies  and 
pictures  on  canvas — Cheerful  iu  poverty — An  old  apple  woman— Disappointments 
in  Wall  street — Nero  growling  on  his  throne — A  song  from  the  wreck— Where 
ambition  sleeps — Weeds  cover  the  gravestone— Egyptian  guano — Departed  great- 
■  ness — Caesar,  Lycurgus,  Xerxes,  Nebuchadnezzar,  Cleopatra,  Cromwell,  the  czars 
and  kings  of  history — Tlie  robe  of  a  Saviour's  love — The  rest  that  shall  be  ours — I 
am  the  resurrection 94-101 

TO  YOUNG  WOMEN. 

1  The  True  Position  of  Woman — Man's  better  part — Drones  that  afflict  society — Un- 
1  happy  marriages — The  dove  that  married  a  vulture — The  hand  of  the  inebriate — 
Sacrifices  to  rum  and  war — Why  so  many  unmarried  women — Masculine  compan- 
s  ionship  not  necessary  to  happiness — The  science  of  self-support — False  dependence 
— Appropriate  occupations — Female  employments — How  to  reach  the  top — Ro- 
mantic ideas  —  Apprenticeships  necessary  —  Two  sad  sights — Broken  vessels — 
Woman's  wages  to  increase — Justice  to  women — Women  who  ha\-e  won  their  way 
— Daughters  of  the  regiment, 102-114 

TO  THE  WOMEN  OF  AMERICA. 

The  Drunken  Nabal  — An   insult  to  Davi'l — Abigail,  the  iK-autiful — The  courtship  of 

Nabal— A  JniiL' morning  siniHiij,'oii  a  March  s([ii.ill — An  every -day  tragedy — Mme. 

Roland,  of  history,  and  licr  sad  dt-iitli — I,<-ngtheiiitig  the  average  of  human  life — 

i  Prayer  in  lordly  castles— Creat  men    as  eviingelists- Our  litcrarv- companions — A 

,  picture  from  life— Rich  bat  profligate — The  master  and  slave — A  broken  heart — A 

prisoner  in  a  gilded  castle — Woe,  woe — Two  ducal  jialaccs — Villains  to  be  expurga- 

f  ted  and  fumigated — An  unclean  foreign  dignitary — The  drunken  bridegroom — A 

'  royal  marriage— Cleoijatra's  ruse  to  see  Ciesar — Behold  the  bridegroom, 115— 134 


CONTENTS.  xxl 

FAGB. 
WOUNDED  LOVE. 

Ceneral  J«phthah*s  Vow— His  defeat  of  the  Ammonites— Meeting  with  his  daughter 
— A  wave  of  sorrow  and  the  sting  of  regret — The  sacrifice  of  Jephthah's  daughter 
— Broken  promises— Victims  to  false  vows— The  sacredness  of  a  promise — The 
family  of  furies — Exceptional  cases— Marriage  of  Robert  Burns — The  recreant  cap- 
tain— Betrothal  a  solemn  act — Infamies  of  history — No  excuse  for  making  mistakes 
—Insincerity — Divorce  a  last  resort — Make  the  best  of  a  bad  bargain — Incompati- 
bility— The  patience  of  Job — \Vhat  a  wife  can  do — A  brave  engineer — Death  of 
Queen  Elizabeth, 135-136 

DOMINION  OF  FASHION. 

True  Accomplish ntcnta — Sin  of  rudeness— Ancient  Scythians — Value  of  a  crest — 
Vanity  in  dress — Poor  butterflies — Revelations  of  high  life — Physical  disease,  men- 
tal imbecility  and  spiritual  withering — Harvest  of  death — Tumbling  into  ruin — 
Shadows  of  gravestones  upon  finest  silk— Tumult  of  the  last  day — Fashion  in 
church — Death  of  the  vain  man — A  wandering  star— Close  of  a  life  of  fashion — 
Death-beds  of  noted  Christian  women — Queen  Elizabeth  aud  King  Ferdinand,  .   .    157-141 

TO  THE  FEMALE  TEACHER. 

Among  the  Splendors  of  Ahasuerus'  Palace — The  gathered  magnificence  of  Persia 
^The  gleaming  glories  of  Shushau — The  revelry  of  inebriated  feasters — Queen 
Vashti  and  the  Princesses  of  Persia — Mandate  of  the  King — Vashti's  disobedience 
— Vashti,  the  sacrifice — The  glorj'  of  a  true  woman — The  great  female  heroes  of 
history — A  tribute  to  female  teachers  —  Father  is  dead — Thrown  on  her  own  resources 
— A  teacher's  life-A  noble  old  school-marm — Anecdote  of  Scarron - Gcethe  and 
Shakespeare's  ideas  of  women — Heroines  of  the  two  great  poets —Vashti,  the  veiled 
— Great  women  of  history— Women  clothed  in  a  hurricane  of  millinery — "Vashti 
has  lost  her  veil  " — The  injustice  of  our  laws— Discriminations  against  women — 
Can't  wait  for  female  sufTrage — Vashti,  the  outcast — Martyrs  to  duty — Burning  of 
the  "  Prairie  Belle  " — The  scoffers  at  Galileo— Copernicus  reviled— Martyrdom  of 
the  reformers — The  frozen  crew  on  duty — An  incident  in  the  siege  of  Rome,  .    .    .    142-153 

AHAB  AND  JEZEBEL. 

Ahab  Coveta  Naboth'a  Vineyard— Wicked  Jezebel'sadvice— The  stoningof  Naboth— 
Elijah's  prophecy — Horrible  fate  of  Ahab  and  his  queen — Tlie  result  of  a  wife's 
bad  advice — The  dogs  devour  Jezebel — Wifely  ambition — Illustrious  examples  of 
wifely  devotion — Judas  slays  Holofernes — The  wife  of  Andrew  Jackson — The 
mother  of  Washington — Pliny's  guardian  spirit — Testimonies  to  \vifely  virtues- 
Thomas  Carlyle  and  his  nfcglected  wife — The  bulls  and  bears  of  Wall  street — Ameri- 
can politics — Ruined  by  his  wife's  social  ambition — Deborah's  Shibboleth—  In  the 
teeth  of  public  opinion— Home  influence  on  husbands — Great  men  who  have  left 
no  descendants— The  siege  of  Troyes — Execution  of  Joan  d'Arc — Faithful  wives' 
reward — Consecrated  women 154-162 


xxii  CONTENTS. 

PAGB. 
POSITION  IN  LIFE. 

An  Important  Question — A  popular  error — Our  joys  ever  increasing— Greenough,  the 
artist,  happy  in  his  poverty- — Solomoa's  vexattons — The  metaphor  of  a  grain  of  corn 
— Mistalces  about  happiness — Little  satisfaction  in  social  position — Napoleon  and 
Josephine — A  fine  prospect— A  sad  awakening  from  a  joyous  dream — Observation 
of  a  rich  English  lord— Usefulness  in  home  circles— Gathering  wrinkles— BHter 
repentance— Ghastly  memories — Personal  charms  of  women  -The  hoof-raarks  of 
time — An  affecting  scene  in  a  hospital — The  wounded  drummer  boy's  message^ 
Abominable  fashions — The  robe  of  righteousness — Good  night  to  tears  and  poverty 
— Death  of  the  orphan — Good  morning  in  heaven, 163-175 

GRANDMOTHER. 

Timothy's  Good  Grandmother — Margaret,  the  mother  of  criminals — Good  women 
whose  tombstones  mark  a  gracious  influeuce- Old  times — Women  of  the  last  cen- 
tury— Volney's  opinion  of  American  women  in  1796 — Depreciating  our  grand- 
mothers— The  march  of  improvement — Blessed  grandmother  Lois — A  picture  gal- 
lery of  wrinkled  faces — Maternal  influence — The  ocean  of  eternity  into  which  the 
streams  of  life  empty — Rolling  on  and  forever — Reckoning  the  end  of  time — A 
beautiful  tradition — Honesty  in  our  care  of  children^Good  examples — George 
Miiller,  the  philanthropist — A  familiar  sight  explained — Isabella  Graham's  letter 
to  God — Seeking  the  beloved  face  in  heaven— My  grandmother— Respect  for  old 
age — The  golden  city 176-188 

SONGS. 

The  Song  Echoes  In  our  Hearts  — Music  in  the  household — The  empty  cradle — Bitter 
desolation — Death  of  a  child — The  old  man's  song — The  old  meeting-house — The 
resurrected  hymn — The  night  song — The  night  of  trouble — "Jesus,  Lover  of  My 
Soul"- Songs  for  the  sick— For  the  desolate  heart— For  the  soldier  in  camp — All 
tongues  in  praise — ^The  everlasting  song— The  harvest  song— A  sailor's  song — Mill- 
ions of  little  ones  before  the  throne — Sacrifice  of  the  innocents— The  great  singers 
of  history — The  choir  of  heaven  — Listening  to  the  music  of  angels— Henry  V.  at 
Agincourt, 189-200 

PROFANITY. 

The  Story  of  Job — His  afflictions  and  vexations — Profanity  everywhere — A  traveler's 
memoranda-  Youthful  sinners— No  manliness  in  swearing— Where  children  learn 
to  swear — How  the  habit  begins — The  vocabulary  of  good  and  more  expressive 
words — No  excuse  for  using  vile  language— Profanity  on  the  increase — Kissing 
the  book — Irreverence  of  the  oath — How  I  overcame  the  habit — Profanity  accurses 
this  life — A  swearer  struck  dead — Blasphemers  punished — Injustice  to  God — End 
of  sin  and  crime — A  storm  on  the  mountain — Stemming  the  tide — Destruction  of 
the  Israelites. 201-214 

A  FALLING  STAR. 
Attlla,  King  of  the  Huna— Tlie  star  Wormwood- Legend  of  the  wounded  heifer — The 
scourge  of  God — Overrunning  the  East  with  700,000  followers — Attila's  death — The 
brilliancy  of  his  armor— Slain  by  his  bride— Buried  in  threecoffins,  of  iron,  silver 


CONTENTS. 


xxiii 


PAGL 
and  gold— Tbc  biltcmett  in  onr  livea— Destruction  of  ureai  cities— The  end  or 
Tyre  »ad  of  ancient  Thebes— Relics  of  former  splendors— Why  Babylon  fell — 
Incompnrnhle  magnificence — The  land  of  dazzling  beauty  nmv  a  woKte  of  dcwlfl- 
tloa— Where  the  nation's  safety  lies — Results  of  drunkenness  and  liceutiousnesa — 
The  falliot;  star 215-nt 

JEALOUSY. 

The  Haggard,  Furious  and  Diabolical  Sin— Grief  at  the  superiority  of  others — The 
fint  case  of  jealowiy jealousy  of  Caligula — Spanish  cnurtieTs  jealous  of  Colutn^ 
tMia— Crimes  of  Diotij'sius — ^Jacob  and  Ksau — Antony  against  Cicero— Infamy  of 
Tiberius— J calonsy  of  Napoleon —Tlic  Prodigal  Son— A  passion  that  annoys  the 
world— JealotLsy  of  nations — lifforta  to  depreciate  gieat  men — Garfield's  death-bed 
—Jealousy  in  the  clerical  and  all  other  professions- Like  cntting  a  roasted  ox — 
Dissecting  «  diameter — I'utiishnieiit  of  Albert  Barnes— Some  good  counsel — Tlie 
Duke  of  Danzig— A  substitute- How  Jesus  answered  His  accusers— IHraothy  Po- 
land's poem 2Z3-«5| 

THE  SOUL. 

rh«  World  a  Grand  Property — KxqtitMtc  decrifrttons  of  God's  beautiful  creation* — The 
heart  of  the  world  u  burning  coal — Gculogi&ts  and  astronomers  M.-arching  out  (iod's 
wcrcts — Apples  of  ashes — Troubles  of  great  men — How  to  measure  a  man's  prop- 
erty— The  umlerlnker  called  in— The  soul,  its  delicacy,  and  not  to  he  repaired — 
The  value  of  a  soul — The  victor  crowned— A  great  diamond— A  procession  of  the 
ages- Story  of  an  heroic  sailor —VicnriouH  Miffrring 334-243 

AGNOSTICISM. 

ftolar  Eclipse  at  the  Destruction  orjerusalcfn— Tbearchangelsof  malice — Dcstmc- 
lion  of  llic  bu»— Terrible  tewulLs — The  world  n  glacier — Infidelity1>elutig4  to  tragedy 
— Thcdegradationof  womanhooil — Thefur^-of  a  Clytemnestra — Women  in  Chriati- 
anityand  Paganism — The  fear  of  punishment — A  ii-oice  cr)'iuK,  "There  is  nohcllT* 
— Bible  restraints — As  the  infidels  would  have  it — The  army  of  atheists— Hewing 
down  the  Crow — Desecration  of  sncred  shrines — A  nefarious  plot — Obliteration 
of  great  works — The  world  a  mad-house,  a  lazaretto  and  a  paudemoniuni  — Stand 
bock  from  the  chasm — The  sun  that  shot  out  like  an  electric  spark  from  God's 
finger— Christianity  to  capture  the  vorld 343*^54 

MARVELS  OF  GENIUS. 

Demolition  of  the  Aasyrian  Host— Tbe  liinie  nitixt  ilu  their  duly— The  blind  iwets, 
Ilt^iier.  Ossiau  and  Milton— Preacott,  lh«  historian — Alexander  Pope's  infirmity — 
The  afHiclionsof  Dfraostbenes,  Bacon,  Byron  and  Scott- Columbus  and  Ferguson 
— Tlie  great  invalids-Tlie  deaf  and  dumb— Legend  of  St.  Modobert — The  toilers, 
and  the  rejected  of  men — A  lame  old  man — A  good  deed  nbiinilanlly  hle^aetl — The 
letter  that  vms  rtever  postetl — Hmerging  fmm  difficulties — What  workingmen  have 
done — Great  engineering  fcat-^ — Sabbath-school  teacbcr>— Sa%*iug  a  Httle  child — 
Tbe  royal  family — Tlic  dying  pilot—In  the  harbor,  .    , sSS-sfif 


xxiv  CONTENTS. 

PAGB. 

DRUNKENNESS. 

Saturday  Afternoon  Closing — How  the  poor  man  may  become  a  capitalist — Expendi- 
tures for  rum — A  dreadful  showing — Effects  of  liquor  on  the  system — Abstainers 
healthier  than  drinkers — A  Russian  inspection — Saturday  afternoons  free  but  sober,  365-266 

CEHERAL  JOSHUA. 

Th«  Siege  of  Ai— Joshua's  strategy — Capture  of  the  city — About  face  and  charge — 
Cheer  for  the  triumphs  of  Israel — Victorious  retreat — What  are  you  reading? — St. 
Bartholomew  massacre — Execution  of  Lady  Jane  Grey — Persecution  of  the  Protest- 
ants—Jesus of  the  ages — Santa  Anna's  retreat — The  powers  of  darkness — Triumph 
of  the  wicked — Destruction  of  the  wicked — Importance  of  taking  good  aim — The 
bravery  that  confronts  steel  and  buUet^Parade  soldiers — Which  side  are  you  on  ?  267-276 

CONSTELUTIONS  OF  THE  REDEEMED. 

Every  Man  has  a  Thousand  Branches — The  force  of  evil  influence — How  a  commn- 

nity  was  changed  by  good  example — ^The  swifl  feet  of  prayer — An  incident  of  the 
Mexican  War — Prayer  swifler  than  electricity— George  Miiller's  efficacious  prayer 
— How  to  pray — The  resources  of  the  I«ord — Capture  of  Gibraltar — Christian  bom- 
bardment— Luminosity  of  the  planets— A  tour  of  redemption — Like  the  stars — 
Graves  of  the  unknown — ^The  solar  system  likened  to  a  company  of  children — 
Galaxy  of  joy — I'light  of  worlds — Measuring  the  planets — A  glory  that  never  fades 
— Burial  of  the  stars — Cohorts  tumbling  out  of  heaven 277-289 

HOW  TO  PROLONG  LIFE. 

RsUglon  Associated  with  Sick  Beds  and  Graveyards — ^The  saving  health  of  all 
nations — Remarkable  longevity — Mere  dwarfs — Distinguished  descendants  of  the 
African  race — Curiosities  of  the  body — Paul  in  need  of  en  overcoat — Physical  health 
— Body  and  soul  Siamese  twins — Dead  from  excitement — Upholstery  of  the  mid- 
night heavens — The  human  body  is  God's  watch — Dissipations  that  destroy  health 
— Religion  promotive  of  longevity— Byron  his  own  Mazeppa— Poe  putting  tlie 
raven  in  his  soul — Napoleon  killed  by  a  snuff  box— Worry  and  trouble — God  rich 
enough  to  provide  for  all  our  wants — A  beautiful  sickness — A  wound  that  was  the 
badge  of  honor — Frederick  Frelinghuysen — Comforting  assurances — A  series  of 
experiments — The  sacrifice  to  accept — All  things  shall  be  given  to  the  righteous,    .  290-301 

A  SHIPWRECK. 

A  Memorable  Storm  on  the  Mediterranean— Shipwreck  of  Paul— Destruction  of 
the  vessel — Escape  of  the  crew — Tliank  God,  all  are  here — The  great  gospel  ship- 
Creeds  and  articles  of  faith — The  Andover  controversy — Take  to  the  plank — Not 
only  faith,  but  good  works  necessary  to  salvation — One  who  doesn't  believe  in  hell 
— Another  who  condemns  revivals — Settling  difficulties — Believe  in  something — 
Nelson's  blind  eye— Vicarious  suffering — Lost  at  sea  trying  to  save  others — Come 
iu  on  the  Cross  -  Once  a  skeptic — Death-bed  scenes,     302-311 


CONTENTS.  ^^^^ 

PACK. 

CHRISTMAS. 

The  Jlgcs  Cry  far  a  Christ — The  most  poetic  figure  of  the  centuries— The  coming  of 
Chmt — Mail's  cnielty  toftninialii— Jcfius  cradk-il  among  the  spL-^chlp&s  animala — 
A  plen  for  hiimnne  Ireatmenl— The  birth  of  Christ— Honoring  childhood— Not 
only  a  child,  Init  an  immortal — A  recess  in  heaven — How  a  child  decHlnl  Waterloo 
—How  a  child  decided  Gettysburg— Science  honored— Great  aieu  who  arc  Chris- 
tians— The  fields  hnttnred — nisltiigtiitihed  men  of  American  historj- — The  mother — 
Artuts  whose  ideals  are  found  in  Uieir  mothers — The  death  of  mother — We  are 
cotnlnK — Calm  lund  beyond  the  sea. 3IS-333 

AMUSCMENTS. 

the  Temple  of  Dagon — Sainsciii,  the  blind  giant — Pulling  down  the  temple  upon 
his  tormentors — Sinful  amiwcmenta — Tlie  world  for  God's  own  children— Proper 
recreation— Culli\-alion  of  (he  voice  and  of  miisic^ Raising  tip  the  depressed  soij — 
Uow  Waterloo  was  won — ITic  }{ymnasium  com niende<l— Effects  of  footi  upon  the 
limly— Martin  Luther  niighty  in  mind  and  body— Parlor  games  commended — 
Boundinij  health— Out -donr  sports— The  pleasure  and  henlthfulnessof  doing  good^ 
Chcerftil  looks  and  words— Moravian  mieeionarie»— Result  of  sinAil  amtucment— A 
wastetl  life — Prophesying  death 3M~3i34 

CHILDREN. 
■dK«  Eli  and  Hfa  Two  Bad  Boya — Receipt  of  ill  neu-s — Death  of  the  two  eons  and 
a  fata)  shock  to  Eli— An  all-confiuering  army — An  incident  of  the  war  between 
Frederick  II.  and  Maria  Therefai — The  hoy  of  t«-»lay  to  Ijc  ruler  of  llie  future — 
A  ahicld  of  insufferable  ftpleudor— Iirrors  in  the  training  of  children— John  Mil- 
ton's  domestic  blunders — The  (hTidgcrj*  enforced  on  his  daughters — A  cruel  father 
^John  O'Croat's  eccentricity — Tlie  family  scapegoat — Daiigeitt  of  over> indulgence 
— Nccesaily  of  sludying  a  chihl's  diRponition — Adapting  yourself  to  requirements  — 
Gotl'«  hinta  tu  parents— Treasures  in  a  shatlcretl  casket — Religious  restraint  es9eQ- 
tiftl— Suppression  of  childish  sportfnlness— Let  them  romp— Sttifly  and  play — The 
beauty  of  early  piety — Tlie  dying  mother's  request 335~350 

JESUS. 
Ar«  the  Planet*  Inhabited? — Proofs  that  tbc>- an: — A  glimpse  of  heaven— Gardens 
in  perpetual  bloom— What  is  death  ?~TIu;  wealth  of  the  prince — Solomon's  richea 
— A  fallen  world— Christ's  arrival  on  earth— His  great  poverty— A  chilling  recep- 
tion—Pompey'a  glory— Treading  the  wine-press  alone — Cleopatra's  banquet- The 
gnu»  of  God— Stof>'  of  Uie  old  Scolclmian— Anecdote  of  ArlAsenc«8— The  eeven 
wbe  men  of  Greece — An  apothegm  for  e.ich - iS^-Sfe 

CONCORD  AND  DISCORD. 
Laying  of  the  Corner  Stone — S\-iniihoiiies  of  nature- A  musical  portfolio- Tlie  harp- 
striuK  brokrn— Inbrmities  of  Mjciely— A  Bhipwreck  of  harmonic*— SymlioliMns  of 
nations— Fond  of  contention — The  dc*HI'»  sonata— A  singular  dream — Anccilotc  of 
Bach— Moral  diecord—The  Dusseldorf  jubilee— Tlie  cost  of  war- 0\-eTture  of  the 
morning  star*— MoGtart'*  greatest  composition — An  instrament  to  attune  the  world 
—The  anvil  choro«— Compass  of  the  human  voice— A  new  song- The  Grat  Peace 
JabHec  bi  Boston— A  thrilling  incident— Parcpa  Rosa's  Star-Spangled  Banner,  .    .  361-37* 


XXVI 


COXTENTS. 


FORBIDDEN  HONCV. 


PACE. 


'Inganulty  of  the  Hon«y  ■••—Celebration  of  Uir  Itcc  in  fable — Some  vrnmlerfiil  facts 
— The  forbiJiien  Iioiiey—Joniitlian's  disobedience — IVniicioiis  litcratutc — Corrupt 
inBucncc  of  Imd  books — Pilling  life  with  liu»ks  nml  cinders — Good  books — Tbe  false 
bone)'  of  stiniolaiitfl — Recipcii  for  curing  the  drunken  habit — (liiiiitous  luittirs  of 
iotoxicanU — Falfie  necurity — Infatuation  for  strong  drink — The  gfttnester's  indul- 
gence—Faro and  card  playing — Stock  gaoibliuK — Victims  of  Wall  street — Fatal 
Accident — Seek  only  the  honey  of  heaven— The  ambrosia  of  life — Funeral  of  a 
Norse  king — End  of  (he  I'oct  Shelley,      373-583 

THE  SECRET  OF  SUCCESS. 

Nothing  Can  K^«p  »  Good  Man  Down  -The  Micccas  of  Jo!<cph— Chrj'SCKtmii's  hnive 
answer  to  Eudoxi.-i— Monuments  of  the  Christian  relif^ion— An  unfair  comparison 
— Peniecutioiis  bring  victories— The  fires  of  the  stake — Crime  will  mil — The  sale  of 
Joseph — Saul's  cupidity  discovered — b^ier  to  Mii  than  to  esKape  the  cunaeijuences— 
All  events  linked  together — A  small  incident  that  defeated  Napoleon's  Egyptian 
expedition — CJod's  plans  beyond  our  caniprchcnsion — Defeats  and  victories  are 
twin  brotbera— Anecdote  of  Dr.  Kenned >■ — Ever>- famine  bas  a  »torehoutie,  .    .   .   -383-391 


ROVAL  WOMANHOOD. 

Th«  Imperial  Character  of  a  Good  Woman— The  corotiatiou  of  women — Tlie  wid- 
ow's wn— Tile  tTiini,sters  of  liiMiie— A  hard  deidh— The  blessed  home — Woman's 
heroism— h'riends  of  the  poor— IXiugcrous  fruit— tlod  protects  the  charitable — 
Helen  Chalmers  among  the  poor — Soliciting  charities — Tell  your  troubles  to  your 
wife — A  friend  in  every  emergency — Woman's  opportunity — Rest  in  heaven — 
Winning  the  crown, 399-403 

EMPLOVMENTS  IN  HEAVEN. 

Excklcl'a  Vlalon  of  Hcav«n— What  are  our  departed  friends  doing? — Effects  of  con- 
version— How  to  determine  the  occupations  in  heaven  —  Surfeited  with  good 
things— Continuing  our  trades  and  professions— The  celestial  art  gallery— The  soul 
shall  sing— Musical  instruments  of  hcBVcn~An  anecdote  of  Haydn — The  church 
militatit — TItc  mathenintics  of  heaven — Dnive  spirits  who  sought  to  rench  theXortli 
Pole— Art ronom era  and  chomislg  in  celestial  iuquirj- — Authors  in  henven — A  won- 
derful place  to  visit— Meeting  with  noted  people — The  Scotch  Covenantere — A 
place  of  perpetual  love — The  totnbstone  tlie  parti ng- poet —Tlie  cathedral  bell  of 
heaven — A  dream  of  heaven — Home!  Home!  Home! 403-417 

DELUSIONS. 

Divination  to  Find  the  Will  of  Cod— Two  modes  practiced  in  Babylon — Oracles  and 
Sibyls — ^The  Delphic  oracle — Att  imposler  in  New  York — Is  Christisnity  a  delu- 
sion?— Anecdote  of  Admiral  Parragut— Swaying  noble  intellects — Testimonies  of 
great  men — The  death-bed  filled  with  happy  anticipations — "  Mother,  catch  me,  I 
am  coming"— A  sustaiuing  belief— I-ast  words  of  dying  Cbristiaas— A  glorious 
delusion— The  reclaininl  drunkanl— Some  rich  fools, 418-^424 


CONTENTS. 


xxvU 


FACE. 
BOOKS. 

*n  Ephe*UB — A  hif^  honfii*  of  bad  liooks — A  grcnt  Agency  for  good  or  bad — ^The 
jmiUmg  prrw. — I'l^nicious  literAtiire  filling  our  jails  and  poor  houses— The  tree  of 
lift  aoj  of  d«ath— Ilook«  thai  are  goo.1— Dakrul  no\'»;ls — The  truly  great  novelirts 
— Moral  an«l  physical  effect — A  woniau  who  devotes  her  time  to  aoveltt — Great 
evils  from  small  causes — Torn  by  a  Icopani — Comiplitig  the  iiiiAgiitatiuti — A  lerri- 
bl<  curse — The  clock  strikes  midnight— A  spectre  of  the  night— Make  a  boufirc  of 
bed  bookn, 435-431 

PILURS  OF  SMOKE. 

The  Architecture  of  the  Smoke — Beautiful  comparisons — M.-irt\'nlani!t  and  per&ecu- 
lioni — C^iholic-1  and  Protestants  alike  practice  iiihumaniliei) — Intolerance  of  both 
— Otlier  jierM^ctitiotis — Horrible  atrocities  in  the  name  uf  rf1i>non — Orouns  of  the 
iiiartyi'» — Elaa  persecution  ceaseii  ? — A  complaiDt  from  the  theatres — A  terrible  ven- 
geance— A  beautiful  symbol — ^Thc  gates  of  the  church — The  smoke  of  pence — Lin- 
coln's wi»e  proposition —The  horrors  of  war — Oowu  with  Moloch— Bumtng  of 
the  world 432-440 

HEROES  OF  THE  SEA. 

Behold  the  Ship* — Our  war  vessels — Memorable  sea  fights— The  neglected  sailor — 
The  G^hl  of  Liepanto — Battle  of  Actium — And  of  Salamis — Wotnlerful  thiiigii  ncvHim- 
p|i«hed  during  our  late  war — Deeds  of  naval  heroes — The  ocean  ceracter)- — From 
pjctuieM|ue  display  to  death' — Sinking  of  Uie  Wevhawken—Kvep  your  flag  Byiug — 
Four  j-ciir*  of  martyrdom — A  reviewof  three  great  conflicts — Epigrammatic  m«f* 
aagea — IXath  of  Farragut — Convcrsiuti  of  Admiral  Koutr 441-449 

WARS  OF  THE  AGES. 

Military  Science  Set  Forth  in  the  Bible— K-irly  wrupim^  of  warfare— Fighting  from 
the  backn  of  elephanu— Anued  chariots — Tlie  uoi»e  of  advancing  hosts — Foreign 
nations  jealous  of  ui^— A  sacrifice  for  my  country— Conlraal  1862  with  1S88 — The 
" Slar-Sp&ngled  fUuiier"  and  "  Way  Down  South  in  Dixie" — War  contrasted 
with  peace — Tlie  Statue  of  Lilwrty — ^The  rivalry  of  commerce — Off  for  the  war— 
ThriUiu^  scenes  and  heart -buniiii){» — Tlianksgivtng  day  in  camp — News  from  the 
battle — Harrowing  sob*  and  agonic*— Glorious  contrasts — The  dove  ofpcacc — Prog- 
n»in  Xortli  and  South — Buried  heroes- The  number  that  have  lallcu  in  battle.  450-459 

A  MIGHTY  HUNTER. 

Hunting  aa  a  Sport— Fonuerly  it  was  to  destroy  dangerous  wild  t>casta — Nimrod,  tlie 
miglity  hunter — An  affecting  Mory — Archers  of  olden  times — Battles  fongtat  with 
the  lonx  l>ow — Arrowti  from  wood  of  the  cross — In  the  armory  of  the  Karl  of  Pew- 
broke — The  men  who  ha\t  bravely  faced  danger — The  monster  of  intemperance — 
The  Church  of  Cod— The  Bengal  tiger  of  drunkenness — Great  tun  of  Heidelberg 
— A  deathbed  repentaoL-e — A  singular  vision — Visited  by  the  spirit  of  his  dead 
moCher- An  inexpressibly  sad  scene — Five  acts  of  a  tragcdj-- A  gmnd  hunt  in  the 
Tndia  jungles — Domttiun's  skill  as  an  archer — The  sinner's  death-trap — Roland,  the 
trumpeter— .\  marvelous  tomb 460-467 


xxviii  CONTENTS. 

PAGK. 
FORGIVENESS. 

Pillow  of  the  Dying  Day — Glorious  sunset — Life's  exasperations— Misrepresentations 
and  persecutions — An  anecdote  of  Henderson — A  faith  cure — A  boy  whose  vitals 
wereeaten  byafox — Vindiciiveness  of  Nebuchadnezzar's  son — Murder  of  the  young 
princes — Shakespeare's  genius — Magnanimity  of  Aristippus — The  duty — Ruins  of 
Pompeii — A  child's  trustfulness  in  its  father — A  provider  and  defender — Moham- 
med's idea  of  power — ^The  clock  of  earthly  existence — The  sunset  of  earth  is  the 
sunrise  of  heaven, 468-47S 

THE  BUCK  6IANT. 

Eaater  Mornings  of  the  World — The  royal  court  of  the  Sabbaths— The  black  giant — 
Invading  every  domicile  with  the  pestilence  of  death — Christ  the  good  Physician 
— The  abolition  of  death — At  a  king's  banquet — Reconstruction  of  the  body — Cre- 
mation may  become  necessary — God  shall  raise  the  dead — Resurrection  of  seed 
life — Seeds  from  the  mummy  pits  of  Egypt — The  apparent  death  and  resurrection 
of  Rev.  Wm,  Tennent — Evidence  of  a  final  resurrection — The  Olympic  games — 
Meeting  of  body  and  soul — A  cruel  heathen — Emptied  graves, 479-488 

PAUCES  OF  SPLENDOR. 

Th«  Church  of  Notre  Dante — Magnificent  relics  there  preserved— Jeweled  raiment 
of  kings  and  queens — The  odors  of  Christ's  garments — Exquisite  comparisons — 
Ivory  palaces — Solomon's  splendors — Healing  all  ills — Claiming  the  flowers  of  earth 
for  transplanting  in  the  eternal  garden — Open  your  gates  for  a  new  soul  to  come  in,  4S9-495 

SECRET  SOCIETIES. 

**  Discover  Not  a  Secret  to  Another  " — Wliy  Solomon  gave  this  injunction — People 
who  can't  keep  their  mouths  closed — Gossip  in  Solomon's  household — Effects  of  a 
secret  divulged  and  of  a  secret  kept — Associations  for  goodly  purposes  commended — 
The  necessity  of  secrecy — Resistance  to  monopoly — Mary,  Queen  of  Scots — Good 
accomplished  by  secret  societies — Sacrificing  the  home — Ruined  by  social  excesses 
— The  two  roads — A  rope  that  reaches  to  heaven, 496-504 

A  STAIN  ON  THE  ESCUTCHEON. 

National  Parties — Need  of  an  Anti-Mormon  policy — The  great  lazaretto  in  the  West 
— Recruited  from  foreign  shores — The  demand  of  the  age — Extirpation  by  the  sword 
recommended — Rigamy  on  a  colossal  scale — Inducing  a  laxity  in  the  marital  rela- 
tion— Divorce  made  easy — ^Protect  the  emigrants — Intermarriage  of  nationalities — 
The  Constitution  and  the  Bible  to  be  studied — A  recognition  of  God — Anarchy 
condemned — No  dependence  in  political  promises — Loyalty  to  God — The  voice  of 
prayer — A  hand-clasp  round  the  world, 505-512 

RESPONSIBILITIES  OF  RULERS. 

Baseness  of  Henry  VIM. — The  sinners  of  the  world  enthroned — Our  land  blesseil  with 
goo<lnieii — David  reproved  by  Nathan — Incompetency  of  ofiicials — Ignorance  ele- 
vated to  place — Drunkenness  in  the  halls  of  legislation — Slain  by  strong  drink — 


CONTENTS. 


XXIX 


P&GB. 

Bzamples  of  the  erils  that  have  come  upon  our  country  through  intoxication — 
A  cry  from  the  land — God's  indignation — Bribery  and  corruption — How  bills  are 
passed — Revolution  ahead — ^Your  duty  to  your  countrj- — God  save  the  United 
States  ! 513-519 

GOD'S  CIRCLE. 

The  Unlvcraa  Made  on  the  Plan  of  a  Circle — Shapes  in  nature — Greatness  of  the  past 
— Noah's  ark — Centuries  behind  the  old  artists — Relics  from  an  exhumed  Bnglish 
city — ^The  world  swinging  in  a  circle — Ezekiel's  wheel — The  mutations  of  time — 
Building  of  the  pyramids — Effects  of  goodly  influence  never  destroyed — ^Thy  sins 
■will  discover  you — Disrespect  to  parents — A  shocking  illustration — Influence  of 
Voltaire  and  Marat — A  glad  theory — Christ  the  centre  of  the  circle, 520-529 

A  PURPOSELESS  LIFE. 

Idolatry  of  the  Ancients— He  feedeth  on  ashes — Lady  Jane  Grey  and  other  unfortu- 
nates—The vanity  of  riches — The  voluptuaries  of  history — A  wasted  life — Infidelity 
— The  hunger  of  restlessness — What  is  wealth  ? — Help  cometh  not  from  this  world 
— Anecdote  of  a  rich  merchant— The  faithful  watch-dog — The  end  of  the  world — 
The  confiding  murderer, S3o~536 

SMALL  THINGS. 

The  Eye  of  the  East — Paul's  persecution  of  the  Christians — His  conversion —Pursued 
by  the  mob — Refuge  on  the  housetop— The  escape — An  incident  in  John  Wesley's 
life — How  Pitcaim  Island  was  reclaimed — The  manger  in  Bethlehem — Miriam's 
rejoicing — In  a  storm  at  sea  — Success  at  last — ^Johu  in  the  wilderness — Holding  the 
rope — A  nail  nearly  wrecks  a  Cunarder — The  Spanish  inquisition — Paul's  prayer — 
Amen 537-544 


\.4>oat<*jf5 


PAAE. 

1  Win  Follow  Je«ii», i5 

He  Will  CtiMe  You.  etc 36 

Po  Not  Take  tlic  First  St«p, 36 

Pniy  Cod  to  Keep,  etc 37 

The  Heavriiii  Declare,  etc. 40 

I  Pr»y  That  Thou  Keep 43 

Come,  Ve  to  the  Waters, ,    .  43 

The  Light  of  the  World 45 

Even  So  Most  the  Sun, 45 

Enlcf  Not  in  the  Palh.  .  ....  46 

Peace  I  l-ctw  W'iih  >'on .  48 

The  Firet  Glad  Easter  Mom 50 

An  Offering  of  Flowers. 53 

Thoa  Wilt  Keep  Htm.  etc.,  .   .  <   •   •  34 

Tile  Rom  of  Sharon,  etc..  SS 

Our  Father  Who  Art,  etc 56 

Sitd  Memories, 61 

Piesc  Are  Tl>ey  Tli«l  Moke  Poor  Men 

Rich, 6S 

Lallter  lit  the  I>i«t  of  Worms, 65 

The  ChrisiiAn  Martyr 66 

The  Breadwinner 69 

De«d  For  Onr  Tnuis^rrMions, 7a 

Free  Frwm    F<-r|)lexin>{  Cnrr, 73 

The  Angel'ii  Whisper 76 

IVrivhablcnc^v,  79 

A  Student  of   Prophecy, 83 

America,     .    .        85 

A  IMrse  in  the  Dc»rt.  .        .        .  ,  .   ,   .  S6 

Landing  of  the  Romans,  .......  87 

The  Kingdom  of  the  Blewied,  .   .  88 


The  Light  of  the  World, 90 

The  Temptation .    ,    .    .  91 

Four  Fumouii  Medal*, 91 

Sweet  Content 95 

NapoleonV  Retreat  From  Rnsma 97 

Principal    WorVd    of     Sir     Chri*topher 

Wren 99 

A  Vagabond  in  the  Street 103 

A  Vagalx>nil  in  the  Dran-in)£  Room,  .    .    .  103 

Milton   Dictnting  Paradise  Lost,       .    .    .  105 

Gift  of  Bridegroom,   .    .                     ...  107 

Idleness 109 

Woman,  Behold  TI17  Son,  etc., ....  111 

The  Sisters  of  Bethany, ti2 

Sin^cle  and  Happy 1 17 

Evening;  Calm 118 

Bums  and  His  Highland  Maty 119 

The  Sourness  of  Poverty ijj 

Jcphtba's  Daughter  Bewailing  Her  Sac- 
rifice, .    -   .           .........  itj 

Jane    Waring    Receiving  the  Notice  of 

I>ean  SwiA's  Perfidy 129 

Sick  and  Neglected, ija 

Fashions  of  He«d-<lmR. 13^ 

Examining  the  Teacher. 143 

The   Cruiirdiati    Angel,  .                .  147 

Victims  of  French  Revolution.                 .  149 

Vasbti,  the  OutdLst.                           ....  150 

Luther  and  Ki«  Family  Sini^ng  I'Mlms,  .  159 

Execution  of  Joan  of  Arc 161 

Sarly  Trouhlea,   *  .-  .  , 164 


(next) 


xxxu 


LIST  OF  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


PAGE. 

Napoleon  Announcing  to  Josephine  Her 

Divorcement 165 

A  Broken  Heart  in  a  Palace, 167 

The  Old  Homestead, 169 

The  Empty  Place, 170 

A  Birthday  Surprise, 171 

The  Scribe's  Difficulty,  .        174 

Grandmother, 177 

Talking  Over  Old  Times 178 

Visiting  the  Sick  and  Destitute,  ....  179 

The  Guiding  Angel, 1S2 

An  Errand  of  Mercy, 183 

How  Far  Yet? 184 

The  Celestial  Welcome, 185 

The  I^rd  is  Good  to  All, 186 

Slumber  Song, 190 

SungtoSleep 191 

Just  Ifike  Him 19a 

A  Chubby  Pouter 193 

Henry  V.  at  Agincourt 195 

Destruction  of  Babes, 198 

A  Song  Without  Words, 199 

A  Young  Man  of  the  World,  .....  202 
A  Cloud  on  His  Brow,  a  Curse  in  His 

Heart,     203 

Street  Urchins, 205 

Before  Monterey 207 

Telling  the  Secret,  etc., 209 

The  Stonn  Child  Screaming  Along  the 

Beach, 211 

Aurora,               213 

Attila,  King  of  Huns 216 

Siege  of  Aquileia, 217 

Roman  Charioteers, 219 

The  Gotldess  of  Justice 220 

Cain  and  Abel  Rocked  in  the  First  Cradle,  224 

The    Eavesdropper, 225 

The  Prodigal  Son, 226 

Death-bed  of  Copernicus, 227 

Jealous  Lovers— the    duel, 230 

Hard   Times, 232 

The  Little  Orphan's  Dream, 235 

Napoleon's  Retreat  from  Moscow,  ....  237 

The  Reaper  and  the  Plowers, 239 

The  Crown  of  Thorns 24a 

The  Bride's  New  Home 241 

Last  Da^s  of  the  Condemmed 245 


PAGE. 

The  First  Born, 247 

Tlie  Deluge, 2^0 

Youths  to  Fortune,  but  to  Fame  Unknown,  248 

Grief, 251 

An  Ecstatic  Der\-ish 253 

Blind  Bartimeus 256 

Fame,      257 

Bringing  Home  Lost  Sheep, 258 

Feeding  the  Multitude, 260 

Reciting  Incidents  of  his  Valor, 263 

Daniel  Refusing  the  King's  Wine,  .   .   .  266 

The  Scourging  of  Jesus, 269 

Queen  Elizabeth    receiWng  the  French 

Ambassadors  after  the  Massacre  of  St. 

Bartholomew, 271 

In  the  Brave  Days  of  Old, 272 

Husbandly  S>Tnpathy, .    .  274 

John  Knox  preaching  before  the  Court  of 

Mary   Stuart 275 

A  Lesson  in  Arithmetic, 279 

The  Voice  of  Prayer, 281 

\Vhen  the  Grave  Household,  etc.,  .   .    .  282 

Jesus  and  the  Syrophcenician  Woman,  .  283 

Blessed  are  the  Pure  in  Heart, 286 

Niobe, 287 

The  Proposal,  . 293 

The  Bloom  of  Health, 295 

The   Healing  Hand, 296 

Reverence 297 

Peace  be  Still 299 

The  Angel  of  the  Sepulchre, 301 

The  Sea  shall  gi\-e  up  the  Dead,      ....  305 

A  Young  Hero, 306 

Rock  of  Ages, 307 

Ranisgate  Pier-head 310 

An  Interesting   Stor}', 313 

The  Sistine  Madonna 314 

Jesus,  the  Carpenter's  Son 317 

A  Street  Scene  in  Pompeii, 319 

The  Young  Farmer, 321 

Mother 322 

Samson,  as  Servant  to  the  Philistines,  .    .  325 

The  Home  Choir, 327 

Meditative  Expectancy, 329 

The  Queen's  Shilling 332 

Tlie  First  Step 336 

Maria  Theresa  and  the  King 337 


LIST  OF  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


XXXlll 


PACE. 

The  Queen  of  the  Barnyard 338 

The  Chimney  Sweep, 339 

The  Pugilistic  Pupil, 341 

Indulgence— the  Rival  Grandfatber-i,    .    .  343 

Our  Father  Which  Art  in  Heaven,     .    .    .  347 

Our  Father  Who  Art  in  Heaven,    ....  349 

The  Tower  of  Iflndon, .  352 

Jesus  Preaching, 353 

The  Anchor  of  the  Soul,       ...            .    .  355 

Maternal  Joy, 357 

Paul  Being  Taken  Away  from  Prison  to 

Rome, 359 

The  Morning  of  the  World 362 

Little  Sister's  Evil  Hour, 363 

The  Boat  Song, 365 

At  the  Cross 368 

Workshop  of  a  Philosopher, 369 

A  Poem  of  Love,             371 

The  NoA-el  Reader 375 

After  the  Feast,        377 

Boadicea, 3S0 

Elizabeth  Fry  Pleading  for  the  Pardon  of 

Converted  Criminals, ■  384 

Martyrdom  of  St.  Sebastian, 3S5 

Failure — Pleasure  Before  Busines,s,         ,    .  387 

Success— Business  Before  Pleasure.            .  389 

Execution  of  Lord  Hastings,  .                .    .  390 

Queen  of  SjTupathy,  •    .                         .    ,  393 

A  Feast  of  Cherritr.-s,                               ...  395 

Confidence,   ...                         ....  397 

Health's  Return,  ...                  .  399 

Where   the  Woods  Lift  Their  Heads  in 

Praise .  401 

The  Flower  Gatherer,                      .    .       .  404 

Those  Blissful  Hours, .  405 

The  Holy  Sign, 407 

The  Harvest  of  the  Sea 409 

The  Huguenot, 411 

The  Forgiver  of  Sins, 415 

A  Witch 419 


PACK. 

427 
435 
439 
44a 

445 
447 
451 
453 
457 
463 
465 
469 

471 


The  Wayward  Daughter, 
Bad  News  from  the  Sea, 
Crucifixion  of  St.  Peter 
Ship  Ahoy  !  .    .    .    . 
Cruisers  After  the  Battle. 
Crossing  the  Bar;     .    . 
Siege  of  Tyre,  .    .    . 

War,        

Peace, 

A  ModeiTi  Club-Room, 

The  Two  Roads,      .    . 

The  Last  Day  of  Sir  Thomas  Moor 

The  Young  Princes  in  the  Tower,  , 

Lonl    Stanley    Bringing   the    Crown    of 

Richard  to  Richmond  After  the  Battle 

of  Bosworth, 473 

Restoration  of  Jairus'  Daughter,    ....    475 
Oliver  Cromwell  at  the  Death-bed  of  his 

Daughter, 477 

Capture  of  the  Bastile,      481 

The  Village  Physician 483 

Rolling  Away  the  Stone  from  the  Grave 

of  Lazarus, 485 

Grotto  in  the  Luxembourg  Gardens,     .    .    490 
"  A  Gentle  Wafting  to  Immortal  Life,"   .    491 

The  Transfiguration,      493 

It  is  the  Lord, 494 

Taking  up  a  Collection 499 

A  Mormon's  Wife  Cast  Out 507 

Decoration  Day ......    509 

Purified  through  Fire,  .    .  ....    517 

Shadow  Pictures ,    521 

The  Circle  of  Peace, 523 

Fast  Falls  the  Eventide 525 

Day  Dreams 527 

The  Song  of  the  Swan 528 

A  Faithful  Ser\'ant, 531 

John  in  the  Wilderness,    .   .  ....    534 

A  Quiver  Full  of  Children, 539 

Home  at  Last, 543 


m:^.}^h 


^t 


'.■'■*^ 


^^K.,, 


ABLAZE  of  splendor  is  the  pictorial  part  of  this  book,  an  art 
galler>  on  the  wing.  You  need  not  visit  New  York,  or 
Dresden,  or  Berlin,  or  Rome  to  see  the  masterpieces,  for  the 
best  part  of  thcni  is  now,  my  reader,  bctwxen  yonr  forefinger  and 
thumb.  The  publishers  of  this  book  have  ransacked  Ihe  earth  for 
these  three  hundred  and  thirteen  gems.  No  subscription  book  ever 
publishwi  has  had  such  beautiful  pictures.  Let  me  open  the  door 
for  thest-  qtieens  of  art. 

In  that  one  marvelous  picture  see  the  world  put  down  all  its 
troubles  at  Christ's  feet,  a  brook  emptying  into  an  ocean.  Behold 
on  that  other  page  the  representation  of  a  cross  all  abloom  with 
prayer,  and  the  red  roses  of  childish  health,  and  the  white  lilies  of 
venerable  locks,  and  empty  hands  uplifted  in  supplication,  and  full 
hands  stretched  down  in  supply,  enough  to  induce  all  the  world  to 
cr>-  out.  "  Let  us  pray  !  "  On  tliat  other  i>age  see  the 
lion  of  persecution  and  the  face  of  Christian  martyrdom 
confront  each  other,  while  the  piled-up  tiers  of  the  Colos- 
seum and  Ihe  unseen  galleries  of  the  ages  look  down 


upon  them.  Rut.  thank 
old  lion  and  all  the  whelps 
from  that  door  at  the  side  of 
seuni  have  been  slain  by 
Judah's  tribe.      See  on  that 


God,  that 
emerging 
the  Colos- 
the  Lion  of 
othvr  page 
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how  sympathetically  Christ  trenis  a  sick  child,  the  anxious  mother  looking  on. 
I  warrant  that  child  got  well,  for  what  sickness  could  baffle  such  a  Doctor? 
Bt'hold  on  that  other  page  the  three  crosses,  goodness  in  the  centre,  recklessness 
on  one  side,  and  penitence  on  the  other.  Did 
ever  a  silent  picture  have  so  many  voices  of 
execration  and  worship,  humiliation  and  \-ic- 
tor>*.  crime  and  iiiucicence.  hell  anil  heaven  ? 
Was  there  ever  such  a  centre  to  such  a  circum- 
ference ?  Of  what  crime  had  that  victim  ou 
the  middle  cross  been  guilty  that  He  should 
be  made  tlie  object  of  the  mob's  fury? 
Guilty  of  only  one  crime,  the  crime  of 
coming  to  save  a  world.  O  my  soul !  was 
there  ever  such  a  criminal,  was  there  ever 
such  a  crime  !  But  1  cannot  walk  witli  you 
StJ  all  round  this  Louvre,  this  Luxem- 
^  bourg.  this  Dui>seldorf  of  paintings  and  engravings.  Having  introduced 
***  you  to  the  great  artists  I  must  let  them  take  you  the  rest  of  the  way. 
Thank  God.  morning,  noon  and  night,  for  pictures.  insUiictive  pictures, 
^".ovij   inspiring  pictures  I 

l\»KW^  What  a  poor  world  this  would  be  if  it  were  not  for  pictures  !     I 

refer  to  your  memory  and  mine  when  I  ask  if  your  knowledge  of 
the  Holy  Scriptures  has  not  been  mightily  augmented  by  the  wood- 
cuts or  engravings  in  the  old  family  Rihle.  out  of  which  father  and 
mother  read,  and  laid  on  the  table  in  the  old  homestead  when  you 
were  boys  and  girls.     The  Bible  scenes  which  we  all 
carry  in  our  minds  were  not  gotten  from  the  Bible 
tyjxilogy,  but  from  the  Bible  pictures.     To  prove  the 
truth  of  it  in  my  own  case,  the  other  day  I  took   up 
tht:  old  family  Bible  which  I  inherited.     Sure 
enough,  what   I   have  carried  in  my  mind  of 
Jacob's  ladder  was  exactly  the  Bible  engraving 
of  Jacob's  ladder;  and  so  with  Samson 
canning  off  the  gates  of  Gaza;  lilisha 
restoring   the    Shuiiamilc's    son;    the 
massacre  of  the  innocents; 
Christ  blessing  little  chil- 
dren;   the  Crucifixion  and 
the  Last  Judgment.      My 
idea  of  all  these  is  that  of 
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Uie  old  Bible  engravings  which  1  scanned  before  I  could  read  a  word.  The  great 
iiileIHgence  abroad  about  the  Bible  did  not  come  from  the  general  reading  of 
tlie  book,  for  tlie  majority  of  the  people  read  it  but  little,  if  they  read  it  at 
alt :  but  all  the  sacred  scenes  have  Ijcen  put  bt'fure  Uic  great  masses,  and  no 
printer's  ink,  but  the  pictorial  arl  must  have  the  credit  of  the  achievement.  First, 
painter's  pencil  for  the  favored  few,  and  then  engraver's  plate  or  wood-cut  for 
millions  on  millions ! 

In  tliis  connection  I  implore  all  parents  to  see  tliat  in  their  households  tliey 
have  neither  in  book,  nor  newspaper,  nor  on  canvas  anything  that  will  deprave. 
Pictures  are  no  longer  the  exclusive  possession  of  the  affluent.  There  is  not  a 
comfortable  home  that  has  not  specimens  of  wood-cut  or  steel  engraving,  if  not  of 
painting,  and 
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your  whole 

family  will  {^liYf^'^j^X 
ffcl  the  moral 
uplifting  or 
depression. 
Have  nothing 
Qu  your  wall 
or  in  books 
that  will  fa- 
railiarize  tlie 
young  with 
scenes  of  cru- 
elty or  wassail;  have  only  those  sketches  made  by  artists  in  elevated  moods, 
and  none  of  those  scenes  that  sccni  the  product  of  artistic  delirium  tremens. 
Pictures  are  not  only  a  strong  but  a  tmivcrsal  language.  The  human  race  is 
divided  into  almost  as  many  Ianguage.s  as  there  are  nations,  but  the  pictures  may 
speak  to  people  of  all  tongues.  Volapuk.  many  have  hoped,  with  little  rea-t^on, 
would  become  a  world-wide  language,  and  printer's  tj-pes  have  no  emphasis  com- 
pered with  it.  We  say  that  children  are  fond  of  pictures;  but  notice  any  man 
when  he  takes  up  a  book,  and  you  will  see  that  the  first  thing  tliat  he  looks  at  is 
the  pictures.  Have  only  those  in  your  house  that  appeal  to  the  better  nature. 
One  engraving  has  sometimes  decidctl  an  eternal  itestiny. 

At  the  Cyclorama  of  Gettysburg  one  day  a  blind  man,  who  lost  his  sight  in 
that  battle,  was  with  his  child  heard  talking  while  standing  before  that  picture. 
The  blind  man  said  to  the  daughter:  **  Are  there  at  the  right  of  the  picture  some 
TTgiments  marching  up  a  hill?"  "  Yes,"  she  said.  "  Well."  said  the  blind  man, 
"  is  there  a  general  on  horselxick  leading  them  on?"  "  Yes."  she  said.  "  Well,  is 
there  rushing  down  ou  these  men  a  cavalry  charge  ?"   "  Yes," '  was  the  reply.    "  And 
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do  there  seem  to  be  many  dying  and  dead?"  *  Yes,"  was  the  answer.  **  Well, 
now,  do  you  see  a  shell  from  the  woods  bursting  near  the  wheel  of  a  cannon  ?" 
"Yes,"  shesaid.  "Stop  right  there  I"  said  the  blind  man.  "That  is  the  last 
thing  I  ever  saw  oa  earth  !  What  a  time  it  nas.  Jenny,  when  1  lost  my  e>'esight !" 
But  when  you,  who  have  found  life  a  hard  battle,  a  verj-  Gettjsburg,  shall  stand 
in  the  Ro>'al  Gallery  of  Heaven,  and  with  your  new  vision  begin  to  see  and 
understand  that  which  in  your  earthly  blindness  you  could  not  see  at  all,  you  will 
point  out  to  your  celestial  comrades,  perhaps  to  your  own  dear  children  who  have 
gone  before,  the  scenes  of  the  earthly  conflicts  in  which  you  participated,  saying: 
**  There,  from  that  hill  of  prosperity  I  was  driven  back;  in  that  vaUe>'  of  humilia- 
tion I  was  wounded.  There  I  lost  my  eyesight.  That  was  the  way  the  world 
looked  when  I  last  saw  it."  But  what  a  grand  thing  to  get  cdestial  vision,  and 
stand  here  before  the  cyclorama  of  all  worlds  while  the  Rider  on  the  white  horse 
goes  on  "conquering  and  to  conquer,"  the  moon  under  His  feet  and  the  stars  of 
heaven  for  His  tiara  ! 

This  book  is  bom  under  very  bright  skies.  Of  all  the  centuries  this  is  the 
best  centur>',  and  of  all  the  decades  of  the  centun-  this  is  the  best  decade,  and  of 
all  the  years  of  the  decade  this  is  the  best  year,  and  of  all  the  months  in  the  year 
this  is  the  best  month,  and  of  all  the  days  of  the  month  this  is  the  best  day. 
Although  this  book  may  speak  of  griefs  and  wrongs,  it  is  with  full  belief  that 
there  is  a  catholicon  that  can  cure  anything  and  ever>thing.  The  world  is  very- 
much  what  we  make  it.  Show  me  the  color  of  a  man's  spectacles  and  I  will  tell 
you  what  kind  of  a  world  it  is.  Blue  spectacles,  a  blue  world.  Green  spectacles, 
a  green  world.  Yellow  spectacles,  a  jaundiced  world.  Transparent  spectacles,  the 
beautiful  world  that  God  made  it.  The  6rst  thing  is  to  have  the  heart  right,  the 
second  is  to  have  the  liver  right.  My  friend  has  for  many  years  been  troubled 
with  indigestion.  Desirous  of  cheering  him  up  I  looked  out  of  the  window  and 
said:  "  That  snow  is  beautiful."  He  answered:  "  It  will  turn  to  slush  and  sleet." 
I  said:  "  The  human  body  is  a  fine  piece  of  mechanism."  He  answered:  "Warts, 
croup,  marasmus,  corns,  bunions,  gout  and  indigestion."  I  hoisted  a  window  and 
caught  one  of  the  flying  snowflakes  and  put  it  under  a  microscope  and  said:  "  I 
see  God  walking  in  this  palace,  the  jewels  of  heaven  are  in  these  vases;  I  see  the 
couriers  of  celestial  dominion  pawing  those  crjstal  pavements."  He  turned  up 
his  coat  collar  and  said:  "I  am  in  a  perfect  chill;  please  to  put  down  that 
window."  I  grew  vehement  and  said;  "You  must  have  noticed  that  this  is  a 
splendid  world;  all  the  looms  of  heaven  must  have  been  at  work  on  the  wing  of 
a  kingfisher.  What  morning  was  it  that  a  warble  slipped  heaven  and  this  oriole 
plucked  it  ?  What  grotesque  rock  of  the  mountain  hath  set  the  streams  into 
roystering  laughter?  What  harp  of  heaven  gives  the  pilch  to  the  music  of  the 
south  wind  ?    There  is  enough  wisdom  to  confound  the  earth  and  the  heavens  in 
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the  stnicture  of  one  cricket.  Kvcn  ihe  weeds  of  ilie  fit-Id  are  dressed  like  the 
daughters  of  GikI,  am!  men  may  snwr  ill  llieir  cx)mniiiniiess.  but  Iiave  no  capacity 
to  &thom,  or  climb,  or  compass  the  inanity  of  beauty  in  a  dandelion  or  the  blossom 
of  a  potato  top.  At  the  foot  of  this  tuberose  angeltc  equipage  must  hall  and  its 
coliort.  climbing  the  winding  stair  of  leaf,  look  off  upon  the  kingdoms  of  floral 
wonder  and  the  glory  of  them.  On  a  summer  night  I  have  seen  the  stars  of 
heaven  and  tlie  dews  of  earth  married,  the  grass-blades  holding  up  their  fingers 
for  the  setting  of  the  wetlding  signet,  while  voices  from  alwvesaid:  '  With  liiis 
ling  I  thee  endow  with  all  my  light,  and  love,  and  splendor  celestial.'  At  sunset 
I  have  seen  the  flaming  chariots  of  God  drive  down  into  Lake  Winnlpiseogee,  the 
panting  nostrils  stirring  the  water  and  the  spray  like  dust  tossed  from  the  glitter- 
ing wheels."  "  Bosh!  "  cried  my  invalid  friend,  "■  I  never  saw  anything  like  that 
in  all  my  life."  So  that,  handing  him  over  a  bottle  of  Hoofland's  Dyspeptic 
Bitters.  I  retired  to  my  room  to  consider  ihe  value  of  a  cheerfu!  spirit. 

The  most  of  the  things  of  this  life  may  he  set  to  music,  but  peo|>Ic  get  the 
wrong  tune  and  sing  Naomi  or  Windham  when  they  ought  to  set  things  to  the 
music  of  Mount  Pisgah  and  Coronation.  We  may  not  all  of  us  have  the  means 
to  graduate  at  Har\'ard.  Yale  or  Oxford,  but  there  is  a  college  at  which  all  of  us 
Spraduate — tlie  college  of  hard  knocks.  Misfortune,  Fatigue.  Exposure  and 
Disaster  are  the  professors;  kicks,  cufis  and  blows  are  the  curriculum:  the  day  we 
lea%*e  the  world  is  our  graduation;  some  sit  down  and  cry:  some  turn  their  (aces 
to  the  wall  and  pont;  others  stand  up  and  ami|uer.  Happy  the  bee  that  even 
under  leaden  skies  looks  for  blossoming  buckwheat  !  Wise  the  fowl  that,  in.stead 
of  standing  in  the  snow  with  one  foot  drawn  up  under  the  wing,  ceases  not  all  day 
to  peck  !     Different  ways  of  looking  at  things. 

Raindrop  the  first:  "Always  chill  and  wet,  tossed  by  tlie  wind,  devoured  by 
the  sea." 

Raindrop  the  second:  "Aha  !  The  sun  kissed  me,  the  flower  caught  me,  the 
fields  blessed  me." 

Brook  the  first:  "Alas,  me  !  struck  of  the  rock,  dashed  of  the  mill-wheel." 

Brook  the  second:  "  I  sang  the  miller  to  sleep,  I  ground  the  grist !  Oh,  this 
gay  somersault  o\'er  the  wheel  !    Over  the  wheel !" 

Horse  the  first:  "  Pull,  pull,  pull ;  this  tugging  in  traces  and  lying  back  in 
the  breeching,  and  stauding  at  a  post  \^ith  the  sharp  wind  hanging  icicles  from 
my  nostrils," 

Horse  the  second  gives  a  horse  laugh:  "  Uscfiil  life  I  have  been  pcnnitled  to 
lead.  See  that  com;  I  helj>ed  break  l!ie  sod  and  rini  out  the  furrows.  On  a  star- 
light night  I  filled  tlie  ravines  and  motmtains  with  the  voice  of  jingling  bells  and 
tije  laughter  of  the  sleigh-riding  party.  Then  to  have  the  children  to  throw  in  an 
extra  quart  at  my  whinny,  and  to  have  Jane  pat  me  on  the  nose  and  say,  '  Poor 
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Cliarlic!'  and  to  bound  along  with  arched  neck,  and  flaming  eye.  and  clattering 
boof.  and  hear  {icupk'  say,  '  There  goes  a  two-forty  !*  " 

Bird  the  first:  "Weary  of  migration  !  No  one  to  pay  me  for  song.  Only 
here  to  be  shot  at." 

Bird  the  second:  "I  have  banquet  of  a  thousand  wheat  fields.  Cup  of  lily  to 
drink  out  of.  Aisle  of  forest  to  walk  in.  Mount  Washington  under  foot  and  a 
continent  at  a  glance  '" 

Different  ways  of  looking  at  things  1 

Judging  from  their  looks,  among  the  happiest  people  in  all  the  world  are  the 
apple-stand  women  knitting  under  their  umbrella  while  thvy  wait  for  customers, 
rag-pickers  who  go  around  with  a  dog-cart,  soap-fat  men  that  shake  the  streets 

with  boisterous  racket,  day-laborers  that  break 

the  cobble-stones  and  put  down  their  chunk 

of  salt  pork,  with  an  appetite  that  kings 

and  courtiers  might  envy. 

The  largest  number  of 

cmnplainers  you  shall 

find   among  those 

of  us  who  have 

lucrative   pro- 

fe.ssions,  large 

stores,  well- 

•  warmed 

houses. 
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luxuriant  wardrobes  and  plent>'  of  attendants.  It  would  be  well  if,  when  tempted 
to  complain,  wc  would  go  down  to  see  how  other  people  have  it.  Saadi,  the  poet 
of  Persia,  in  his  poverty,  walked  the  streets  barefooted  and  soliloquized  day  afler 
day:  "  What  a  pit>*  that  I,  the  greatest  poet  in  Persia,  should  have  no  shoes  !*' 
"  No  shoes  !"  he  constantly  complained  to  himself,  until  one  day  he  met  a  man 
who  had  no  feet.  "Ah  !"  he  said,  "that  man  is  worse  off  than  I  am.  1  have 
no  shoes,  but  he  has  no  feet."  According  to  my  calculation  in  the  six  thoasaod 
years  of  the  world's  existence  there  must  have  been  about  two  million  da>*s  of 
sunshine,  allowing  one  hundred  and  ninety-five  thousand  days  for  storm.  Of  the 
myriads  of  blos.«toms  on  my  peach  orchard  there  was  not  one  blossom  that  did  not 
beat  Walter  Scott's  Marmion  or  John  Milton's  Paradise  Lost.  In  weeding  out 
one  patch  of  canteloupes  I  threw  over  the  fence  about  fi\'e  thousand  Tcnn>'Sons 
and  Longfellows.  Nothing  but  Omnipotence  could  have  made  legs  strong  enough 
to  hold  up  the  great  Thanksgiving  table  of  a  world.  Every  gra.sshopper  has  a 
solo,  and  «ver>*  snowflake  a  psalm,  and  every  hotieysuckle  a  censer,  and  every 
pond-lily  is  a  gondola  for  etenial  glories  to  sail  in,  and  tliere  are  pyramids  in 
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the  cones  of  the  white  pine,  and  the  place  of  the  sunset  is  where  the  river  of 
Delight  Hashes  into  the  sea  of  the  great  Forever.  Amid  so  much  beauty  and 
luxuriance  how  can  we  complain  ! 

It  would  be  well  if,  not  only  in  looking  at  our  own  condition,  but  at  other 
people,  wc  set  out  the  sparkle  instead  of  the  gloom.  With  five  hundred  faults  of 
our  own.  we  ought  to  lei  somebody  else  have  at  least  one.  Wlien  then;  is  such 
excellent  hunting  on  our  own  ground,  let  us  not  with  rifle  and  greyhonnd-pacic 
spend  all  our  time  in  scouring  our  neighbor's  lowlands.  I  am  afraid  the  imperfec- 
tions of  otlier  people  will  kill  u.s  yel.  .MI  the  vessels  on  the  sea  seem  to  be  in  bad 
trim  except  our  .schooner.  A  person  full  of  faults  is  most  merciless  in  his  criti- 
cism of  the  faults  of  others.  How  much  better,  like  the  sun,  to  find  light  wher- 
ever wc  hwk,  letting  people  have  their  idiosyncrasies  and  every  one  work  in  his 
own  way.  But  people  in  the  critical  mood  groan  after  what  they  call  the  gtKid 
old  days.  They  say :  *'  Jusl  think  of  the  pride  of  people  in  our  time.  Just  look  at 
the  ladies'  hats  1"  Why.  there  is  nothing  in  the  ladies'  hats  of  to-day  lo  equal 
the  coal-scuttle  hals  of  a  hundred  years  ago.  They  say:  "Just  look  at  the  way 
people  dress  their  hair  !"  But  the  extremes!  st>Ie  of  to-day  will  never  equal  tlie 
lop-knots  which  our  great-grandmoihers  wore  put  up  with  high  combs  thai  we 
would  have  thought  would  have  made  our  great -grand  fathers  die  of  laugliler. 
The  hair  was  lifted  into  a  pyramid  a  fool  high.  On  the  top  of  thai  lower  lay  a 
white  rosebud.  Shoes  of  bespangled  white  kid  and  heels  twoor  three  inches  high. 
Grandfather  went  out  to  meet  her  on  the  floor  with  coat  of  sky-blue  silk  and  vest 
of  white  satin,  embroidered  with  gold  lace,  lace  ruffles  around  his  wrist  and  his 
hair  falling  in  a  queue.  ■  O  ye  modeni  hair-dressers,  stand  aghast  at  the  locks  of 
our  ancestry'  !  They  say  our  ministers  are  all  askew,  but  just  Ihink  of  our  clerg>-- 
roen  entering  a  pulpit  with  their  hair  fixe<l  up  in  the  shape  of  some  of  the  ancient 
bishops.  The  great  George  Washington  had  his  horses'  hoofs  blackened  when 
alxjut  to  appear  on  a  parade,  and  writes  to  Europe,  ordering  sent  for  the  use  of 
fainLself  and  family,  "one  .silver-laced  hat,  one  pair  of  .silver  shoe  buckles,  a  coat 
made  of  fashionable  silk,  one  pair  of  gold  sleeve  buttons,  six  pairs  of  kid  gloves, 
one  dozen  most  fashionable  cambric  pocket  handkerchiefs,"  besides  ruffles  and 
tucker.  Talk  about  dissipations,  ye  who  have  ever  seen  the  old-fa-shioaed  side- 
board !  Did  I  not  have  an  old  relative  who  always,  when  Wsilors  came,  used  to 
go  upstairs  and  lake  a  drink,  through  economical  habits  not  offering  anything  to 
bis  visitors.  On  the  old-iime  training  days  the  most  sober  men  were  apt  lo  take  a 
<lay  In  themselves.  Many  fif  the  fancy  driuk?>  of  to-day  were  unknown  to  them, 
but  their  hard  cider,  mint  julep,  nietheglin,  hot  toddy  and  lemonade  in  which  the 
lemoa  was  not  at  all  promiuent.  sometimes  made  lively  work  for  the  hroad- 
hrinimed  hats  and  silver  knee  buckles.  Talk  of  dissipatiTig  parties  of  to-day  aiifl 
keeping  of  late  hours  !    Why,  did  they  not  have  their  bees  and  sausage-stuffings 
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and  tea  parties  and  dances  that  for  heartiness  and  uproar  utterly  eclipsed  all  the 
waltzes,  lancers,  redowas  and  breakdowns  of  the  nineteenth  century  ?  And  they 
never  went  home  till  morning  !  And  as  to  the  old-time  courtships,  oh,  my  !  Wash- 
ington Ir\-ing  describes  them.  Talk  about  the  dishonesties  of  to-day  !  Why, 
sixty  years  ago  the  Governor  of  New  York  State  had  to  disband  the  Legislature 
because  of  its  utter  corruption.  Think  of  Aaron  Burr,  Vice-President  of  the 
United  States  and  coming  within  one  vote  of  being  President !  Think  of  the 
ministry  having  in  it  such  men  as  Dean  Swift  and  Steme  !  The  world  was  then 
such  a  bad  place  that  I  do  not  see  how  our  fathers  and  mothers  could  have  been 
induced  to  stay  in  it,  although  on  our  account  I  am  glad  they  consented. 

Notice  the  encouraging  fact  that  the  world  is  coming  under  the  domination 
of  the  intelligent  races.  The  great  characteristics  of  these  races,  as  you  trace 
them  down  from  the  tenth  century  in  England  until  this  present  hour,  are  their 
love  of  liberty,  their  obedience  to  law  and  their  desire  for  progress.  Wherever 
they  advance  go  the  printing-presses  without  censorship  and  the  Bible  without 
arbitrary  interpretation,  prosperous  schools  and  powerful  churches  and  free  consti- 
tutions. The  other  races  seem  shrinking  away  before  the  march  of  the  intelligent 
races  with  the  quick  brain  and  the  hopeful  heart  and  the  brawny  arm.  They  now 
own  more  than  the  eighth  part  of  the  globe.  The  gold  mines  of  the  earth  are  in 
their  possession,  the  Califomias  and  the  Australias,  and  they  hold  the  most  impor- 
tant gateways  of  the  world's  commerce  and  power,  India  and  the  Pacific  Islands,  and 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  and  Gibraltar  and  the  Red  Sea.  The  most  important 
discoveries  of  the  world  have  sprung  from  their  laboratory,  and  the  most  startling; 
inventions  have  darted  from  their  brain.  While  these  races  have  sometimes  abused 
their  power  and  sought  advancement  in  improper  ways,  their  main  tendencies  have 
been  right,  and  no  philanthropist  can  read  the  tendencies  of  the  times  in  which  we  live 
without  rejoicing  that  the  intelligent  races  are  becoming  dominant  in  all  the  earth. 

Among  the  encouraging  signs  of  our  time  are  the  unparalleled  developments 
of  the  earth's  material  resources.  Year  by  year  the  world's  har\'ests  increase,  the 
com  fields  are  more  golden  and  the  granaries  more  crowded.  New  weapons  have 
been  formed  witli  which  to  assault  the  earth  and  make  it  surrender  its  treasures^ 
Vegetable  chemistry  has  made  the  dumb  earth  think  and  natural  history  haft 
unfolded  a  world  of  practical  infonnation  in  the  plants,  and  insects,  and  animals, 
and  climatology  has  discussed  atmospheres,  and  geology  lias  decided  great  ques- 
tions of  soil  until  man  driven  forth  from  paradise  is  culluring  other  Bdens  all 
around  the  world.  Liebig  in  Germany,  and  Mulden  in  Holland,  and  Payen  in 
France,  and  Anderson  in  England,  and  Silliman  in  America  have  built  their  own 
monuments  in  the  grain  fields,  and  gardens,  and  orchards  of  two  hemispheres. 
Steam-ploughs,  and  self- revolving  rakes,  and  mowing  machines,  and  sheaf-binders, 
and  threshers  of  iron-toothed  cylinders,  and  untold  varieties  of  curious  mechanism 
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which  the  fields  and  bams  of 
this  whole  land  hum  and  qaake  give 
to  Uie  swartliiest  iudustr>'  attractions 
\ircird  aiid  romantic.  Under  the 
favor  of  Him  who  sets  Uie  stars  in 
their  courses  and  calls  them  all  by 
their  uaines  astronomy  has  within 
the  last  few  years  made  splendid 
diflcoverics  and  afforded  advance- 
ment to  the  arts,  and  given  facilities 
to  na\'igatim),  and  helped  settle  dis- 
puted boundaries,  and  surveyed 
dAngL-ruus  coasts,  and  Ufletl  upon 
the  world  the  ver>'  grandest  evi- 
dence of  God's  power,  and  wisdom, 
and  guodnes!*.  The  star^  that  in 
their  courses  fought 
against  Si?tera  have  been 
marshaled  by  tlie  astro- 
aomer   to    iight 


evil.       "       "f^ 


rmu  s|v»uicies^Kut3  rtLcmi^t-onv 


for  the  practical 

interests  of  our 

humanity.    Sev- 

ctity   years  ago 

there  was  hut 

one  reliable  ob- 

&eT\'ator>-   in  all 

the  world,  and  that  the  observatory  at  Greenwich.     Now  there 

arc  at  least  eighty  of  these  watch-towers  in  Europe  and  about 

tliirty  in   the   United  States.      The  long-continued  study  of 

refraction   by  some  of    the   first   men    of   the   age   has  giveti 

accuracy  to  scientific  tables  and  catalogues.     Mural  circles  and 


xliv 


INTRODUCTION. 


achromatic  lenses  have  multiplied  useful  apparatus.  The  resohition  of  nebulx 
and  thtr  detcrnilnation  of  the  parallax  of  the  fixed  stars,  aiitl  the  finding  of  the 
comt-tary  orbits,  ami  the  coming  otit  to  huiuan  okservation  of  Vesta,  and  Juno, 
and  Ceres,  and  Pallas,  unknown  toother  ages  of  the  world,  show  that  astronomers 
have  been  busy.  In  one  year  in  the  observatory  at  Washington  a  great  multitude 
of  fifteen  thousand  stars,  which  had  never  been  noticed  in  our  muster-roll  of  the 
heavenly  host,  were  recorded,  a  choir  of  light  and  beauty,  rank  above  rank. 
enough  to  make  a  song  as  loud  and  sweet  as  when  at  the  creation  the  morning 
stars  sang  togrlhcr  and  all  the  .sons  of  God  sliontcil  for  joy.  There  has  not  only 
been  advancement  in  sciences  before  known,  but  others  of  great  importance  have 
been  bom  and  baptized  with  scientific  nomenclature  within  the  memor>*  of  many 
now  living.  Oe»ilog>',  meteorolog>-.  physical  geography  and  elect ro-clieniislr>-. 
although  they  have  already  done  such  man'els  for  the  race,  may  be  called  young 
sciences.  You  know  how  geography  has  unfolded  the  wealth  and  glory  of  great 
tracts  of  land  entirely  unknown  in  the  last  century.  Into  ils  wreath  of  conquest 
it  has  woven  the  cactus  of  the  hidden  tropics,  and  into  its  crown  it  hath  set  tlie 
crystals  of  Arctic  ice.  Ross,  and  Parry,  and  l-'ranklin.  and  Kane,  and  Kchwatka. 
and  I>e  I*ong  may  have  failed  to  discover  the  northwest  passage  to  the  Pacific,  but 
they  discovered  to  the  world  a  heroism  and  self-sacrifice  for  the  cause  of  the  world's 
knowledge  and  welfare  that  will  last  as  long  as  the  pillars  of  ice  that  stand  as 
tablatures  to  those  who  were  buried  beneath  them,  aud  as  cenotaphs  to  those  who, 
worn  and  wasted,  came  home  to  die.  liunibuldt  in  South  America  and  Mexico, 
and  the  United  States  Exploring  Expedition  on  the  western  coast  of  North 
America,  and  the  British  Expedition  on  the  southern  extremity  of  South  America, 
and  Livingston  aud  Stanley  traveling  in  the  cause  of  discovery  among  the  wild 
beasts,  and  the  fiercer  tribes,  antl  the  deadliest  plagties  of  Africa;  Dr.  Robinson, 
in  the  Holy  Laud,  gathering  up  corroborations  of  Bible  statement,  aud  missionarj* 
Thompson,  in  Syria  finding  the  remains  of  ancient  cities  of  the  Bible  and  scrip- 
tural customs  still  in  existence,  and  Lieutenant  Lynch,  of  our  own  navy,  exploring 
Jordan  and  the  Dead  Sea,  not  only  in  behalf  of  commerce,  but  to  the  advantage 
of  that  kingdom  which  is  not  of  this  svorld — all  these  only  give  ua  a  feeble  idea 
of  what  is  being  suffered  and  achie\'ed  for  the  great  cause  of  geographical  dis- 
cover\'. 

The  progress  of  civi!  and  religious  liberty  is  another  encouraging  fact.  God 
ne\"Cr  intended  His  children  to  be  oppressed,  and  yet  gigantic  tyrannies  and  des- 
potisms have  walked  the  world  over,  setting  their  iron  heel  on  the  necks  of  men 
who  were  made  in  God's  own  image  and  who  shall  be  great  in  the  coronations  of 
heaven.  Ages  dragged  their  weary  lengths  along,  horrible  with  midnight  shadow 
and  ponderous  with  the  chains  of  oppression,  the  chopping  of  the  guillotine 
answering  to  the  crackling  of  the  fires  of  martyrdom.     How  nmch  of  all  this  has 
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!ed  !  WiUiin  fifty  or  sixty  years  Ihc  earth  has  been  revolutionizcil,  Frum 
time  of  the  French  Rirvohitiou  of  iS^u  tlie  world  began  to  shrike  off  the  horrid 
nightmare,  and  to-day  there  are  in  Europe  about  fifty  free  constitutions,  some  of 
them  indicntive  of  more  and  otliers  of  less  liberty,  some 
of  them  on  a  large  scale  and  some  of  them  on  a  small 
scale.     But  what  a  crashing-down  of  absolutism  !     M'hat 

an  advance  of  fret  iiriiiciplcs  !     Now  while 

I  write  there  are  millions  of   brave  hearts 

all  over   Europe  who  are  waiting  for  the 

moment  in  which  to  rise  witli  their  majesty 

1  and  with  the  accumulated  wrath  of  ages  to 
M  hurl   up  until  the  heavens  ore  blackened 

1»  with  the  wreck  the  govenimcnts  tliat  have 

^S  defied  Giwl  and  trampled  ujjon  His  children. 

1^^        And  in  that  day  the  little  finger  of  this 

m^  ^f        struggling  cause  shall  be  mightier  than  the 

Vfei  gliiteriug  bayonets  of  a  world  in  anus. 

•  Anumg  the  encouraging  things   in 

regard  to  our  owu  country  is  the  fact  that 

k  ""^         all  sections  have  come  to  the  most  thorough 

Ut  feeling  of   amity  that  we   have  ever  bad. 

2  '^^  \x^r^  for  a  great  many  years  under  the 
ti_  delusion  that  we  were    at    peace    in  this 

countrj",  but  there  never  has  been  any  peace 
1  ^         until  within  tlie  last  twenty  years.     It  was 
^B        war  of  pen  and  war  of  speech.     Look  at 
•^  the    Congressional  record  of    1830.     Was 

w^  that  peace?    The  Congressional  record  of 

1837.  of  1846,  of  1857,  of  i860.     Was  that 
peace?   No!    Because  of  the  inimical  nature 
of  the  interests  of  the  North  and  the  South. 
j^-  there  was  perpetual  collision.     It  was  free 

9L  labor  against  slave  labor:  it  was  Massachu- 

If  setN  against  South  Carolina;    it  was    New  York  against  Virginia 

^  rejireseutation;    it  was  Charleston  Afenttry  against  Albany /(Jwrm?/.- 

^  challenge,  altercation  and  duel  all  over  the  land.     Even  at  the  lime 

when  our  Northern  cities  were  in  riot  and  bloodshed  atfoul  the  rendi- 
tion of  bhick  men  to  their  owners,  we  were  under  the  delusion  that  we  were  at  peace. 
Monstrous  absurdity!  It  was  war,  war  perpetual.  Pennsylvania  Hall  burned  on 
account  of  this  political  agitation  in  the  city  of  Philadelphia  !    Was  that  peace? 
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The  printing-press  of  the  Alton  Ohservrr  thrown  into  the  river.  Was  that  pef 
III  1820  the  air  was  liot  with  sectional  imprecation  about  the  adniissioti  of  Missouri 
as  a  slave  Stale.  Was  that  ptace  ?  Presbyterian  and  Methodist  churches.  North 
and  South,  split  with  a  fracture  that  shook  all  Cliristendom  on  account  of  political) 
agitation.  Was  that  jieace?  No  I  All  Billingsgate  and  scorn,  and  vituperation^ 
and  hatred,  and  revenge  and  blasphemy  on  botli  sides  were  exhausted.  It  was 
war  of  tongue,  war  of  pen.  war  of  trade,  war  of  Church— War !  Bitter,  furious, 
consuming,  relentless,  Thank  God  that  time  has  gone  by.  We  have  come  to  a 
new  .ttate  of  feeling  and  brotherhood,  such  as  we  have  never  enjoyed,  and  our 
Congress,  instead  of  spending  uiue-tcnths  of  its  time  wasting  the  public  treasury' 
in  discussing  sectional  diHiculties,  as  it  used  to  do,  is  now  disposed  to  give  ninc- 
tcntbs  of  its  time  to  tlie  discussion  of  the  agricultural,  the  mining,  the  manufac- 
turing, the  commercial,  the  literary  and  the  moral  interests  of  this 
nation.  You  will  hear  the  anvil  ring  with  a  sturdier  blow.  Youl 
win  see  the  furnace  glow  with  a  fiercer  fire.  You  will  see 
the  whccl-buctcts  strike  with  a  swifter  dash.  We  have 
a  land  capable  of  supporting  three  thousand  six  hundred 
millions  nf  people;  feeding  them,  clothing  them, 
sheltering  thera.  Wc  have  just  begun  to  open  the 
i|  outside  door  of  this  great  underground  vault  in 
^i\(J'  which  nature  holds  its  treasures— the  copper, 
the  zinc,  the  coal,  the  iron,  the  gold,  the  silver.. 
What  populations,  what  industries,  what  enter- 
prises, what  wealth,  what  civilization  you 
might  argue  from  the  coal  fields  I  What  an 
advance  from  the  lime  when,  under] 
King  Kdward,  a  man  was  put  to 
death  for  burning  coal,  and 
■'y-^  from  the  time  when  the 
House  of  Commons 
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called  "  the  noxious  fuel,"  and  these  days  when  the  long  trains  ru>h  down  from 
the  mines  and  fill  our  coal  bins  and  gorge  the  furnaces  of  our  ocean  stcaineis ! 
One  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  square  miles  of  coal  fields — two  fields  of  coal, 
one  reaching  from  Illinois  down  through  Missouri  into  Iowa,  and  the  other  from 
I*ennsylvania  down  into  Alabama,  while  side  by  side  with  the?*  great  coal  fields 
are  the  mines  of  iron.  These  two  giants,  these  two  Titans  of  the  earth,  iron  and 
coal,  insuring  perpetual  wealth  to  the  nation,  standing  side  by  side  to  hdp  each 

'  other,  the  iron  to  excavate  an<l  pr>-  up  the  coal,  and  the  coal  to  smelt  ami  furge 
nnd  mould  the  iron.  Eight  liiimlrcd  thousand  tons  of  iron  sent  foith  from  the 
mines  in  one  year  in  this  countr>-.  Thirty  two  millton  tons  of  coal  sent  out  from 
the  mines  of 
this  couiitr>* 

,111     a    year. 

fAnd  all  this 
only  a  prtjph- 

,  ecyofalarger 

|->-ield  when 
we  shall  come 
on  with  lon- 
ger trains  and 
more  miners 
and  stronger 
niachinerj-  to 
develop,  to 
gather  up,  to 
transport  and 
to  employ  all 
this  treasure. 

!  Make  this  cat- 


(K^:'^ 


M* 


'-<■'" 


-:.^^v.- 


dilation  for  yourselves  if  you  can  make  it:  If  England's  coal  field,  thirty-two 
miles  long  by  eiglit  miles  wide,  can  keep,  as  it  does,  seventeen  million  six 
hundred  thousand  spindles  at  work  in  that  small  island,  what  may  we  not 
expect  of  our  national  industries  when  these  one  hundred  and  sixtv-  thousand 
sqtiare  miles  of  coal  shall  unite  with  the  one  hundreii  and  sixty  thousand  square 

I  miles  of  iron,  both  stretching  themselves  up  to  full  strength  and  height,  two 
black,  world-shaking  giants? 

Lift  up  ymir  eyes.  O  nation  of  God's  right  hand,  and  see  the  approach  of  a 
future  grand  with  success  !  Build  larger  your  barns  for  the  harvests  !  Dig  deeper 
the  vats  for  the  spoil  of  the  vineyards  !  Enlarge  your  warehouses  for  tlie  mer- 
dundise  !    Build  larger  your  galleries  of  art  for  statues  and  pictures  !    But  remember 


x.vm 


INTRODUCTION. 


that  national  wealth  unsaiictifie<l  is  voluptuons  waste,  is  mngnificent  woe,  is 
splendid  rottenness,  is  gildtd  death.  Woe  to  lis  for  the  wine  vats  if  Dninkenness 
wallows  in  them  !    Woe  for  the  harvests  if  Greed  sickles  them  !     Woe  for  the  nitr- 

chaiidise  if  Avarice  swallows  it!  Woe  for 
the  cities  if  MisnJe  ravages  thera !  Woe  to 
the  land  if  God-defying  Crime  debauches  it ! 
Our  uiily  safely  is  more  Bibles,  more  pulpits. 
more  free  schools,  more  Christian  printing- 
presses.  And  therefore  I  coutribute  my  mite 
to  the  cause  by  sending  forth  this  book. 

And   now  my   hearty  greeting  is  to  the 
people.     Great  is  tlie  responsibility  of  publi.sh- 
ing  a  lx)ok.  especially  in  this  case,  where  the 
publishers,  a  month  lw:fore  the  buok  is  published,  hove  sold 
'"'  250,000  copies  thereof,  an   unprecedented  occurrence  in   the 

1ustor>*  of  literature.  Among  the  pleasant  thoughts  with  which  I  send  forth 
tlijs  book  on  "  TnK  Pathway  of  LiPii,"  is  the  assurance  that  it  is  to  have  the 
companionship  of  the  greatest  painters  nnd  sculptors  of  all  nations.  Good 
morning.  Raphael,  and  Grecnough.  and  Rembrandt,  and  Inman,  and  Giotto, 
and  Coleman,  and  Dor^,  and  Kneller,  and  Joshua  Reynolds  !  I^t  me  have  the 
pleasure  of  introducing  you  to  my  readers. 
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¥;is*cr  Jttorntng. 

"THE  ANGELS  OF  THE  GRASS." 

IltLICAl,  writers  luiiformly  regard   the  lily  as  the  queen  of 

^Ij^^UsJ        flfjwers.     The  rose  may  have  disputed  her  throne  hi  modem 

limes,  and  won   it;    but  (be  rose  originally   had  only  five 

X>etals.      It  was  under  the  long  continued  and  intense  gaxe 

of  the  world  that  the  rose  blushed  into  its  present  beaut>'. 

In  the  Bible  train,  cassia  and  hyssop  and  frankincense  and 

^v  ■  myrrh  ainl  spikenard  and  camphire  and  the  rose  follow  the 

lily.     Fourteen  times  in  the  Bible  is  the  lily  mentioned — 

only  twitx  the  rose.     The  rnse  may  now  have  wider  empire,  but  the  lily  reigned 

in  Uie  time  of  Esther,  in  the  time  of  Solomon,  in  the  time  of  Christ. 

Ciesar  had  his  throne  on  the  hills.  The  lily  had  her  throne  in  the  valley. 
In  the  greatest  semimi  that  was  ever  preached  there  was  otily  one  flower,  and  that 
a  lily.  The  Bedford  dreamer,  John  Bunyan,  entered  the  House  of  the  Interpreter 
and  was  shown  a  cluster  of  flowers  and  was  told  to  "  consider  the  lilies. " 

We  may  study  or  reject  other  sciences  at  onr  option.  It  is  so  with  aslnmomy, 
it  b  so  with  chemistn,-.  it  is  so  with  jurisprudence,  it  is  so  with  physiology,  it  is 
so  with  geology;  but  the  science  of  botany  Chri.st  commands  us  to  study  when  He 
says:  "  Consider  the  lilies."  Measure  them  from  root  to  lip  of  petal.  Inhale  their 
breath.  Xotice  tlie  gracefulness  of  their  potse.  Hear  the  whisper  of  the  white 
lips  of  the  Eastern  and  of  tlie  red  lips  of  llie  American  lily. 

MEMBERS  OF  THE  LILY  FAMILY. 

Belonging  to  this  royal  family  of  lilies  is  the  lily  of  the  Nile,  tlie  Japan  lily, 
the  Lady  Washington  of  the  Sierras,  the  Golden  Band  lily,  the  Giant  lily  of 
Ni^nl.  the  Turk's  Cap  lily,  the  African  lily  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope.  All 
these  lilies  ha:\'e  the  royal  blood  in  tlieir  veins.  But  I  take  the  lily  as  typical  of 
all  flowers,  and  Easter  day,  garlanded  with  all  this  opulence  of  floral  beauty, 
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to  address  us,  saying:  "  Consider  Uie  lilies,  consider  the  azaleas,  consider 

fuchsias,  consider  the  geraiiiuins.  consider  the  ivies,  cousider  the  hyacinths. 

fconbider  Ibc  heliotropes,  consider  the  oleanders."     With  deferential  and  [grateful 

ami   intelligent    and   worshipful   souls,  consider  Iheni.      Not  with  insipid   senti- 

nieiitalism ,  or  with  sophonioric  vajwrinK,  1ml  for  k'"'""!  !"id  practical  and  everj'- 

fday.  ai»d.  if  need  be,  honiely  uses,  consider  them. 

The  flowers  are  the  angels  of  the  grass:  they  all  have  voices.     When  the 

clouds  speak  tliey  thunder;  when  the  whirlwinds  speak  they  scream;  when  llie 

cataracts  speat  they  roar,  but  when  the  flowers  speak  they  always  whisper.    I  will 

attempt  to  interpret  their  message.      What  have  ye  to  say.  O  yc  angels  of  the 

gross,  to  these  my  readers?     1  mean  to  discuivs  here  what  flowers  are  good  for. 

That  w  my  suhject:  What  are  flowers  good  for? 

In  the  first  place,  they  are  good  for  lessons  of  God's  providential  care.     That 

I  was  Christ's  first  thought.     All  these  flowers  seeni  to  address  us,  saying:  "  God 

f"will  give  you  apparel  and  food.     We  have  no  wheel  with  which  to  spin,  no  loom 

with  which  to  weave,  no  sickle  with  which  to  har\'est,  no  well-sweep  with  which 

to  draw  water;  hut  GtKl  slakes  our  thirst  with  dew,  and  God  feeds  us  with  the 

bread  of  sunshine,  and  God  has  appareled  us  with  more  than  the  Solomonic 

regality.     We  are  prophetesses  of  adequate  wardrobe.     U  God  so  clothe  us,  the 

grass  of  the  field,  will  He  not  much  more  clothe  you.  O  ye  of  little  faith?" 

Men  and  women  of  worldly  anxieties,   take  this  message  home  with   you. 

I  How  long  has  God  taken  care  of  you?    Quarter  of  the  journey  of  life?  half  the 

journey  of  life?  three-quarters  the  journey  of  life?    Can  you  not  trust  Him  the 

rest  of  the  way  ?     God  does  not  promise  you  anything  like  that  which  the  Roman 

Emperor  had  on  his  table,  at  vast  expense — 500  nightingales'  tongues — but  He 

has  promised  lo  take  care  of  you.     He  has  promised  you  the  necessities,  not  the 

luxuries — bread,  not  cake.     If  God  so  luxuriantly  clothes  the  grass  of  the  field, 

will  He  not  provide  for  you,  His  hving  and  immortal  children  ?    He  will. 

No  wonder  Martin  Luther  always  had  a  flower  on   his  writing  desk  for 

iratjon.     Tlirough  the  cracks  of  the  prison   floor  a  flower  grew  up  to  cheer 

jla.     Mungo  Park,  the  great  traveler  and  explorer,  had  hisMife  saved  by  a 

^flower.     He  sank  down  in  the  desert  to  die,  but  .seeing  a  flower  near  by,  it  sug- 

[gcsted  God's  merciful  care,  and  he  got  up  with  new  courage  and  traveled  on  to 

ifety.     I  said  the  flowers  are  the  angels  of  the  grass;  I  add  now  the>'  are  the 

evangels  of  the  <tky. 

FLOWERS  FOR  THE  BRIDAL  DAV 

If  you  insist  on  asking  me  the  quesliou:  What  are  flowers  good  for?  I 
r»pond,  The>'  are  good  for  the  bridal  day.  The  bride  must  have  them  on  her 
brow  and  she  must  have  lliem  in  her  hand.  The  marriage  altar  must  he  covered 
Lwith  them.     A  wcddiug  without  flowers  would  be  as  inappropriate  as  a  wedding 
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without  music.  At  such  a  time  they  are  for  congratulation  and  proplieciea  of 
good.  So  much  of  the  pathway  of  life  is  covered  up  with  thorns,  we  might  to 
cover  tlie  beginning  with  orange  blossoms. 

Flowers  are  appropriate  (in  such  occasions,  for  in  gg  out  of  loo  cases  it  is  the 
vcr>*  beat  thing  that  could  have  happened.  The  world  may  criticise  and  pronouuce 
it  an  inaptitude,  and  may  lift  its  eyebrows  in  .surprise  and  think  it  might  suggest 
wmiething  lx_'tler,  but  the  Gtid  who  sees  the  twenty,  forty,  fifty  yt-ars  of  wedded 
life  before  they  have  begun,  arranges  all  for  the  best,  so  that  flowers  in  almost  all 
cases  arc  appropriate  for  the  marriage  day.  The  divergences  of  dispotiition  will 
Ijecomc  correspondences,  recklessness  will  liecome  iirudence,  frivolity  will  be  turned 
into  practicality. 

There  has  been  many  an  aged  widowed  soul  who  had  a  carefully  locked  bureau, 
and  in  the  bureau  a  box.  and  in  the  lx>x  a  folded  i>aper,  and  in  the  folded  paper 
a  hair-l;lown  rase,  slightly  fragrant,  discolored,  carefully  pressed.  She  put  it 
there  forty  or  fifty  years  ago.  On  the  anniversary  day  of  her  we<lding  ^hc  will 
go  to  the  bureau,  she  will  lift  the  tx)x.  she  will  unfold  the  paper,  aud  to  her  eyes 
will  be  exposed  the  half-blown  bud.  and  the  memories  of  the  past  will  rush  upon 
her.  and  a  tear  will  drop  upon  the  flowers;  and  suddenly  it  is  transfigured,  and 
tlier«  is  a  stir  in  the  dust  of  tJie  antlier,  and  it  rounds  out,  and  it  is  full  of  life, 
and  it  begins  to  tremble  in  the  procession  up  the  church  aisle,  and  the  dead  music 
of  a  half  century  ago  comes  throbbing  through  llie  air;  and  vanislied  faces  reap- 
pear, and  right  hands  are  joined,  and  a  manly  voice  promises:  *'  I  will  for  belter 
or  for  worse,"  and  the  wedding  raardi  thunders  a  solvo  of  joy  at  the  departiug 
crowd;  but  a  sigli  on  that  anniversar\'  day  scatters  the  scene.  Under  the  deep- 
fetche<l  breath,  the  altar,  the  flowers,  the  congratulating  groups  arc  scattered,  and 
there  is  nothing  left  but  a  trembling  hand  holding  a  faded  rosebud,  which  is  pat 
into  the  paper,  and  then  into  the  1k>x.  and  the  Iwx  carefully  placed  in  llie  burenu, 
luid  with  a  sharp,  sudden  click  of  the  lock  the  scene  i.s  over. 

Ah,  my  friends,  let  not  the  prophecies  of  the  flowers  on  your  wedding  day  be 
false  prophecies.  Be  blind  to  each  other's  faults.  Make  the  most  of  each  other's 
excellences.  Above  all,  do  not  both  get  mad  at  once?  Remember  tlie  vows,  the 
ring  on  tlie  third  finger  of  the  left  hand  and  the  benediction  of  the  calla  lilies. 


FLOWERS  FOR  THE  DEAD. 

If  you  insist  on  asking  nic  the  question:  What  arc  flowers  good  for?  I 
answer,  They  are  good  to  honor  and  comfort  the  olwequics.  The  worst  gash  e>'er 
made  into  the  side  of  our  poor  earth  is  the  g.ish  of  the  grave.  It  is  so  deep,  it  is 
so  cruel,  it  is  so  incurable  that  it  needs  something  to  cover  it  up.  Wowcrs  fortlic 
casket,  flowers  for  the  hearse,  flowers  for  the  cemeter>-. 
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What  a  contrast  between  a  grave  in  a.  countrj'  churchj-ard,  with  the  fence 
broken  down  and  the  tombstone  aslant  and  the  ueigliboring  cattle  browsing  amid 
the  mullein  stalks  and  the  CanatUt  thistles,  and  a  June  moniing  in  Greenwood,  the 
wave  of  roseate  bloom  rolling  to  tlie  top  of  tlie  mounds,  and  then  l>renking  into 
foaming  crests  of  white  Rowers  all  around  the  pillars  of  dust.  It  is  the  difference 
between  sleeping  under  rags  and  sleeping  midcr  an  embroidered  blanket.  We 
want  Old  Mortality  with  his  chisel  to  go  through  the  graveyards  of  Christeudoni. 
ud  while  he  carries  a  chisel  in  one  hand  wc  want  Old  Mortality  to  have  some 
flower-seed  in  the  palm  of  the  other  hand. 
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"Oh,"  you  say,  "The  dead  don't  know;  it  makes  no  difference  to  Ihem." 
I  think  you  are  mistaken.  There  are  not  so  many  steamers  and  rail  trains  coming 
to  any  living  city  as  lliere  are  convoys  coming  from  lieaveii  to  earth;  pnd  if  there 
be  instantaneous  and  constant  conmiunication  between  tliis  world  and  ttie  better 
world,  do  you  not  suppose  your  departed  friends  know  what  you  do  with  their  Iwdies  ? 
Why  has  God  planted  "golden  rod  "  and  wild  flowers  in  the  forest  and  on  the 
prairie  where  no  human  eye  e^-er  sees  them  ?  He  planted  them  there  for  invisible 
intelligences  to  look  at  and  admire,  and  when  in\'isiblc  intelligences  come  to  look 
at    the    wild    Qowers   of  the    woods   and   the   tahle-landh.    will    tliey    not   make 
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excursions  and  see  the  flowers  which  you  have  planted  in  affectionate  remem- 
brance of  thetu  ? 

When  I  am  dead  I  would  like  to  liavc  a  handful  of  violets — any  one  could 
pluck  Ihem  out  of  the  gras.s.  or  some  one  «ml<l  lift  from  the  edge  of  the  pond  a 
water  lily — nolliing  rarely  expensive  or  insane  display,  as  somclinies  al  funeral 
rites  wliere  the  display  takes  the  bread  from  tlie  children's  months  and  the  clothes 
firom  their  backs,  but  something  from  the  great  democracy  of  flowers.  Kathcr 
than  imperial  catafalque  of  Russian  Czar,  1  ask  some  one  whom  I  may  have 
helped  by  gos- 
pel sermon  or 
Christian 
deed  to  bring 
a  sprig  of  ar- 
butus  or  a 
handful  of 

China -asters. 
It  was  left 
for  modern 
times  to  sjiell 
respect  for  the 
dejiarted  and 
comfort  for 
the  living  in 
letters  of  floral 
gospel.  Pil- 
lows of  0o\v- 
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ers  meaning  "Tnii  uusii;  oi  sharon  ano  thb  i.ti,v  of  the  vau.evs," 

rest  for  the 

pilgrim  who  lias  got  to  the  end  of  his  journey.  Anchor  of  flowers,  suggesting  the 
Christian  hope  which  we  have  as  an  anchor  to  the  .soul,  sure  and  .steadfast.  Cross 
of  flowers,  suggesting  the  tree  on  which  our  sins  were  slain. 

If  I  had  my  way  I  would  cover  up  all  the  dreamless  sleepers,  whether  in 
golden  handled  casket  or  pine  box.  whether  in  a  king's  mausoleum  or  potter's 
field,  with  radiant  and  aromatic  arborcsccncc.  The  Bible  says,  in  the  midst  of 
the  garden  there  was  a  scpukiirc.  I  wisli  thai  tvcrj*  sepulchre  might  be  in  the 
midst  of  a  garden. 

RELIGIOUS    SYMBOLISM. 

If  you  insist  on  asking  me  the  riuestion:  Wliat  are  flowers  good  for?  I 
answer.  For  religious  sj-mbolisra.  Have  you  ever  studied  Scriptural  flora  ?  The 
Bible  is  on  arboretum,  it  is  a  divine  eon5er\-ntor\-.  it  is  an  herliarium  of  extinisite 
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beauty.  If  you  want  to  illustrate  the  brevity  of  the  finest 
human  life,  you  will  quole  from  Job:  "  A  man  cometh  forth 
as  a  flower  and  is  cut  down;"  or.  you  will  quote  from  the 
Psalmist:  "As  the  flower  of  the  field,  so  ptrisheth,  Ihc 
wind  passeth  over  it.  and  it  is  gone;"  or,  you  will  quote  from 
Isaiah;  "All  flesh  is  grass,  and  the  goodliuess  thereof  is  as 
the  flower  of  the  field;"  or,  you  will  quote  irom  James  the 
apostle.  "As  the  flower  of  the  K^ass,  so  he  passeth  away." 
What  graphic  Bible  symbolism  ! 

All  the  cut  flowers  of  Easter  day  will  soon  be  dead, 
whatever  care  you  take  of   them.      Tlioiigh   inonting  and 
night  you  baptize  them  in  the  name  of  the  shower,  the  bap- 
tism will  not  be  to  Ihera  a  saving  ordinance.     They  have 
bvcn  fatally  wniiiiilwi  with  the  knife  that  cut  them.     They 
are   bleeding  their  life  away;    ihcy  are  dying  now.      The 
fragrance  in  the  air  is  the  departing  and  ascending  spirits. 
Oh.  yes!  flowers  are  almost  human.     Botanists  tell  us 
that  flowers  breathe,  thL-\'  take  nourislnnciit.  thvy  eat,  they  drink.     Tliuy  are 
sensitive.    They  have  their  likes  and  dislikes.     The>-  sleep,  they  wake.     They 
live  in  families.     They  have  their  ancestors  an<I  thvir  (kscfudaiits,  their  birth, 
their  burial,   their   cradle,   their  grave.      The  zephyr  rocks  the  one,  and  the 
storm  digs  (he  trench  for  the  other.     The  cowslip  must  leave  its  gold, 
the  lily  must  leave  its  silver,  the  rose  must  leave  its  diamond  necklace  of 
morning  dew.     Dust  to  dusl.      So  we  come  up.  we  prosjx-r,   we  -^read 
abroad,  we  die,  as  the  flower — as  the  flower  ! 

Change  Aiiii  (Iccny  in  alt  aroiinc]  I  sec; 

O  Tliou  who  ohnngcst  not,  abiilc  with  tnc  ! 

Flowers  also  afford  mighty  symbolism  of  Christ,  who  compared  Himself  to 
the  ancient  queen,  the  lily,  and  the  modcni  queen,  the  rose,  when  He  said:  "  I 
am  the  rose  of  Sharon,  and  the  lily  of  the  vallei,-s. "  Redolent  like  the  one,  hum- 
ble like  the  otlier.     Like  both  appropriate  for  the  sad  who  want  syn^jiathizers,  and 
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h  Ihe  rejoicing  who  want  Iwnquclcrs.     Hovcriii(f  over  the  marriage  ceremony 
like  a  wcddinK  bell,  or  foldwl  like  a  chaplel  on  the  ]nil.seless  heart  of  the  dead. 

O  Christ!  let  the  perfume  of  Thy  name  be  wafted  all  around  the  earth— lily 
And  rose,  lily  and  rose — until  the  wilderness  crimson  into  a  garden,  and  the  round 
earth  turn  into  one  great  hud  of  immortal  Ijeauty  laid  against  the  warm  lieart  of 
God.  Snatch  dawn  from  the  world'^  banner  eagle  and  lion,  and  put  on  lily  and 
rose.  lily  and  rose. 

EMBLEMS    OF  THE    RESURRECTION. 

But,  my  readers,  flowers  hax'c  uo  grander  use  than  when  on  Kastcr  morning  we 
celebrate  the  rcanimation  of  Christ  from  the  catiicoinbs.  All  the  (lowers  of  the  day 
spell  resurrection.  There  is  not  a  nook  or  comer  in  all  the  world  but  is  touched 
with  the  incense.  The  women  carried  spices  to  the  tomb  of  Christ,  and  Ihey 
dropped  spicts  all  around  alxiut  Ihe  tomb,  and  from  th<we  spices  have  grown  all 
the  flowers  of  Easter  morn.  The  two  white-robed  angels  that  hurled  the  stone 
away  from  the  door  of  the  tomb,  hurled  it  with  such  violence  down  the  hill 
that  it  crushed  in  tlie  door  of  the  world's  sepulchre,  and  niiUions  of  the  stark  and 
dead  ^lall  eomc  forth. 

However  labyrinthian  the  mausol«ini.  however  o>stIy  the  s:ircx>pliagus,  how- 
e\"er  architecturally  grand  the  necropolis,  however  beautifully  parlcrred  tlie  family 
givunds,  we  want  them  all  broken  up  by  the  Lord  of  the  resurrection.  The 
fonn<i  that  we  laid  away  with  our  broken  hearts  must  rise  again.  KailuT  and 
mother — tliey  must  come  out.  Husbaud  and  wife — tliey  must  come  out. 
Brothers  and  sisten*— they  must  come  •.wit.  Our  darling  children— they  must 
come  out.  The  eyes  that  with  trembling  fingers  we  closed  must  open  in  the 
lustre  of  resurrection  moni.  The  arms  that  we  foldcil  in  death  must  joiu  ours 
in  embrace  of  reunion.  The  beloved  voice  that  wa.s  hushed  must  be  retunied. 
Tlie  behn'ed  form  must  come  up  without  its  infirmities,  without  its  atigues — it 
miLst  come  up. 

Oh,  how  long  it  seems  for  some  of  you.  Wailing— waiting  for  the  resur- 
rection. How  long  !  how  long  !  I  make  ior  your  broken  hearts  a  cool,  soft 
lundage  of  Easter  Hlics.  Last  Easter  there  was  sent  through  the  mails  a  beau- 
tiful Easter  card,  on  the  lop  of  it  a  represenution  of  thai  exquisite  flo\ver  calleil 
the  "  trumpet  crwper,"  and  under  il  Llie  iiiscriplinn;  ' "  The  trumpet  shall  sound, 
and   the  de.-id  -shall  be  raised."     I  comfort  you  with  the  thought  of  resurrection. 

WHieii  Lord  Kelson  was  buried  in  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  in  London,  the  heart 
of  all  England  was  stirnxl.  The  procession  jw.ssed  on  amid  the  .sobbing  of  a 
nation.  There  were  thirt>'  tnnn|)eler5  st.itioned  at  the  door  of  the  Cathedral,  with 
iiMlniment^  of  music  in  hand  waiting  for  the  .signal,  and  when  the  illustrious  dead 
arrived  at  the  gates  of  St.   Pauls  Cathedral,  these  thirty  trumpeters  gave  one 
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united  blast,  and  then  all  was  silent.  Yet  the  trumpets  did  not  wake  the 
dead.  He  slept  right  on.  But  I  have  to  tell  you,  what  thirty  trumpeters  coidd 
not  do  for  one  man.  one  trumpeter  will  do  for  all  nations.  The  ages  have  rolled 
on,  and  the  clock  of  tlie  world's  destiny  strikes  nine,  ten,  ele^'en,  twelve,  and  time 
shall  Iw  no  longer. 

THE  DEAD  AROUSED.  ^ 

Behold  the  arcliangel  hovering.  He  takes  the  tiumpet,  poini^  it  this  way, 
puts  its  lips  to  his  lips,  and  then  blows  one  long,  loud,  terrific,  thunderoas  rever- 
berating and  resurreclionarj-  blast.  Look  !  Look  !  They  rise  !  The  dead  I  The 
dead  !  Some  coming  forth  from  the  family  vault;  some  from  the  city  cemetery; 
some  from  the  country  graveyard.  Here  a  spirit  is  joined  to  its  body,  and  there 
another  spirit  is  joined  to  another  body,  and  millions  of  departed  spirits  arc  assort- 
ing the  bodies,  and  then  rwlolhing  themselves  in  forms  now  radiant  for  ascension. 

The  earth  iK-gins  to  burn  — the  bonfire  of  a  great  victory.  All  ready  now  for 
the  procc-ssion  of  reconstructed  humanity  !  Upward  and  away  I  Christ  leads  and 
all  the  Christian  dead  follow — battalion  after  battalion,  nation  after  nation.  Up, 
up  !  On.  on  !  Forward,  ye  ranks  of  God  Almighty  !  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye 
everlasting  gates,  and  let  the  concjuerors  come  in.     Resurrection  !     Resurrection  ! 

.\\\d  so  I  twist  all  the  festal  flowers  of  llie  churches  of  America  with  all  the 
festal  flowers  of  chapels  and  cathe<lrals  of  all  Christendom  into  one  great  chain, 
and  with  that  chain  I  hind  the  F.aster  mornings  of  our  lives  with  the  closing  F,aster 
of  the  world's  historj-— resurrection  !  May  the  Go<l*of  peace  that  brought  again 
from  the  dead  our  Lord  Jesus,  that  great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep,  through  the 
blood  of  the  everlasting  covenant,  make  you  perfect  in  every  good  work  to  do 
His  will ! 


—^'911  - 
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THE  STORV  OF  RUTH,  AND  ITS  APPIICATIOM. 


i^' 


HE  time  that  Ruth  and  Naomi  arrived  at  liethlehem  was 
harvest  time.  It  was  Ihe  custom  when  a  sheaf  fell  from 
a  load  ill  the  harvi-sl  field  for  the  reapers  to  refuse  to 
gather  It  up;  that  wxs  to  be  left  for  the  poor  who  might 
happen  to  come  along  that  way.  If  there  were  liandfuls 
of  ^rain  scattered  across  the  field  after  the  main  harvest 
had  been  rea]K.'tl,  instead  of  raking  it,  as  fanners  do  now, 
it  was,  by  the  custom  of  the  land.  left  in  its  place,  so  that 
"tlie  p(X>r,  coming  along  that  way,  might  gleau  it  and  get  tlielr  bread.  But, 
you  say: 

"  What  is  Ihe  use  of  all  these  han'est  fields  to  Ruth  and  Naomi?  Naomi  is 
loo  old  and  feeble  to  go  out  and  toil  in  the  sun;  and  can  you  expect  that  Ruth. 
the  young  and  the  beautiful,  should  tau  her  cheeks  and  blister  her  hands  in  the 
harvest  field?" 

Bna/.  owns  a  large  farm,  and  he  goes  out  to  see  the  reapers  gather  in  llie 
grain.  Coming  there,  right  behnid  the  swarthy  sun-brownwl  reapers,  he  beholds 
a  beautiful  woman  gleaning — a  woman  more  fit  to  bend  to  a  harp  or  sit  upon  a 
throne  than  to  sttxip  among  the  sheaves.     Ah,  that  was  an  eventful  day  ! 

It  was  love  at  first  sight.  Boaz  fonns  au  attaclimcnt  for  the  womanly 
gleaner — an  attachment  full  of  undying  interest  to  the  Church  of  God  in  all  ages: 
while  Rnlh,  with  an  epiiah,  or  nearly  a  bushel  of  barley,  goes  home  to  Naomi  to 
tell  her  the  successes  and  adventures  of  the  <lay.  That  Ruth,  who  left  her  native 
Land  of  Moab  in  darkness,  and  labored  in  the  heat  of  harvest  time,  through  mi 
undying  affection  for  her  mother-in-law,  in  the  field  of  Boaz,  is  affianced  to  one  of 
tlie  1>est  niinilles  in  Judali,  and  becomes  in  after-time  the  ancestress  of  Jesus 
Christ,  the  T<otd  of  glory.  Ont  of  so  dark  a  night  did  there  ever  dawn  so  bright 
a  morning  ? 

I  learn,  in  the  first  place,  from  this  subject,  how  trouble  develc^  character. 
It  was  bereavement,  povert>'  and  exile  that  developed,  illustrated  and  announced 
to  all  ages  the  sublimity  of  Ruth's  character.  That  is  a  vcr>*  unfortunate  man 
who  haA  no  trouble.     It  was  sorrow  that  made  John  Bunyan  the  better  dreamer, 
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and  Dr.  Young  thcbcttcr  poet,  and  O'ConiicU  the  belter  orator,  and  Bishop  H( 
the  better  preacher,  and  Haveloi-k  the  Ijettur  soldier,  and  Kiltu  the  better  encyclo- 
IKcdiKt.  and  Ruth  the  better  daughter-in-law. 


THE  SWEET  EFFECTS  OF  SORROW. 


brillian^^ 


I  once  asked  an  aged  man  in  regard  to  his  pastor,  who  was  a  %*ery' 
man;  "  Why  is  it  that  yonr  pastor,  so  very  brilliant,  seems  to  have  so  little  heart 
and  tenderness  in  his  sermons  *" 

"  Well,"  he  replied,  "'  the  reason  is  our  pastor  has  never  had  any  troublej 
When  misfortune  comes  ui»n  him.  his  style  will  be  different." 

A[\er  a  while  the  I^ord  took  a  child  out  of  that  pastor's  house;  and  tbongi 
Ihe  preachtT  was  jnst  ns  brilliant  as  he  was  l«.'fore,  oh,  the  warmth,  the  tender-' 
ne.*is  of  his  disconri%e.s.  The  fact  is  that  trouble  is  a  great  educator.  You  see 
sometimes  a  musician  .sit  down  at  an  instnmient,  and  his  execution  is  cold  and 
formal  and  unfeeling.  The  reason  is  that  all  his  life  he  has  been  prospered,  Bui 
lei  mislortuue  or  bereavement  come  to  that  man,  and  he  sits  down  at  an  instru- 
ment, and  you  discover  the  patlios  in  the  first  sweep  of  the  keys. 

Misfortune  and  trials  are  great  educators.  A  young  doctor  comes  into  a  sici 
room  where  there  is  a  dying  child.  Perhaps  he  is  ver>'  rough  in  his  prescriptioa, 
and  very  rough  in  his  manner,  and  rough  in  the  feeling  of  the  pulse,  and  rough  in 
his  answer  to  the  mother's  anxious  question;  but  years  mil  on  and  there  has  been 
one  dead  inhisawnhou.se;  and  now  becomes  into  ihe  sick-room,  and  with  tearful 
eye  he  looks  at  the  dying  child,  and  .says:  "Oh.  how  this  remind-s  tne  of  my 
Charlie  !"  Trouble,  the  great  educator.  Sorrow,  I  see  its  touch  in  the  grandest 
painting;  I  hear  its  tremor  in  the  sweetest  song;  I  feel  its  power  in  the  mightiest 
argument. 

Greciau  mythology  j^aid  that  the  fountain  of  Hippocrenc  was  struck  out 
the  foot  of  the  winged  horse  Pegasus.      I  have  often  noticed   in  life  that   th4 
brightest  and  most  beautiful  fountains  of  Christian  comfort  and  spiritual  life  have" 
been  .striick  out  by  the  iron-shod  hoof  of  disaster  and  calamity.     I  see  Daniel's 
courage  best  by  the  flash  of  Nebuchadnezzar's  furnace.     I  see  Paul's  prowess  best 
when  I  find  him  on  the  foundering  ship  under  the  glare  of  the  lightning  in 
breakers  of  the  Melita.     God  crowns  His  children  amid  the  howling  of  wild  bee 
and  the  chopping  of  blood -splashed  guillotine  and  the  crackling  fires  of  niait>n 
<l«m.     ll  took  the  jHrrsecutions  of  Marcus  Aurelius  to  develop  Polycaqi  and  Justin' 
Martyr.     It  UM>k  the  world's  anathema  to  develop  Martin  Luther.     It  took  all  the 
hostilities  against  the  Scotch  Covenanters  and  the  fury  of  Lord  Claverhouse  to 
develop  James  Reiiwick.  and  Amlrew  Melville,  and   Hugh  Mi'Kail,  the  glorious 
martyrs  of  Scotch  history.     It  took  the  stormy  .wa,  and  the  December  blast, 
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the  desolate  New  Hnglaiid  coast,  and  Ihc  war-whoop  of  t>avage.s,  to  show  forth  the 
prowess  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers. 


When  amid  the  storms  they  fianj;, 
Ami  tlie  stare  Ucanj,  aud  tlie  sea , 

And  the  soiiniiing  aialcsol  the  dim  wood 
Raaj"  to  the  autht-'ins  uf  the  (rce. 


wrath^l 


It  took  all  our  past  national  distresses  to  lift  up  our  nation  on  that  hi^h 
where  it  will  march  along  after  Uie  foreign  aristocracies  thai  have  lU'icked 
the  tyrannies  that  have  jeered,  shall  be  swept  down  under  the  omnipotent 
of  God,  who  hates  despotism,  and  who,  hy  the  strength  of  His  ovm  right  ann, 
will  make  all  men  free.     And  so  it  is  individually,  and  in  the  family,  and  in  the 
church,  and  iu  the  world,  that  through  darkness  and  storm  and  trouble  men. 
women,  churches,  nations  are  developed. 

THE  ROYALTY  OF    FRIENDSHIP. 

I  also  see  in  the  example  of  Ruth  the  beauty  of  unfaltering  friendship.  I 
suppose  there  were  plenty  of  friends  for  Naomi  while  she  was  in  prosperit>*,  bul 
of  all  her  acquaintances  how  many  were  willing  to  trudge  off  with  her  toward 
Judah  when  she  had  to  make  that  lonely  journey  ?  One— the  heroine  Ruth,  the 
devoted.  I  snp{Kx^c  when  Naomi's  husband  was  living,  and  they  had  plenty  of 
money,  and  all  things  went  well,  they  had  a  great  many  callers,  but  I  suppose 
that  after  her  h\isband  died,  and  her  property  went,  and  she  got  old  and  poor,  she 
was  not  troubled  ver>'  much  with  callers.  All  the  birds  that  sung  in  the  bower 
while  the  sun  shone  have  gone  to  their  nests  now  the  night  has  fallen.  I 

Oh,  these  beautiful  sunflowers  that  spread  out  their  colors  in  the  morning 
hour,  but  are  always  asleep  when  the  sun  is  going  down  !  Job  liad  plenty  of 
friends  when  he  was  the  richest  man  in  Uz;  but  when  his  property  went  and 
the  trials  came,  then  there  were  none  so  much  pestered  as  EHphaz,  the  TemanUe, 
and  Bildad,  the  Shuhitc,  and  Zophar,  the  Naamathite. 

Life  often  seems  to  be  a  mere  game,  where  the  successful  player  pulls  down  all 
the  other  men  into  his  own  lap.  Let  suspicions  arise  alwnt  a  man's  character,  and 
he  becomes  like  a  bank  in  a  panic,  and  nil  the  imputations  nish  on  him  and  break 
down  in  a  day  that  character  which  in  diie  time  would  have  had  strength  to 
defend  itself.  There  are  reputations  that  have  been  half  a  ccntur>'  in  building, 
which  go  down  under  some  moral  exposure  as  a  vast  temple  is  consumed  by  the 
touch  of  a  sulphurous  match. 

In  this  world,  so  fidl  of  heartlessness  and  hypocrisy,  how  thrilling  it  is  to 
find  some  friend  as  faithful  in  days  of  adversity  a.s  in  days  of  prospcrit\' !  David 
had  such  a  friend  in  Hushai;  the  Jews  had  such  a  friend  in  Mordecai,  who  never 
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forgot  Iheir  cause;  Paul  had  sucb  a  friciid  in  Oncsiphorus.  who  visited  him  in 
jail;  Chri.st  had  such  a  friend  in  the  Marys,  who  ailhcrc<l  lu  Him  on  the  cross; 
Naonit  had  such  a  one  in  Ruth,  who  critKl  out:  "  ICnlreal  uk  not  to  leave  thee;  nt 
to  return  irom  follcwiug  after  thee;  for  whither  thou  goe&t,  I  n*ill  go;  and  whei 
thou  lodgesl.  I  wilt  lodge;  th>'  people  shall  l>e  my  people,  and  thy  GcxI  my  Godj] 
where  ihou  diest,  ivill  I  die,  and  there  will  I  Ix-  burietl;  tlic  Lord  do  so  to  nie,  anC 
more  also,  if  aught  but  death  part  thee  and  ine." 


DARKNESS  AND  DAWN. 


Agoi 


ieani  from  this  subject  that  paths  which  opeu  in  hardship  and  dark- 
ness oftea  come  out  in  places  of  joy.  When  Ruth  started  from  ^toab  toward 
Jerusalem,  lo  go  along  with  her  raothcr-iii-law,  I  suppose  the  i>eople  said: 

"Oh,  what  a  foolish  creature  to  go  away  from  her  father's  house,  to  go  off 
with  a  poor  old  woman  toward  the  laud  of  Judah  !  They  won't  live  to  get  across 
the  desert,  Thev'  will  l)e  drowned  in  the  sea,  or  the  jackals  of  the  wilderness  will 
destroy  them." 

It  was  a  very  dark  morning  when  Rulli  started  off  with  Kaomi;  but  behold 
her  in  the  harx-est  field  of  Boaz,  to  be  affianced  to  one  of  the  lords  of  the  land,  and 
become  one  of  the  grandmothers  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  Lord  of  GIor>-.  And  so  it 
often  is  that  a  path  which  starts  vcrj'  darkly  ends  very  briglitly. 

When  you  started  out  for  heaven,  oh,  how  dark  was  the  hour  of  conviction — 
how  Sinai  thundered,  and  devils  tormented,  and  the  darkness  thickened  !  All  the 
sins  of  your  life  [xjunced  H|iun  you,  and  it  was  the  darkest  hour  you  ever  saw 
when  you  first  fuund  out  your  sins.  After  a  while  you  went  into  the  har\esl-ficld 
of  God's  mercy;  you  began  lo  glean  in  the  fields  of  divine  promise,  and  you  liad 
more  sheaves  than  you  could  carry,  as  the  voice  of  God  addressed  you,  saying: 
"Blessed  is  tlie  man  whose  transgressions  are  forgiven  and  whose  sius  are 
covered.*' 

So.  very  often,  in  our  worldly  business  or  in  our  spiritual  career,  we  start  off 
on  a  very  dark  path.  We  must  go.  The  flesh  may  shrink  liack,  but  there  is  a 
voice  within,  or  a  voice  from  above,  saying:  "You  must  go,"  and  we  have  to 
drink  the  gall,  and  wc  have  to  carry  the  cross,  and  we  have  to  traverse  the  desert, 
and  we  are  iMniiide*!  and  flailed  with  misrepresentation  and  abuse,  and  we  Imve  lo 
urge  our  way  through  10,000  obstacles  that  must  l>e  slain  by  our  own  right  arm. 
We  have  to  ford  the  river,  we  have  lo  climb  the  mountain,  we  have  to  storm  the 
castle;  but,  blessed  be  God,  the  day  of  rest  and  reward  will  come.  On  the  tip-top 
Dl  the  captured  liattlements  we  will  shout  the  \'ictor>';  if  not  in  this  world,  then 
in  that  world  where  there  is  no  gall  to  drink,  no  burdens  to  carr>-,  tio  battles  to 
fight.  How  do  I  know  it  i*  Know  it !  I  know  it  because  God  says  so:  "They 
shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more;  neither  sliall  the  sun  light  on 
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them,  nor  any  heat:  for  the  Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  shall  lead 

tlieiii  to  living  fountains  of  waters:  aiid  God  shall  wijK.'  away  all  t«.*ars  from  their 

eyes," 

It  was  ven,'  hard  for  Noah  to  eiidnre  the  scoffiiip:  of  the  people  in  his  day.  while 

be  was  tr>'iiiK  to  build  the  ark.  and  was  every  moruiiig  quizzed  about  bis  old  bual 

that  would  never 
be  of  any  practical 
use;  but  when  the 
deluge  came,  and 
the  tops  of  the 
mountains  disap- 
peared like  the 
backs  of  sea  mon- 
sters, and  the  ele- 
ments, lashed  up  in 
fuTy,  dapped  their 
hands  over  a 
drowned  world, 
then  Noah  in  (he 
ark  rejoiced  in  his 
own  safety  and  in 
the  safely  of  his 
family,  and  locked 
out  on  the  wreck  of 
a  mined  earth. 

Christ,  hound- 
ed of  iK-rsecutors, 
denied  a  pillow, 
worse  maltreated 
than  the  tliievcs  on 
Mther  side  of  the 
cnTis,  human  hate 
srimcking  its  lips 
in  s;itisfaction  after 
it  had  been  drainhig 
His  last  drop  of 
bltxxl.  the  sheeted 
THE  CKRI8TIA.S  MAKTVtt.  ^^^  burstiug  from 

In  lh«  ««rly  age  oT  tttr  Church,  oiid  patticuUrlv  HuriBK  the  relRii  of  N«o,  Uie        jl,         St'DuIclires      at 
Chrtitljuib  ol  Boiuf  were  ihrowii  lulu  uu  AtupliUtiFalrF  with  liutiRry  tljccru  and  .  ,  ', 

lioni,  to  be  devoured,  whilr  other*  were  aubicctcd  to  even  a  iu<>rc  horriMc  fate.  His  CrucifixiOQ* 
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Tell  me,  O  Gethsemane  and  Golgotha  !  were  there  ever  darker  times  tliaii  those  ? 
Like  the  booming  of  the  midnight  sea  against  the  rock,  the  surges  of  Christ's 
anguish  beat  against  the  gates  of  eternity,  to  be  echoed  back  by  all  the  thrones  of 
heaven  and  all  the  dungeons  of  bell.  But  the  day  of  reward  comes  for  Christ; 
all  the  pomp  and  dominion  of  this  world  are  to  be  hung  on  His  throne;  uncrowned 
heads  are  to  bow  before  Him  on  whose  head  are  many  crowns,  and  all  the  celes- 
tial worship  is  to  come  up  at  His  feet  like  the  humming  of  the  forest,  like  the 
rushing  of  the  waters,  like  the  Uiundering  of  the  seas,  while  all  heaven  rising 
on  their  thrones  beat  time  with  their  sceptres:  "  HnllcUijah.  for  the  Lord  God 
omnipotent  reigneth  !  Hallelujah,  the  kingdoms  of  this  world  have  becom*;  the 
kingdoms  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ !" 

LITTLE  INCIDENTS  THAT  CHANGE  LIVES. 

I  learn  from  my  subject  that  events  which  seem  to  be  most  insignificant  may 
be  momentous.  Can  you  imagine  anything  more  unimportant  clian  the  coming 
of  a  poor  woman  from  Mtmb  to  Judah  ?  Can  you  imagine  anything  more  trivial 
than  the  feci  that  this  Ruth  just  happened  to  alight — as  they  say — ^just  happened 
to  alight  on  this  field  of  Boaz  ?  Yet  all  ages,  all  generations,  have  au  interest  in 
the  fact  that  she  was  to  become  an  ancestor  of  tbe  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  all 
nations  and  kingdoms  must  look  at  that  one  little  incident  with  a  thrill  of  unspeak- 
able and  eternal  satisfaction.  So  it  is  in  your  history  and  in  mine;  events  that 
you  thought  of  no  importance  at  all  have  lieen  of  very  great  moment.  That 
casual  conversation,  that  accidental  meeting— you  did  not  think  of  it  again  for  a 
long  while;  but  how  it  changed  all  the  phase  of  your  life  [ 

It  seemed  to  be  of  no  importance  that  Jubal  invented  rude  instruments  of 
music,  calling  them  harp  and  organ,  but  thc>-  were  the  introduction  of  alt  the 
world's  minstrelsy;  and  as  you  hear  the  vibration  of  a  stringed  instrument.  e\'en 
after  the  fingers  have  been  taken  away  from  it,  so  all  miwic  now  of  lute  and  dnim 
and  comet  is  only  the  long -continued  strains  of  Jubal's  harp  and  Jubal's  organ. 
It  seemed  to  be  a  matter  of  very  little  importance  that  Tubal-cain  learned  the  use 
of  copper  and  iron,  but  that  rudtr  foundry  of  ancient  days  has  its  echo  in  the  rattle 
of  Birmingham  machinery  and  the  roar  and  bang  of  factories  on  the  Merrimac. 

It  seemed  to  be  a  matter  of  no  importance  that  Luther  found  a  Bible  in  a 
inonastcr\  :  but  as  he  opened  that  Bible,  and  the  brass-bound  lids  felt  back,  tliey 
jarred  everything,  from  the  Vatican  to  the  furthest  convent  in  Germany,  and  the 
mstltng  of  the  wormed  leaves  was  the  sound  of  the  wings  of  the  angel  of  the 
Reformation.  It  seemed  to  be  a  matter  of  no  importance  that  a  woman,  whose 
tuDie  has  been  forgotten,  dropped  a  tract  in  the  way  of  a  very  bad  man  b>'  the 
name  of  Richard  Baxter.  He  picked  up  the  tract  and  read  it,  and  it  was  the 
ncan^i  of  his  salvation. 
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In  after-days  that  man  wrote  a  book,  called  "  The  Call  to  the  Unconverted,'* 
that  was  the  means  of  bringing  a  niulUtudc  to  Gotl.  among  others  Philip  Dodd- 
ridge. Philip  Doddridge  wrote  a  book,  cailwl  " '  The  Rim:  and  Progress  of  Reli- 
gion," w^iich  ha.s  brought  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  into  the  kingdom  of 
God.  and  among  others  the  great  Wilbcrforce.  Wilberforce  wrote  a  bcwk.  called 
"A  Practical  View  of  Christianity,"  which  was  the  means  of  bringing  a  great 
multitude  to  Christ,  among  others  I^igh  Richmond.  Leigh  Richmond  wrote  a 
tract,  called  "The  Dairyiuau's  Daughter,''  which  has  been  the  means  of  the 
salvation  of  uncounted  multitudes.  And  that  tide  of  influence  started  from  the 
fact  that  one  Christian  woman  dropped  a  Christian  tract  in  the  way  ol  Ricliard 
Baxter — that  tide  of  uifluencc  rolling  on  llirougli  Richard  Baxter,  through  Philip 
Doddridge,  through  the  great  Will>er force,  through  Leigh  Richmond,  on.  on.  on, 
forever,  forever.  So  the  insignificant  events  of  ibis  wurld  settn,  after  all.  to  be 
most  momentous.  The  fact  that  you  came  up  that  street  or  this  street  seemed  to 
be  of  no  importance  to  you.  and  the  fact  that  you  went  inside  of  some  church 
may  seem  to  be  a  matter  of  very  great  insigniBcance  to  you,  but  you  will  find  it 
the  turning  point  in  your  historj-. 


FEMALE  INDUSTRY. 

I  see  in  my  subject  an  ilhistrntimi  of  the  beauty  of  female  induslr>'.  Behold 
Ruth  toiling  in  the  har\-est-field  under  Ihe  hot  sun,  or  at  noon  taking  plain  bread 
with  the  reapers,  or  eating  the  parched  com  which  fioaz  handed  to  her.  The 
customs  of  society,  of  course,  have  changed,  and  without  the  hardships  and 
exposure  to  which  Ruth  was  subjected,  ever>-  intelligent  woman  will  lind  some- 
thing to  do. 

I  know  there  is  a  sickly  sentimentalit>'  on  this  subject.  In  some  families 
there  are  persons  of  no  practical  ser\'ice  to  the  household  or  comnuinity;  and 
though  there  are  so  many  woes  all  around  about  them  in  the  world,  they  spend 
their  lime  languishing  over  a  new  pattern,  or  bursting  into  tears  at  midnight  over 
the  story  of  some  lover  who  shot  himself.  Tliey  would  not  deign  to  look  at  Ruth 
carrj'ing  back  the  barley  on  her  way  home  to  her  molhet-in-law,  Naomi.  All 
this  fastidiousness  may  seem  to  do  very  well  while  they  are  under  the  shelter  of 
their  father's  house;  but  when  the  sliarp  winter  of  misfortune  comes,  what  of 
these  butterflies?  Persons  under  indulgent  parentage  may  get  ujwn  themselves 
habits  of  indolence;  but  when  they  come  out  into  practical  life  their  souls  will 
recoil  with  disgust  and  chagrin.  They  will  feel  in  llieir  hearts  what  the  poet  so 
severely  satirized  when  he  said: 

I'olks  are  so  awkward,  things  so  Impolite, 
They're  elegantly  pained  rrom  morning  till  night. 
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Through  that  gate  of  indolence  how  many  men  and  women  have  marched^ 
useless  on  earth,  to  a  destroyed  eternity  !    Spiuola  said  to  Sir  Horace  Vere: 

"  Of  what  did  your  brother  die?" 

"  Of  havioK  nothing  to  do,"  was  the  answer. 
j        "  Ah,"  said  Spinola,  "  that's  enough  to  kill  any  general  of  us." 

Oh  [  can  it  be  possible  iu  this  world,  where  there  is  so  much  suffering  to  be 
alleviated,  so  nmch  darkness  to  Ix.-  enlightened,  and  so  many  burdens  to  be  carried, 
that  there  is  any  person  who  cannot  find  anything  to  do? 

Mme.  De  Stael  did  a  world  of  work  iu  her  time;  and,  one  day,  while  she  was 
seated  amid  instruments  of  music,  all  of  which  she  had  mastered,  and  amid  mauu- 
script  books  which  she  had  written,  some  one  said  to  her: 

"  How  do  you  find  time  to  attend  to  all  these  things?" 

"  Oh,"  she  replied.  "  these  arc  not  the  things  I  am  proud  of.  My  chief  boast 
is  in  the  fact  that  I  have  seventeen  trades,  bj*  any  one  of  which  I  could  make  a 
livelihood  if  necessar>'." 

Elihu  Uurritt  learned  many  things  while  toiling  in  a  blacksmith's  shop. 
Abercrombic,  tlie  world- renowned  philosopher,  was  a  philosopher  in  Scotland, 
and  he  got  his  philosophy,  or  the  chief  part  of  it,  while,  as  a  physician,  he  w^as 
waiting  for  the  door  of  the  sick-room  to  open.  Yet  how  many  there  are  in  this 
day  who  say  they  are  so  busy  they  have  no  time  for  mental  or  spiritual  improve- 
ment; the  great  duties  of  life  cross  the  field  like  strong  reapers  and  carr>-  off  all 
the  houns.  and  there  is  only  here  and  there  a  fragment  left  that  is  not  worth  glean- 
ing. Ah,  my  friends,  you  could  go  into  the  busiest  day  and  busiest  week  of  yotu' 
life  and  find  golden  opportunities,  which,  gathered,  might  at  least  make  a  whole 
sheaf  for  the  Lord's  gamer.  It  is  the  stray  opportiniitics  and  the  .stray  privileges 
which,  taken  up  and  bound  together  and  beaten  out,  will  at  last  fill  yon  with 
abounding  joy. 

Tliere  are  a  lew  moments  left  worth  the  gleaning.  Now,  Ruth,  to  the  field  I 
May  each  one  have  a  measure  full  and  running  over  !  O  you  gleaners,  to  the 
field  !  And  if  there  be  in  your  household  an  aged  one  or  a  sick  relative  that  is 
not  strong  enough  to  come  forth  and  toil  in  this  field,  then  let  Ruth  take  home  to 
feeble  Naomi  this  sheaf  of  gleaning:  "  He  that  goelh  forth  and  weepeth.  bear- 
ing precious  seed,  shall  doubtless  come  again  with  rejoicing,  bringing  his  sheaves 
with  him."     May  the  Lord  God  of  Ruth  and  Naomi  be  our  portion  forever  ! 


3CItc  3^«lwc  ot  1@crcat>cin«nts» 


SORROW  SENT  TO  QUICKEN    OUR  APPRECIATION. 

[HE  brigands  of  Jerusalem  had  done  their  work.  It  was 
almost  sundown,  and  Jtsns  was  dyinj;.  Persons  in  cruci- 
fixion often  lingered  on  from  day  to  day — crying,  begging, 
cursing;  but  Christ  had  been  exhausted  by  years  of  niai- 
treatmetit.  Pillowless,  poorly  fed.  flogged^as  bent  over 
and  tied  to  a  low  post,  His  bare  back  was  inflamed  with  the 
scourges,  intersticed  witli  pieces  of  lead  and  bone — and  now  for 
whole  hours  the  weight  of  His  Ijody  hung  on  delicate  tendons, 
and.  according  to  custom,  a  violent  stroke  under  the  arm-pits  had 
been  given  by  the  executioner.  Di7^y,  sxvooning,  nauseated, 
fe\*cribh— a  world  of  agony  is  compressed  in  the  two  words,  "I 
thirst  I"  O  skies  of  Jndea,  let  a  drop  of  rain  strike  His  burning 
tongue.  O  world,  with  rolling  rivers  and  sparkling  lakes,  and 
sparkling  fountains,  give  Jesus  something  to  drink.  If  there  is 
any  pity  in  earth  or  heaven,  or  hell,  let  it  now  be  demonstrated 
in  behalf  of  this  royal  sufferer.  The  wealthy  women  of  Jerusa- 
lem used  to  have  a  fund  of  money  with  which  they  provided  wine  for  those  people 
who  died  in  crucifixion — a  jiowfrful  opiate  to  deaden  the  pain;  but  Christ  would 
not  take  it.  He  wanterl  to  die  soljcr,  and  so  He  refused  the  wine.  But  afterward 
they  go  to  a  cup  of  vinegar  and  soak  a  sponge  in  it,  and  put  it  on  a  sdck  of 
hyssop,  and  tlien  press  it  against  the  hot  lips  of  Christ.  You  say  the  wine  was  an 
anresUietic.  and  intended  to  relieve  or  deaden  Uie  pain.  But  the  vinegar  was  an 
insult.  I  am  disposed  to  adopt  the  theory  of  the  old  English  commentators,  who 
.believed  that,  instead  of  its  being  an  opiate  to  soothe,  it  was  vinegar  to  instdt. 
rMalaga  and  Burgundy  for  Grand  Dukes  and  Duchesses,  and  costly  wines  from 
royal  vats  for  bloated  imperialists;  but  stinging  acids  for  a  dying  Christ. 

BITTER  SWEET. 

In  some  lives  the  saccliarine  .seems  to  pretlominate.     Life  is  sunshine  on  a 
^bank  of  flow^era.     A  thon.sand  hands  to  clap  approval !     In  December  or  in  Jan- 
iry.  looking  across  their  table,  they  see  all  their  family  present.     Ilealtli  rubi- 
cund.    Skies  flamboyant.     Days  resiUent.     But  in  a  great  many  cases  there  are 
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nol  so  many  sugars  as  acids.  The  annoyniices,  and  the  vexations,  and  the  disap- 
pointment'i  of  life  overpower  the  rucccsmn.  There  is  a  gravel  in  almost  e\*erj- 
shcx-.  An  Ar;i1)i;in  k-^etHl  says  that  there  was  3  worm  in  Solomon's  staff,  gnaw- 
ing its  strength 
away;  and  there 
Ls  a  weak  spot 
iii  every  earthly 
support  that  a 
mail  leans  on. 
King  George,  of 
Englaiid.  forgot 
all  the  graud- 
eurs  of  his 
throne  because, 
one  day,  in  an 
interview.  Beau 
Hnimmel  called 
him  by  his  first 
name,  and  ad- 
dressed him  as  a 
ser\aut,  cr>ing: 
"  (George,  ring 
the  bell!"  Miss 
Landon,  hon- 
ored all  the 
world  o\'er  for 
her  poetical  gen- 
ius, issowonied 
o\cr  the  cvi\ 
reports  set  afloat 
regarding  her 
that  she  is  found 
dead,  with  an 
empty  bottle  of 
pnissic  acid  in 
her  hand.  Gold- 
smith said  that 
his    life  was    a 
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i/'tDM  a  hauJkeichit/ftiiHlfdl'y  Gal^ifl  ifa*  I 

TliU  picture  h»s  been   rcgnrdeU  bj'  nianvBlinplG  iicofile  »■  being  of  mlracvlniH 

orlKin.  •  MnwiiiilUm  »ir»fiigllif  uwiby  «  Irtok  of  «lu- fttlwl.who  lua  to  puloiwl  titr  ry™ 

IhKt  when  rxamlnitl  itrailfir  Tor  a  fcw  motMciit*  llicy  KM-tii  lot»)»cn  noil  nrc  Ibcii  scco 

plntnly  ti>ti«  IwLIiik  iipwird. 


wretched  being,  and  all  that  want  and  contempt  could  bring  to  it  had  been  brought, 
and  cries  out:    "What,  then,  is  there  formidable  in  a  jail!*     Correggio's  fine 
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painting  is  hung  up  for  a  tavern  sign.  Hogarth  cannot  sell  his  best  painting, 
except  through  a  raffle.  Andrew  TJelsart  makes  the  great  fresco  in  the  Church 
of  the  Annunciation,  at  Florence,  and  gets  for  pay  a  sack  of  com;  and  there  are 
annoyance  and  vexations  ju  high  places  as  well  as  in  low  places,  showing  that  in 
a  great  many  lives  the  sours  arc  greater  than  the  sweets. 

It  is  absurd  to  supjmse  that  a  man  who  has  always  Iwen  well  can  sj^nipalliize 
with  those  who  are  sick;  or  that  one  who  has  always  been  honored  can  appreciate 
tlie  sorrows  of  those  who  are  despised;  or  that  one  who  has  been  born  to  a  great 
fortune  can  understand  the  distress  and  the  straits  of  those  who  are  destitute. 
The  fact  that  Christ  Himself  took  the  vinegar  makes  Him  able  to  sympathize 
to-day  and  forever  witli  nil  those  whose  cup  is  filled  willi  sliarj)  acids  of  t)iis  life. 

In  the  first  plac*  Itiere  is  the  sourness  of  lietrayal.  The  treachery  of  Judas 
hurt  Christ's  feelings  more  than  all  the  friendship  of  His  disciples  did  Him  good. 
You  have  had  many  friends;  but  there  was  one  friend  upon  whom  you  put  espe- 
cial stress.  You  feasted  him.  You  loaned  him  money.  You  liefriended  him  in 
the  dark  passes  of  life,  when  he  especially  needed  a  friend.  Afterward,  he  tiinied 
upon  you,  and  he  took  advantage  of  yonr  former  intimacies  He  wrote  against 
you.  He  talked  against  you.  He  niicroscinpizwi  ytmr  faults.  He  flung  contempt 
at  you  when  you  otight  to  have  received  nothing  but  gratitude.  At  first  you  could 
not  sleep  at  nights.  Then  you  weut  about  with  a  sen.se  of  having  l>een  stung. 
That  difficulty  will  never  be  healed,  for,  though  mutual  friends  may  arbitrate  in 
llie  matter  until  you  shall  shake  hands,  the  old  cordiaIit>'  will  never  come  back. 
Now,  I  commend  to  all  such  the  sympathy  of  a  betrayed  Christ.  Why.  they  sold 
Him  for  less  tlian  our  twenty  dollars.  They  all  forsook  Him  and  fled.  They  cut 
Him  to  the  quick.     He  drank  that  cup  of  betrayal  to  the  dregs. 

There  is  also  the  sourness  of  pain.  There  are  some  of  you  who  have  not 
seen  a  well  day  for  many  years.  By  keeping  out  of  draughts,  and  b>'  carefully 
studying  dietetics,  you  continue  to  this  time;  but  oh,  the  headaches,  and  the  side- 
aches,  and  the  backaches,  and  the  heartaches  which  have  been  your  acconipaninieut 
all  the  way  through  !  You  have  struggled  under  a  hea\'>'  mortgage  of  physical 
disabilities;  and  instead  of  the  placidity  thai  once  characterized  you,  it  is  now  only 
with  great  effort  that  you  keep  away  from  irritability  and  .sharp  retort.  Difficul- 
ties of  respiratinn,  of  digestion,  ol  locomotion,  make  up  the  great  obstacle  in  j'our 
life,  and  you  tug  and  sweat  along  the  patliway,  and  wonder  when  the  exliaustion 
will  end.  My  friends,  the  brightest  cromis  in  heaven  will  not  be  given  to  those 
who,  in  stirrups,  dashed  to  the  cavalrj'  charge,  while  the  General  applauded,  and 
the  sound  of  clashing  sabres  rang  through  the  land;  but  the  brightest  crowns  in 
heaven,  I  helieve,  will  be  given  to  those  who  trudged  on  amid  chronic  ailments 
whidi  unner\*ed  their  strength,  yet  all  the  time  maintaining  their  faith  in  God. 
It  is  comparatively  easy  to  fight  in  a  regiment  of  one  thousand  men,  charging  up 
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the  parapets  to  the  sound  of  martial  music;  but  it  is  not  so  easy  to  endure  when  no 
one  but  the  nurse  and  the  doctor  are  the  witnesses  of  the  Christian  fortitude. 
Besides  that  you  never  had  any  pains  worse  than  Christ's.  The  sharpness  that 
stung  through  His  brain,  through  His  hands,  through  His  feet,  tlirough  His 
heart,  were  as  great  as  yours  certainly.  He  was  as  sick  and  as  wean,'.  Not  a 
nerve,  or  tansde,  or  ligament  escaped.  All  tlie  pangs  of  all  the  nations  of  all  the 
ages  compressed  into  one  smir  cup. 

THE  VANITY  OF  WEALTH  AND  GENIUS. 

There  is  also  the  sourness  of  poverty.  Your  income  does  not  meet  your  out- 
goings, and  that  always  gives  an  honest  man  anxiety.  There  is  no  sign  of  desti- 
tution about  j-ou — pleasant  apiwarancc  and  a  cheerful  home  for  you:  but  God  only 
knows  what  a  time  you  have  had  to  manage  your  private  finances.  Just  as  the 
■bills  nin  up  the  wages  seeni  to  run  down.  But  you  are  not  the  only  one  who  has 
not  been  paid  for  hard  work.  The  great  Wilkic  sold  his  celebrated  piece,  "The 
Blind  Fiddler;"  for  fifty  guineas,  allhough  afterwards  it  l>rought  its  thousands. 
The  world  hangs  in  admiration  over  the  sketch  of  Gainsborough,  yet  that  \-ery 
sketch  hung  for  years  in  the  shoi>-window  because  there  was  not  any  purchaser. 
Oliver  Goldsmith  sold  his  ""Vicar  of  Wakefield  "for  a  few  pounds,  in  order  to 
keep  the  bailifT  out  of  his  door;  and  the  vast  majority  of  men  in  all  occupations 
and  professions  are  not  fully  paid  for  their  work.  You  may  .say  nothing,  but  life 
to  you  is  a  hard  push;  and  when  you  sit  down  with  your  wife  and  talk  over  the 
rxpeiises,  you  botli  rise  up  discouraged.  You  abridge  here,  and  you  abridge 
there,  and  you  get  things  snug  for  smooth  sailing,  and  lo  I  suddenly  there  is  a 
large  doctor's  bill  lo  pay.  or  yon  have  lost  your  pocketbook,  or  some  creditor  has 
fiailed,  and  you  arc  thrown  abeam  trnd.  Well,  brother,  you  are  in  glorious  com- 
pany. Christ  owned  not  the  house  in  which  He  stopped,  or  the  colt  on  which  He 
rode,  «"  the  boat  in  which  He  sailed.  He  lived  in  a  borrowed  house;  He  was 
buried  in  a  borrowed  grave.  Exposed  to  all  kinds  of  weather,  yet  He  had  only 
one  suit  of  dothes.  He  breakfasted  in  the  morning,  and  no  one  could  possibly 
tell  where  He  could  get  anj-thing  to  eat  before  night.  He  would  have  been  pro- 
Donncetl  a  financial  failure.  He  had  to  perform  a  miracle  to  gel  mone>-  lo  pay  a 
lax  bill.  Not  a  dollar  did  He  own.  Privation  of  domesticity;  privation  of 
nutritious  food;  privation  of  a  comfortable  couch  on  which  to  sleep;  privation  of 
all  worldly  resources.  The  kings  of  the  earth  had  chased  chalices  out  of  which 
to  drhik,  but  Christ  had  nothing  but  a  plain  cup  set  before  Him,  and  it  was  veiy 
sharp,  and  it  was  ver>'  .soxir. 

There  also  is  the  sourness  of  bereavement.  There  were  years  tliat  passed 
along  before  your  family  circle  was  invaded  by  death;  but  the  moment  the 
dunned  circle  was  broken  everything  seemed  to  dissolve.     UanUy  have  you  put 
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Oh.  it  is  tt*o  slill  now.  You  losl  your  patience  when  the  tops  and  tlie  stringis  and 
the  shells  were  left  amid  the  floor,  but  oh,  you  would  be  willing  to  have  the 
thokets  scattered  all  over  the  Boor  again,  if  they  were  scattered  by  the  same  hands. 
With  what  a  ruthless  plowshare  I>ereavcnient  rips  up  the  hfjirt.  But  Jesus  knows 
all  about  that.  Vou  cannot  tell  Him  anything  in  regard  to  bereavement.  He  had 
only  a  few  Iricnds,  and  when  He  lost  one  it  brought  tears  to  His  eyes.  Lazants 
had  often  entertained  Him  at  his  house.  Now  I^zarus  is  dead  and  buried,  and 
Christ  breaks  down  with  emotion — the  convulsion  of  grief  shuddering  through  all 
the  ages  of  bereavement.  Christ  knows  what  it  is  to  go  through  the  house  miss- 
ing a  familiar  inmate.  Christ  knows  what  it  is  to  see  an  nnoccupied  place  at  the 
table.  Were  there  not  four  of  them — N[ar\',  and  Martha,  and  Christ,  and  La7A- 
nis  *  Four  of  them.  But  where  is  Lazarus  ?  Lonely  and  afflicted  Christ.  His 
great  loving  eyes  filled  with  tears,  which  drop  from  eye  to  cheek,  and  from  cheek 
to  lx;ard,  and  from  lieard  to  robe,  and  from  robe  to  floor.  OJi.  yes,  yes,  He  knows 
all  about  the  loneliness  and  the  heartbreak. 

THE  HOUR  OF  DEATH. 

Then  there  is  the  sourness  of  the  death  hour.  Whatever  else  we  may  escape. 
that  acid  sponge  will  be  pressed  to  our  lips.  I  sometimes  have  a  ctiriosit>'  to  know 
how  I  will  behave  when  I  come  to  die.  Whether  I  will  be  calm  or  excited; 
whether  I  will  Ix:  filled  with  riininiscences  or  with  niiticipation.  (  cannot  say. 
But  come  to  the  f)oint  1  must,  and  you  must.  In  the  .six  thousand  years  that  have 
pa.<sed,-only  two  pcreons  have  got  into  the  eternal  world  without  death,  and  I  do 
not  suppose  tliat  God  is  going  to  send  a  carriage  for  us  with  horses  of  flame,  to 
draw  us  up  the  steps  of  heaven;  but  I  suppose  we  will  liave  to^o  tike  the  preced- 
ing generations.  An  officer  of  the  future  world  will  knock  at  the  door  of  our 
heart  and  serve  on  ua  the  writ  of  ejectment,  and  we  will  have  to  surrender. 
And  we  will  wake  up  after  these  autumnal,  and  wintry,  and  vernal,  and  sunnnerj' 
glories  have  vanished  from  our  vision — we  will  wake  up  into  a  realm  which  has 
only  one  season,  and  that  the  season  of  everlasting  love.  But  you  say:  "  I  don't 
want  to  break  out  from  my  presetil  associations.  It  is  so  chilly  and  so  damp  to  go 
down  the  stairs  of  that  vault.  I  don't  want  anything  drawn  so  tightly  over  my 
eyes.  If  there  were  only  some  way  of  breaking  through  the  partition  between 
worlds  without  tearing  this  body  all  to  shreds.  I  wonder  if  the  surgeons  and  the 
doctors  cannot  compound  a  mixture  by  which  this  body  and  soul  can  all  the  time 
be  kept  together.     Is  there  no  escape  from  the  separation  ?" 

A  great  many  men  tumble  through  the  gates  of  the  future,  as  it  were,  and  we 
do  not  know  where  they  have  gone,  and  they  only  add  gloom  and  myRler>'  to  the 
passage;  but  Jesus  Christ  .*m  mightily  .stormed  the  gates  of  that  future  world  that 
they  have  never  since  been  closely  shut.     Christ  knows  what  it  is  tu  leave  this 
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world,  of  the  beauty  of  which  He  was  more  appreciative  than  we  ever  could  be. 
lU- knows  the  exquisiteness  of  the  phosphoresence  of  tlie  sea;  He  trod  it  He 
knows  the  glories  of  the  midnight  heavens  for  they  were  the  spangled  canopy  of 
His  wilderness  pillow.  He  knows  about  the  lilies:  He  twisted  them  into  his  ser- 
mon. He  knows  about  the  fowls  of  the  air:  they  whirred  their  way  through  His 
discourse.  He  knows  about  the  sorrows  of  leaving  this  bcautihil  world.  Not  a 
taper  was  kindled  in  the  darkness.  He  died  physician  less.  He  died  in  cold 
sweat  and  dizziness,  and  hemorrhage,  and  agony  tliat  have  put  him  in  sympatliy 
with  all  the  dying.  He  goes  through  Christendom,  and  He  gathers  up  the  stings 
out  of  all  the  death  pillows,  and  He  puts  them  under  His  own  neck  and  h(.-ad. 
He  gathers  on  His  own  tongue  the  burning  thirsts  of  many  generations.  The 
sponge  is  soaked  in  the  sorrow  of  all  thost:  who  have  died  in  their  beds  as  well  a.s 
soaked  in  the  sorrows  of  all  thfise  who  peri.shcd  in  icy  or  fiery  martynlom.  While 
heaven  was  pitying,  and  earth  was  mocking,  and  hell  was  deriding,  He  took  the 
vinegar .' 

To  all  those  to  whom  life  has  been  an  acerbity — a  dose  they  could  not  swallow, 
a  draught  that  set  their  teeth  ou  edge  and  a-rasping — I  bespeak  the  omnipotent 
sympathy  of  Jesus  Christ.  The  sister  of  Herschel.  the  astronomer,  used  to  help 
him  in  his  work.  He  got  all  the  credit;  she  got  none.  She  used  to  spend  much 
of  her  time  polishing  the  lclesco[}cs  through  which  he  brought  the  distant  worlds 
nigh,  and  it  is  my  ambition  now,  this  hour,  to  clear  the  lens  of  your  spiritual 
vision,  so  that,  looking  through  the  dark  night  of  your  earthly  troubles,  you  may 
behold  the  glorious  constellation  of  a  Saviour's  mercy  and  a  Saviour's  love.  Omy 
friends  !  do  not  try  to  carr>- all  your  ills  alone.  I>o  not  put  your  poor  shoulder 
under  the  Apennines  when  the  Almighty  Christ  is  ready  to  lift  up  all  your  bur- 
dens. When  you  ha\'e  a  trouble  of  any  kind,  yon  rush  this  way,  and  that  way; 
and  you  wonder  what  this  man  will  say  about  it,  and  what  that  man  will  say  about 
it;  and  you  try  this  prescription,  and  that  prescription,  and  the  other  prescription. 
Oh.  why  do  you  not  go  straight  to  the  heart  of  Christ,  knowing  that  for  our  own 
sinning  and  suffi-ring  race,  He  took  the  vinegar  1  "  Whosoe\*er  will,  let  him  come 
and  take  of  the  water  of  life  freely." 

Yet,  while  1  write  I  am  pained  at  the  thought  that  there  are  people  who  will 
refuse  this  divine  sympathy,  and  they  will  tr>'  to  fight  their  own  battles,  and  drink 
their  own  vinegar,  and  carry  their  own  burdens;  and  their  life,  instead  of  being  a 
triumphal  march  from  victory  to  victory,  will  be  a.  hobWing-on  from  defeat  to  defeat, 
until  they  make  final  surrender  Uj  retributive  disa.stcT.  Oh,  I  wish  I  could  gather 
up  in  mine  arms  all  the  woes  of  men  and  women — all  their  heartaches — all  their 
disappointments — all  tlieir  chagrins — and  just  take  them  right  to  the  feet  of  a 
sympathizing  Jesus. 


So 
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Nana  Sahib,  after  he  liad  lost  his  last  battle  in  India,  fell  back  into  the  jungles 
of  Ilieri— jungles  so  full  of  malaria  that  uo  mortal  can  live  there.  He  carried  with 
him  aifio  a  rubj-  of  great  lustre  and  ot  great  value.  He  died  in  those  jnugles; 
his  body  was  never  fnuml  ami  the  ruby  has  never  ytt  been  recovered.  And  I 
fear  that  there  are  some  who  will  fall  haek  from  this  snhjtrel  into  the  sickening, 
kiUing  jungles  of  their  sin.  carr.-ing  a  gem  of  infinite  value — a  priceless  soul — to 
be  lost  forever.  Oh.  that  tlitit  ruby  might  flash  in  the  eternal  coronation.  But 
:io.  There  are  many,  I  fear,  who  will  turn  away  from  tliis  offered  mercy  and 
comfort  and  divine  sympathy,  notwithstanding  that  Christ,  for  all  who  would 
accept  His  grace,  trudged  the  long  way  an<i  suffered  the  lacerating  thongs  and 
received  in  His  face  the  expectorations  of  the  filthy  mob,  and  for  the  guilty,  ami 
the  discouraged,  and  the  disconifortc-d  of  the  race,  took  the  vinegar.  May  God 
Almighty  break  the  infatuation  and  lead  you  out  into  the  strong  hope,  and  the 
good  cheer,  and  the  glorious  sunsliiue  of  this  triumphant  gospel ! 
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THE  DAY  OF  FINAL  REWARD. 

'HKRH  persecutors  used  to  let  out  the  Imlf-stan-ed  licms  to  eat 
up  Chrisiiaus  in  the  Colosseum  at  Rome,  there  is  now 
plaulod  the  figure  of  a  cross.  And  I  rejoice  to  kuow  that 
Ihf  transverse  piece  of  wood  nailed  to  an  upright  piece  has 
liet'onif  the  symbol,  not  more  of  sufTcring  than  of  victory. 
It  is  of  CJirist  the  Conqueror  that  T  wish  to  speak.  Asa 
kingly"  warrior,  having  subdued  an  empire,  might  divide 
Ihf  inalacfs,  and  niansioiLs,  and  cities,  and  valleys,  and 
mountains  among  his  uffioers.  so  Christ  is  going  to  divide  up  all  the  earth  and  all 
the  heaveiis  among  His  people,  and  you  and  I  will  have  to  take  our  share  if  so  lie 
that  wc  ore  strong  in  faith  and  strong  in  our  Christian  loyalty. 

I>o  1  really  mean  all  the  earth  will  stirrender  to  Christ  ?  Yes.  How  about 
the  uninviting  portions  ?  Will  Greenland  be  evangelized  ?  The  possibihty  is  that 
after  a  few  more  hundred  brave  lives  are  dashed  out  among  the  icebergs,  that 
great  refrigerator,  the  polar  region,  will  be  given  up  to  the  walrus  and  the  bear, 
and  that  the  inbabitants  will  come  down  by  invitation  into  tolerable  climates:  or 
those  climates  may  soften,  and.  as  it  has  Ixtn  positively  demonstrated  that  the 
trctic  region  was  tmce  a  blooming  garden  and  a  fniitfiil  fit-Id.  those  regions  may 
thange  climate  and  again  be  a  blooming  garden  and  a  fruitftU  field.  It  is  proved 
bcA'ond  ci>ntroversy  by  German  and  American  scientists  that  the  Arctic  regions 
were  the  first  portions  of  this  world  inhabitable;  when  the  world  was  hot  beyond 
human  endurance,  these  regions  were,  of  course,  the  first  to  be  cool  enough  for 
human  foot  and  human  lung.  It  is  positively  proved  thai  the  Arctic  region  had 
n  tnipical  climate.  Profv^vsor  Heer.  of  Zurich,  says  the  remains  of  flowers  have  been 
found  in  the  Arctic,  sallowing  it  was  like  Mexico  for  climate,  and  it  is  found  that 
the  Arctic  was  the  mother-region  from  which  all  the  flowers  descended.  Professor 
Wallace  says  the  remains  of  all  styles  of  animal  life  art*  found  in  the  Arctic, 
including  those  animals  that  can  lii'e  only  in  warm  climates.  Now,  that  Arctic 
region  which  has  been  demonstrated.  b>*  flora,  and  fauna,  and  geological  argti- 
metit.  to  have  been  as  full  of  vegetation  and  life  as  our  Florida,  may  lie  ttinted 
back  to  its  original  bloom  and  glor\',  or  it  will  Ik-  shut  u])  as  a  nniseum  of  crystals 
for  curio$it>'  seekers  once  in  a  while  to  vi.<tit.  Both  Arctic  and  Antarctic,  in  some 
shape,  will  belong  to  tlie  Redeemer's  realm. 
«  (Sl) 
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in  a  hundred  years  without  artificial  help,  but  is  now  through  sucli  inetins  one 
great  garden,  so  all  tiie  unproductive  parts  of  all  the  eomincnts  will  be  tunied 
iuto  harvest  fields  and  orchards.  A  half  dozen  l)e  Lesseps  will  furnish  the  world 
with  all  the  canals  needed,  aud  will  change  the  course  of  rivers  and  open  new 
lakes,  and  the  Great  Saliara  l>i.stTL  will  Ik-  cut  up  into  farms,  with  an  astounding 
yield  of  bushels  to  the  acre.  The  marsh  will  I>e  drained  of  its  waters  and  cured 
of  its  malaria.  1  saw  the  other  day  what  was  for  many  years  called  the  Black 
Swamp  of  Ohio,  its  chief  crop  chills  aud  fevers,  but  now,  by  the  tiles  put  into  the 
gnnind  to  carr\"  off  the  surplus  moisture,  transformed  into  the  richest  and  liealth- 
iest  of  regions.  The  Goil  who  wastes  nutbing,  1  think,  means  that  this  world ,  from 
pole  to  pole,  has  to  come  to  perfection  of  foliage  and  fruitage.  For  that  reason 
He  keeps  us  running  through  space,  though  so  many  fires  arc  blazing  down  in  its 
timbers,  aud  so  many  mtx-k  terrors  hiive  threatened  to  dash  it  to  pieces.  As  soon 
as  the  earth  is  completed  Christ  will  divide  it  up  amoug  the  goo<l.  The  reason  He 
does  not  divide  it  now  is  bccau.<^  it  is  r.nt  done.  A  kind  father  will  not  divide 
the  apple  among  his  children  until  the  apple  is  ripe.  In  fulfillment  of  the  New 
Testament  promise,  "  The  meek  shall  inherit  the  earth,"  and  the  promi.se  of  the 
Old  Testament.  "He  shat!  divide  the  spoil  with  the  strong,"  the  world  will  be 
apportioned  to  those  worthy  to  pcissess  it. 

It  is  not  SI1  now.  In  this  countr\',  capable  <if  holding,  feeding,  clothing  and 
slieUering  twelve  hundred  million  people,  and  where  we  have  only  60,000,000 
inhabitants,  wc  liave  2,000,000  who  cannot  get  honest  work,  and  with  their 
famih'es  an  aggregation  of  20,000,000  that  are  on  tlie  verge  of  starvation.  Some- 
thing wrong  most  certainly.  In  some  way  there  will  be  a  new  apportiomueut. 
Many  of  the  millionaire  estates  will  crack  to  pieces  on  the  dissipations  of  grand- 
cbildivn,  and  tlien  dissolve  into  the  possession  of  the  masses  who  now  have  an 
insufficienci-. 

WHAT  OF  CERTAIN   BUILDINGS? 

Wliat,  you  say,  will  become  of  the  expensive  and  elaborate  buildings  now 
devote^l  lo  debasing  amusements?  They  will  bec^mie  schools,  art  galleries, 
museums,  g>innasiums  and  churches.  The  world  is  already  gelling  disgusted 
with  many  of  these  amusements,  and  no  wonder.  What  an  importation  of 
unclean  theatrical  stuff  we  have  had  brought  to  onr  shores  within  the  last  few 
yeani !  And  paifessors  of  religion  patronizing  such  tilings  !  Having  sold  out  lo 
the  de\il,  why  don't  yon  deliver  the  goods  and  go  over  to  him  publicly,  body, 
niiud  and  soul,  and  withdraw  your  name  from  Christian  churches,  and  say: 
•'  Know  all  the  world  by  these  presents  that  I  am  a  patron  of  nncleanliness  and  a 
child  of  hell."     Swoni  to  be  the  Lord's,  you  are  perjurers. 

But  al  Inst  the  tide  has  turned,  and  the  dcspisers  of  purity  o\'erdid  the 
nutter.     A  foreign  actress  of  base  morals  arrived  intending  to  make  a  tour  of  the 
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States,  but  the  remaining  decency  of  onr  cities  nwc  up  and  C!iiiccle<!  the  contracts 

and  drove  her  back  from  our  American  stage,  a  woman  fit  for  neither  continent. 

In  the  name  of  Almighty  God  I  take  tliese  aboniinations  by  the  throat.     If  you 

think  those  offences  are  to  go  ou  forever,  you  do  not  know  who  the  Lord  is.    God 

will  not  wait  for  the  day  of  judgment.     AU  these  palaces  of  sin  will  become 

palaces  of  righteousness.     They  will  come  into  the  possession  of  tliosc  strong  for 

virtue  and  strong  for  God. 

China  and  Africa,  the  two  richest  portions  of  llie  earth  by  rea.son  of  metals 

and  rare  woods,  and  inexhaustible  productiveness,  are  not  yet  divided  up  among 

the  good  becau.se  Ihcy  arc  not  ready  to  be  divided.    Wait  until  all  the  doors  that 

Livingstone  o{)cnaI   in  Africa  shall  be  entered,  and  Bishop  Taylor  with  his  band 

of  self-supiiortiiig  inissioiiaries  have  done  their  work,   and  the  Ashanlecs  and 

Senej^arabians  shall  know  Christ  as  well  as  you  know  Him,  and  there  shall  be  on 

the  banks  of  the  Nile  and  the  Niger  a  higher  civiUzation  than  is  now  to  be  found 

on  the*  liaiiks  of  the  llndsou,  then  Christ  will  divide  up  that  continent  among  His 

friends.     Wait  until  China,  which  is  half  as  large  as  all  Europe,  shall  have 

de%*eloped  her  capacities  for  rice,  and  tea,  and  sugar,  among  edibles;  and  her 

amethyst,  and  sapphire,  and  topaz,  and  opal,  and  jasper,  and   porphypi'.  among 

precious  stones;  and  her  rasewood,  and  ebony,  and  camphor,  and  varnish  trees 

among  precious  woods;  and  turned  up  from  her  depths  a  half  dozen  Pcnnsylvanias 

of  conl  and  iron,  and  twenty  Nevadas  of  siK'er.  and  fifty  Califnniias  of  gold,  and 

her  500.000.000  of  people  shall  be  evangeli^xxl;  then  the   Ivord  will  di\'idc  it 

up  among  the  good. 

CHRISTIAN  FARMERS. 

If  the  Lord's  promise  bo  not  a  deception,  but  the  eternal  truth,  then  the  time 
Is  coming  when  all  the  farms  will  be  owned  by  Christian  fanners,  and  all  the  com- 
merce controlled  by  Christian  merchants,  and  all  the  authority  held  by  Chri»;tian 
officials,  and  all  the  ships  connnanded  by  Christian  captains,  and  all  the  universi- 
ties under  the  instruction  of  Christian  professors;  Christian  kings,  Christian 
presidents.  Christian  governors.  Christian  mayors.  Christian  common  councils. 
Yet,  what  a  sctniring  nut  !  what  an  upturning  !  what  a  demolition  !  what  a  resur- 
rection rau-st  precede  this  new  apportionment ! 

I  do  not  underrate  the  enemy.  Julius  C?esar  got  His  greatest  vipton'es  !»>' 
fully  estimating  the  vastiiess  of  his  foes  and  i>rei>are<l  his  men  for  their  greatest 
triumph  by  saying:  '*  To-morrow  King  Juba  will  be  here  with  jio.ooo  horses. 
100.000  skirmishers,  and  .^00  elephants." 

I  do  not  underrate  the  vast  forces  of  sin  and  death,  but  do  you  know  who 
commands  ws?  Jehovah-Jireh.  And  the  reser\'e  corps  behind  us  are  all  the 
armies  of  heaven  and  earth,  with  hurricane  and  thunderbfilt.  The  good  work  of 
the  world's  redemption  is  going  on  every  miuute.     Never  so  many  splendid  mea 
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tondirl.  and  Hiiydii.  and  Mozart,  rfnd  Charles  Wesley,  and  Thomas  Hnstings, 
id  Bradl)ur>'  in  their  heavenly  homes,  out  of  whose  windows,  ever  and  anon, 
ftre  rolling  some  snatch  of  an  earthly  oratorio  or  hymn  transported  with  the 
com|xiser.  We  will  want  to  see  Reviv.al  Terrace,  where  Whitefield,  and  Neltleton, 
and  Payson,  nud  Rowland  Hill,  and  Charles  Finney  and  other  giaiiU;  of  soul- 
reaping^  arc  resting  from  their  almost  supcniatnral  labors,  all  their  doors  thronged 
with  converts  just  arrived,  ctiinJng  to  reimrl  Ihcinselvts. 

But  hrilliant  as  the  sunset,  and  like  the  leaves  for  number,  are  the  celestial 
homes  yet  to  be  awarded,  when  Christ  to  you.  and  millions  of  others,  shall  divide 
the  spoil.  What  do  you  want  there?  Yon  shall  have  it.  An  orchard  ?  There 
it  is;  twelve  manner  of  fruit,  and  fruit  every  month.  Do  you  want  river  .scenery  ? 
Take  your  choice  ou  the  banks  of  the  river,  in  longer,  wider,  decider  roll  tlian 
Danube,  t>r  Amazon,  «ir  Mississippi,  if  nfing!c«l  in  one.  and  emptying  into  the  sea 
of  glass,  mingled  with  fire.  I>"  yon  want  yojir  kindred  back  again  ?  Go  out  and 
nieet  your  father  a:id  mother  without  the  staff  or  the  .stoop,  and  your  children  in 
a  dance  of  immortal  glee.  JV»  you  want  a  throne?  Select  it  from  the  million  of 
buniishcti  elevations.  Do  you  want  a  crown  ?  Pick  it  out  of  that  numntain  of 
<3)anionded  coronets.  Do  you  want  your  old  church  friends  of  earth  around  you? 
Ik-gin  to  hum  an  old  revival  Xxme  and  thc>'  will  flwk  from  all  quarttTs  to  revel 
vfilh  yon  in  satTcd  reminiscciiti'.  All  tlm  earth  for  those  who  are  hereon  earth 
«t  the  time  of  continental  and  planetary  distribution,  and  all  the  heavens  £c>r 
ibtjse  who  are  there. 

AS  Ve   sow,  50  SHALL  Vt  RUP. 

That  lu-avtidy  dii^tribution  of  spoils  will  be  a  surprise  to  many.  Here  enters 
heaven  the  soul  of  a  man  who  took  up  a  great  deal  of  room  in  the  Church  on 
earth,  but  sacrificed  little,  and  among  his  gocxl  works  selfishness  was  e\-)dLiit. 
He  just  crowds  throngli  tin-  shining  gate,  Init  it  is  a  verjT  tight  srpiceze,  so  that 
the  door-keeixrr  has  to  pull  hard  to  get  him  in,  and  this  man  expects  half  of 
Ijeaven  for  his  share  of  trophies,  and  he  would  like  a  monopoly  of  all  its  splendor, 
and  t<)  purcha.se  lots  in  the  suhurl>s.  .so  that  he  could  get  advantages  from  the 
gnnvlh  of  the  city.  Well,  he  had  a  little  grace  of  heart,  just  enough  to  get  him 
through,  and  to  him  Is  given  a  second-hand  crown,  which  one  of  the  saints  wore 
at  the  start,  but  exchanged  fur  a  brighter  one  as  he  went  on  from  glory  to  glor>'. 
And  he  is  put  in  an  old  house  once  (Kcupied  by  an  .ingcl  who  was  hurle<l  out  of 
licaveii  at  the  time  of  Satan's  rebeninu. 

Right  after  him  o^ues  a  soul  that  makes  a  great  stir  among  the  cdestials.  and 
the  angels  rush  to  the  scene,  each  bringing  to  her  a  dazzling  coronet.  Who  is 
■vhc  ?  OvKT  what  realm  on  earth  was  she  queen  ?  In  what  great  Dusseldorf  festival 
wasshe  the  cautatricc?    Neither.     She  was  an  invalid  who  never  left  her  rDom 
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for  twenty  years;  but  she  was  strong  m  prayer,  and  she  prayed  down  re\MvaI  after 
revival,  and  pcntccost  after  pentccost,  u]»on  the  churches,  and  with  lier  pale  bauds 
she  kuit  many  a  mitten  or  tippet  for  the  poor,  and  with  her  contrivances  she  added 
joy  to  many  a  lioliday  festival:  and  now.  with  those  thin  hands  so  strong  for  kind- 
ness, and  those  white  lips  so  strong  for  supplication,  she  has  won  a)ronation,  and 
enthronement,  and  jubilee.  And  Christ  says  to  the  angels  who  have  brousht  each 
■^    '  N  \  1  /  '  ^  a   crown   to  the 

glorified  invalid: 
"No,  not 
these;  they  are 
not good enough. 
But  in  the  jew- 
eled vase  at  the 
right-hand  side 
of  My  throne 
there  is  one  that 
I  have  been  pre- 
paring for  her 
many  a  year, 
and  fbr  her  every 
pang  I  have  set 
an  amethyst,  and 
for  her  every  good 
deed  I  have  set  a 
pearl.  Fetch  it  now 
and  fulfill  the  prom- 
ise I  gave  her  long 
agoin  thesick-rfKmi: 
'  Tie  thou  faithfiil  un- 
to death,  and  I  will 
give  thee  a  crown.'  " 
But  notice  that  there 
IS  oiTly  one  tx-ing  in  the 
-^^-  universe  who  can  and  will  dis- 
tribute the  trophies  of  earth  and 
heaven.  It  is  the  divine  warrior,  the 
commander-in-chief  of  the  centuries,  the  champion  of  the  ages,  tlie  universal 
conqueror,  the  Son  of  God — ^Jcsus.  Have  His  friendship,  and  you  may  defj-  all 
time  and  all  eternity,  but  without  it  yon  were  a  pauper,  though  yon  liad  a  universe 
at  your  command.     We  are  told  in  Revelation  that  Jacob's  twelve  sons  were  so 
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lioiiortd  as  to  liave  tlie  twelve  gates  of  Iieaveu  named  after  them — overoiie  gate  4>f 
heaveii  NaphtaH,  over  another  gate  of  heaven  Issachar,  over  another  Dan,  over 
anotlier  Gad,  over  another  Zi.*bulun,  o\'er  another  Judali,  and  so  on.  Hut  Christ's 
name  is  written  over  all  the  gates,  and  nii  t-very  panel  tif  the  Rates,  and  have  His 
heli3.    His   pardon,   His    intercession,    His   atonement,    I   mast,   or   \yc   a  forlorn 

^__ ___  wretch   forever.     My 

I^rd  ami  my  God! 
make  me  and  all  to 
whom  these  words 
shall  come  Thy  re- 
]»entant,  believing, 
sworn,  consecrated 
and  ransomed  follow- 
ers forever. 

What  a  day  it 
\vill  be!  All  my 
readers  would  rise  to 
their  feet  if  they  could 
realize  it,  tlic  day  in 
wliich  Christ  shall,  iu 
fulfillment  of  my  text, 
divide  the  spoil.  It 
was  a  great  day.  when 
Quctm  Victoria,  in  the 
midst  of  the  Crimean 
war.  distributed  mc<l- 
als  to  the  soldiers  who 
had  come  home  sick 
and  wounded.  At  the 
Horse  Guards,  in  the 
presence  of  the  roj'al 
family,  the  injured 
men  were  carried  in 
or  came  on  crutches 
and  with  her  own  hand 
the  Queen  gave  each  the  Crimean  me<lal.  And  what  triumphant  days  for  those 
soldiers  wbni,  further  on.  Ihey  received  the  French  medal  with  the  Imperial 
tragic,  and  the  Turkish  medal  with  its  representation  of  four  flags — France. 
Tiu'key,  England  and  Sardinia — and  beneath  it  a  map  of  the  Crimea  spread 
over  a  gun-wheel. 
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The  Lesion  of  Honor 
The  TLclDiia  Ctuvi. 


FOUR    FAMOIS   MgDAI.S. 

J.    Tlie  Waterloo  Medal. 


The  Crimmn  Uedat. 
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THE  FINAL  REWARD. 

And  what  rewards  are  suggested  to  all  readers  of  hislorj'  by  tlie  mere  meution 
of  the  Waterloo  medal,  and  the  Cape  medal,  and  tlie  Gold-cross  medal,  and  the 
medal  struck  for  braverj-  in  our  American  wars  !  But  how  in-siKniitcant  are  all 
these  compared  with  Uie  day  whcu  tlic  gtKxl  soldiers  of  Jesus  Christ  shall  come  in 
oot  of  Uie  battles  of  this  world,  and  in  the  presi-nee  of  all  the  piled^up  glories  of 
the  redeemed  and  uufalleti,  Jesus,  our  King,  shall  divide  tlie  S]Joil !  The  more 
WDmi<U  the  greater  the  inheritance.  The  longer  the  forced  march  the  brighter 
the  trophy,  llie  more  terrific  the  exhaustion  the  more  glorioiis  the  transport. 
Not  the  gift  of  a  brilliant  riblion,  err  a  medal  of  brass,  or  silver,  or  gold,  but  a 
kingdom  in  which  we  are  to  reign  for  ever  and  e\*er.  Mansions  on  the  eternal 
bills.  Dominions  uf  unfading  power.  Kmpires  of  unending  love.  Continents 
of  everlasting  light  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Oceans  of  billowing  joy.  It  was  a 
great  day  when  Aurelian,  the  Roman  emperor,  came  back  from  his  victories.  In 
the  front  of  the  procession  wxrc  wild  beasts  from  all  lands.  1600  gladiators  richly 
dad,  w;ignii-loads  of  crowns  presented  I)y  ciiiiqucred  cities;  among  the  captives, 
Syrians.  Egyptians.  Gotlis,  Vand.ils,  Sannatians,  Franks;  and  Zenobia.  the  Ijeau- 
tiful  captive  queen,  on  foot  in  chains  of  gold  that  a  slave  had  to  help  her  carr>', 
and  jewel*  imder  the  weight  of  which  she  abnost  fainted.  And  then  came  the 
charii>l  nj"  Aurelian,  drawn  by  fonr  t-lephants  in  gorgeous  caparison  and  followed 
b>*  the  Roman  Senate  aTid  the  Roman  army,  "and  from  dawn  till  dark  the  proces- 
sion was  passing,  Rome  in  all  her  histor>*  never  saw  anything  more  magnificent. 
But  how  much  greater  Uie  day  when  our  conqueror,  Jesus,  shall  ride  undt-r  the 
triumphant  arches  of  heaven.  His  captives  not  on  foot  but  in  chariots,  all  the  king- 
doms of  hcawn  and  earth  in  procession,  the  armies  celestial  on  white  horses,  rum- 
bling artillery  of  thunderbolts  never  again  to  be  nidimlierfd,  kingdoms  in  line, 
centuries  in  line,  saintly,  chemliic,  seraphic,  archangelic  splendors  in  line,  and 
Christ,  seated  on  one  great  rolling  hosanna,  made  out  of  all  hallelujahs  of  all 
worlds,  shall  cr>-.  "  Halt"  to  the  procession.  And  not  forgetting  even  the  hum- 
blest in  all  the  reach  of  His  omnipresence.  He  shall  rise  and  then  and  there.  His 
work  done  and  His  glor>-  consummated,  proceed,  amid  an  ecstasy  such  as  neither 
mortal  nor  immortal  ever  imagined,  to  divide  the  spoil. 
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HOW  TO  ATTAIN  TRUE  HAPPINESS. 


r.  in  midsummer,  I  should  ask  some  one,  where  arc  Ihe  people  of 
New  York.   Brooklyn.    Boston  or   Philadelphia,   the  answer 
^^   would  be:  At  Brighton  Beach.  Ivast  Hampton,  Shelter 
Island,  lUoiig  Branch,  Cape  May,  Sulphur  Springs  or 
■^\\»)  mm  i  Kurope.     But  while  many  are  at  the  pleasure  resorts  the 

/'^^XJ  H|^2^  larger  number  are  at  home,   detained  by  business  or 

circnuLstances. 

But  the  genuine  American  is  not  liapi>y  unless  he  is 
going  somewhere,  and  the  passion  is  so  great  that  there 
are  Christian  people  with  their  families  detained  in  the 
city  who  come  not  to  the  house  of  Gotl,  tr>ing  to  give  people  the  idea  thai  they  are 
out  of  town;  leaving  the  drxir-plate  unsecured  for  the  s:ime  reason,  and  for  two 
months  keeping  the  front  shutters  closed  while  they  sit  in  the  back  part  of  the 
houw,  tlie  thermometer  at  ninety  !  My  friends,  if  it  is  best  for  u»  to  go,  let  us  go 
and  I)e  happy.  If  it  is  best  for  us  to  stay  at  home,  let  us  stay  at  home  and  be 
happy.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  good  common  sense  in  Paul's  advice  to  the  He- 
brews: "  Be  contcut  with  sucli  things  as  ye  have."  To  be  content  is  to  be  in  good 
humor  with  our  circumstances,  not  picking  a  quarrel  with  our  obscurity,  or  our 
poverty,  or  our  social  position.  There  are  four  or  five  grand  reasons  why  we 
should  be  content  with  such  things  as  we  have. 

\Vc  make  a  great  adoabout  our  hardships,  but  how  little  we  talk  nf  our  bless- 
ings. Health  of  body,  wliich  is  given  in  largest  quantity  to  those  who  have 
ne\-er  been  petted,  and  fondled,  and  spoiled  by  fortune,  we  take  as  a  matter  of 
course.  R.ithcr  have  this  lnxur>'  and  have  it  alone,  than,  without  it.  look  out  of 
a  palace  window  upon  parks  of  deer  stalking  between  fountains  and  statuary. 
These  people  sleep  sounder  on  a  straw  mattress  than  fashioimble  invalids  on  a 
couch  of  ivory  and  eagle's  down.  The  dinner  of  herljs  tastes  letter  to  the  appe- 
tite sharpened  on  a  woodman's  axe  or  a  reaper's  scythe  than  wealthy  indigestion 
experiences  seated  at  a  table  covered  %rith  partridge,  and  venison,  and  pineapple. 
The  grandest  hixnr>'  God  ever  gave  n  m«n  is  health.  He  who  trades  that  off 
for  all  the  palaces  of  the  earth  is  infinitely  cheated.  W'e  look  back  at  the  glory  of  the 
last  Napoleon,  but  who  would  have  taken  his  Versailles  and  his  Tuilleries  if  with 
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them  we  had  be«i  obliged  to  take  his  gout?  "  Oh."  says  some  one.  "  it  isn't  tlie 
grosser  pleasures  I  covet,  but  it  is  the  gratificaticn  of  an  artistic  and  intellectual 
taste."  Why,  my  brother,  you  ha\*e  the  original  from  which  these  pictures  grc 
copied. 

THE  ORIGINAL  AttD    THE  COPY. 

What  is  a  sunset  on  a.  wall  compared  with  a  sunset  hung  in  loops  of  fire  in 
the  heavens?  Whiit  is  a  cascade  silent  on  a  canvas  com]»nred  with  a  cascade 
that  makes  the  mountain  tremble,  its  spmy  ascending  like  the  departing  spirit  of 
the  water  slain  on  Uic  r<x;ks?  Oh,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  hollow  affcclation  aliout 
a  foiuincss  fur  pictures  un  the  part  of  those  who  never  aiiirwiale  the  original  from 
which  the  pictures  are  taken.  As  though  a  jvarent  shmild  have  no  regard  for  a 
child,  but  go  into  ecstasies  over  its  photograph.  Uless  the  I,ord  to-day,  O  man  ! 
O  woman  !  that  though  you  may  be  shut  out  from  the  works  of  a  Church,  a 
Ilierstadt,  a  Kubeiis,  and  a  Raphael,  you  still  have  free  access  to  a  gallery-  grander 
tliau  the  I/)uvrc  or  the  Luxemburg  or  tlie  Vatican — the  royal  gallery-  of  the 
noonday  heavens  the  King's  gallerj'  of  the  midnight  sky. 

You  see  people  happy  and  miserable  amid  all  circumstances.  In  a  faniily 
where  the  !a.si  loaf  is  on  the  table,  and  the  last  stick  of  wood  on  the  fire,  you 
sometiuics  find  a  cheerful  confidence  in  God,  while  in  a  very  fine  place  you  will 
aec  and  hear  discord  sounding  tlie  war-whoop,  and  hospitality  freezing  to  dcatli  in 
the  cheerless  parlor.  I  stopped  one  day  ou  Itrondway  nt  the  head  of  Wall  street, 
at  the  foot  of  Trinity  Church,  to  see  who  seemed  the  happiest  peoiile  passing.  I 
judged  from  tlieir  looks  the  happiest  people  were  not  those  who  went  down  into 
Wall  street,  for  they  had  on  their  brow  the  anxiety  of  the  dollar  they  expected  to 
make;  nor  the  people  who  came  out  of  Wall  street,  for  thc>*  had  ou  their  brow 
the  anxiety  of  the  dollar  they  had  lost;  nor  the  people  who  swept  by  in  splendid 
equipage,  for  they  met  a  carriage  finer  than  theirs.  The  happiest  person  in  all 
that  crowd,  judging  from  the  countenance,  was  the  woman  who  sat  at  the  apple- 
stand  knitting.  I  helieve  real  happiness  oftener  looks  out  of  the  window  of  an 
humble  home  than  through  the  opera-glass  iu  the  gilded  box  of  a  theatre. 

1  find  Xerogrmvling  on  a  throne.  I  find  Pan!  singing  in  a  dungeon.  I  find 
King  Ahab  going  to  bed  at  noon  through  melancholy,  while  near  by  is  Nabolh 
contentetl  in  the  possession  of  a  vine>ard.  Haman.  Prime  Minister  of  Persia. 
frets  himself  almost  to  death  because  a  poor  Jew  will  not  tip  his  hat:  and  Ahitho- 
plicl,  one  of  the  greatest  lawyers  of  Bible  times,  through  fear  of  dying,  hangs  him- 
self. The  wealthiest  man.  forty  years  ago.  hi  New  York,  when  congratulated 
over  his  large  estate,  replied;  "Ah !  you  don't  know  how  much  trouble  I  hnve  in 
taking  care  of  it."  Byron  declared  in  his  last  hours  that  he  had  ne\-er  seen  more 
than  twelve  happy  days  in  all  his  life.  I  do  not  believe  he  had  seen  twelve  min- 
utes of  thorough  satisfaction,     Napolcou  I.  said:  "  I  turn  with  disgust  from  the 
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cowardice  and  selfishness  of  raau.     I  hold  life  a  horror;  death  is  repose.     What  I 
have  suffered  the  last  twenty  days  js  beyond  human  coioprehension." 

While,  on  the  other  hand,  to  show  how  one  may  be  happy  amid  the  mast  dis- 
advantageous circumstances,  jnst  after  the  Otyiii  Monarcli  had  tjeen  wrecked  in 
the  English  Channel,  a  steamer  was  cruising  along  in  the  darkness,  when  the  cap- 
tain heard  a  song,  a  sweet  song,  coming  over  the  water,  and  he  Iwre  down  towards 
that  voice,  and  found  it  was  a  Christian  woman  on  a  plank  of  the  wrecked  steamer, 
singing  to  the  tune  of  "  St.  Martin's." 

"Jesus,  lover  of  my  aoul, 
I.^t  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly. 
^\'bil^^  lilt'  liillowK  uttar  luc  roll. 
WTiile  ihe  tempest  still  is  IiIkIj." 

The  heart  right  toward,  God  and  man.  we  are  happy.  The  heart  wrong 
toward  God  and  man,  w^e  are  unhappy. 

Another  reason  why  we  should  be  filled  with  the  spirit  of  content  is  the  fact 
that  all  the  differences  of  earthly  condition  are  transitor\-.  The  houses  you  build, 
the  land  you  cultivalr,  the  places  in  which  you  barter,  are  soon  to  go  into  other 
hands.  However  hard  you  may  have  it  now,  if  you  are  a  Christian  the  scene 
will  soon  end.  Pain,  trial,  persecution  will  never  knock  at  the  door  of  the  grave. 
A  coffin  made  out  of  pine  boards  is  just  as  good  a  resting-place  as  one  made  out 
of  silver- mounted  mahogany  or  rosewood, 

WHERE  AMBITION  SLEEPS. 

Go  domi  among  the  resting-places  of  tlie  dead,  and  you  will  find  that  though 
petiple  there  had  a  great  difference  of  worldly  circumstances,  now  tliey  are  all  alike 
unconscious.  The  baud  that  greeted  the  senator,  and  the  president,  and  the 
king,  is  still  as  the  hand  that  hardened  on  the  mechanic's  hammer  or  the  manu- 
facturer's wheel.  It  does  not  make  any  difference  now  whether  tliere  is  a  plain 
stone  above  them  from  which  the  traveler  pulls  a.side  the  weeds  to  read  the  name, 
or  a  tall  shaft  springing  into  the  heavens  as  though  to  tell  their  virtues  to  the 
skies. 

In  that  silent  land  tliere  are  no  titles  for  great  men,  and  tliere  are  no  ram- 
blinga  of  chariot  wheels,  and  their  is  never  heard  the  fool  of  the  dance.  The 
Egyptian  guano  which  is  thrown  on  the  fields  in  the  East  for  the  enrichment  of 
the  soil  is  the  dust  raked  out  from  the  sepulchres  of  kings  and  lords  and  mighty 
men.  Oh.  the  chagrin  of  those  men  if  they  had  ever  known  that  in  the  after-ages 
of  the  world  they  would  have  been  calle<l  Eg>'ptian  guauo. 

Of  how  much  wortli  now  is  the  crown  of  Caesar  ?  Who  bids  for  it  ?  WHio 
cares  now  anything  about  the  AmpUiclyonic  council  ur  the  laws  of  I.ycurgus? 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


99 


Who  trembles  now  because  Xerxes  crossed  the  Hellespont  on  a  bridge  of  boats? 
Who  fears  because  Nebuchadnezzar  tlmnders  at  the  gates  of  Jerusalem  ?  Who 
cares  now  whether  or  not  Cleopatra  marries  Antht>ny  ?  Who  crouches  liefore  Ferdi- 
nnnd,  or  Ronifice.  or  Alaric?  Can  Crninwell  dissolve  the  English  Parliameut 
now?  Is  William,  Prince  of  Orange,  King  of  the  Netherlands?  No,  no!  How- 
cver  niuch  Elizabeth  may  love  tlie  Russian  crown,  she  must  pass  it  to  Peter,  and 
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Peter  In  Catharine,  and  Catharine  to  Paul,  and  Paul  to  Alexander,  and  Alexander 
to  Nicholas.  Leopold  puts  the  Gvmiau  sceptre  into  the  lianiL  of  Joseph,  and 
Philip  comes  down  off  the  Spanish  throne  to  let  Ferdinand  go  on.  House  of 
Araifon,  house  of  Hapsburg,  liouse  of  Stnart,  hntise  of  Bourbon,  quarreling  about 
e\-er>tbiug  else,  but  agreeing  In  tliis;  "  The  fa.shion  uf  this  world  pa!<seth  away." 
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But  have  all  these  dignitaries  gone  ?  Cau  they  not  be  called  back  ?  I  have 
been  in  assemblages  where  I  have  heard  the  roll  called,  and  mauy  distiuguishtxl 
men  have  answered.  If  I  .should  call  the  roll  to-day  of  some  of  those  mighty 
ones  who  have  gone  I  wonder  if  tliey  would  not  answer  ?  I  will  call  the  roll.  I 
will  call  the  roll  of  the  kings  first:  Alfre<l  the  Great !  William  tlie  Conqueror  ! 
Frwkrick  II.  !  I/)«is  XVI.  !  No  answer.  I  will  call  the  roll  of  the  poets: 
Robert  SoutUey  !  Thomas  Campbell !  John  Keats  !  George  Crabbe  !  Robert 
Bums  !  No  answer.  I  will  call  the  roll  of  artists:  Michael  Angelo  !  Paul 
Veronese !  William  Turner !  Christopher  Wren  !  No  answer.  Eyes  closed. 
Ears  deaf.  Lips  silent.  Hands  palsied.  Sceptre,  pencil,  pen,  sword,  put  dou-n 
forever.     Why  should  we  struggle  for  such  baubles? 

If  yemr  path  had  been  smooth,  you  would  have  depended  upon  your  own 
surefootedness;  but  God  roughened  that  path,  so  you  ha\-e  to  take  hold  of  His 
hand.  If  the  weather  had  been  mild,  you  would  have  loitered  along  the  water- 
courses, but  at  the  first  howl  of  the  storm  you  quickened  your  pace  heavenward 
and  wrapped  around  you  the  warm  robe  of  a  Saviour's  righteousness.  "What 
have  I  done?"  says  the  wheat-sheaf  to  the  farmer.  "  UTiat  have  I  done  that  you 
beat  me  so  hard  with  your  flail?"  The  farmer  makes  no  answer,  but  the  rake 
takes  off  tlie  straw,  and  the  mill  blows  the  clinff  to  the  wind,  and  the  golden  grain 
falls  down  at  the  foot  of  the  windmill.  After  a  while,  the  straw,  looking  down 
from  the  mow  upon  tlic  golden. grain  banked  up  on  either  side  the  floor,  under- 
stands why  the  farmer  beaLs  the  whcat-sheaf  with  the  flail. 

Who  are  those  before  the  throne?  The  answer  came:  "These  are  they 
which  came  out  of  great  tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes  and  made  them 
white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb."  Would  to  G<xl  that  we  could  understand  that 
our  trials  are  the  very  best  thing  for  us.  If  we  had  an  appreciation  of  that  truth, 
then  we  should  know  why  it  was  that  John  No>Ta,  the  martjT,  in  the  very  midst 
of  the  flame,  reached  down  and  picked  up  one  of  the  fagoLs  that  was  consuming 
him,  and  kissed  it,  and  said:  "  Blessed  be  God  for  the  time  when  I  was  bom  for 
this  perfermcnt."  Tliey  who  suffer  with  Him  nn  earth  shall  be  glorified  with 
Him  in  heaven.     Be  content,  then,  with  such  things  as  you  have. 


THE  REST  THAT  SHALL  BE  OURS. 

But  notwithstanding  all  the  promises  and  inducements  to  a  spirit  of  content- 
ment the  human  race  is  divided  into  two  classes — those  who  scold  and  those  who 
get  scolded.  The  carpenter  wants  to  be  anything  but  a  carpenter,  and  the  mason 
anything  but  a  ma.soii,  and  the  banker  anything  but  a  banker,  and  the  law>er 
anything  but  a  law>*er,  and  the  minister  anything  but  a  minister,  and  e\'er>'body 
would  be  happy  if  he  were  only  somebody  else.  The  anemone  wants  to  l)e  a 
sunflower,  and  the  apple  orchards  throw  down  their  blossoms  because  they  are  not 
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tall  cedars,  and  the  scow  wants  to  be  a  schooner,  and  the  sloop  would  like  to  be  a 
sex'euty -four  pounder,  and  parents  have  the  worst  children  that  ever  were,  and 
ever>-body  has  the  greatest  misfortune,  and  everything  is  upside  down,  or  going 
to  be.  Ah!  my  readers,  you  never  make  any  advance  through  such  a  spirit  as 
that.  You  cannot  fret  yourself  up;  you  may  fret  yourself  down.  Amid  all  this 
grating  of  tones  I  strike  this  string  of  the  gospel  harp:  "  Godliness  with  content- 
ment is  great  gain.  We  brought  nothing  into  this  world,  aud  it  is  certain  we  can 
carry  nothing  out ;  and  having  food  and  raiment,  let  us  be  therewith  content." 

Let  na  all  remember,  if  we  are  Christians,  that  we  are  going  after  a  while, 
whatever  be  our  circumstances  now,  to  have  a  glorious  vacation.  As  in  summer 
wc  put  off"  our  garments  and  go  down  into  the  cool  sea  to  bathe,  so  we  will  put  off 
these  garments  of  flesh,  and  step  into  the  cool  Jordan.  Wc  will  look  around  for 
some  place  to  lay  domi  our  wwiriness  :  and  the  trees  will  say  :  "  Come  and  rest 
under  our  shadow  ;  "  and  the  earth  will  say:  "  Come  and  sleep  in  my  bosom  ;  " 
And  the  winds  wilt  say  :  "  Hu.shl  while  I  sing  thee  a  cradle  hymn  ;  "  and  while 
ax  stroug  men  carry  us  out  to  our  last  resting-place,  and  ashes  come  to  ashes  and 
dust  to  dust,  we  will  see  two  scarred  feet  standing  ainid  tlie  broken  soil,  and  a 
lacerated  brow  bending  over  the  open  grave,  while  a  voice,  tender  with  all  affection 
and  mighty  with  all  omnipotence,  will  declare  :  "  I  am  the  resurrection  and  the 
life;  he  that  believeth  in  Me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he  U\'e. "  Comfort 
one  another  with  these  words. 


HOW  TO  FIGHT  THE  BATTLE  OF  LIFE  ALONE. 


'OMAN  is  a  mere  adjunct  to  nmii,  an  appendix  to  the  mast 
line  volume,  an  appendage,  a  sort  of  afterthought,  smnethinf 
thrown  in  to  make  things  even — thai  is  the  here^*  eiitei 
tniiied  and  implied  by  some  men.  This  is  ex'ideiit  to  ihei 
Woman's  insignifieanfe  as  Litmiwrvd  to  niaii  is  evident  t(>~ 
them,  because  Adam  was  fir»l  crcale<l  ami  then  Eve.  They. 
don't  read  the  whole  story  or  they  would  find  that  the 
poise  and  the  bear  and  the  hawk  were  created  before  Adamf 
Si)  thai  the  argument  drawn  from  priority  of  creation  might  prcvi 
that  the  sheep  and  tlie  dog  were  greater  than  man.  No;  wonu 
was  an  independent  creation,  and  was  intended,  if  she  chose,  to  Wv^ 
atone,  to  walk  alone,  act  alone,  think  alone,  and  fight  the  battle 
life  alone.  The  Bible  says,  it  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone,  bi 
never  say.s  it  is  not  good  for  woman  to  be  alone,  and  the  simpF? 
fact  is  that  many  women  who  are  harnessed  for  life  in  the  niarriaf 
relation  would  be  a  thousand -fold  Iwtlcr  off  if  they  were  alon^ 
God  makes  no  mistake,  and  the  fact  that  there  is  such  a  h 
majority  of  women  in  this  land  proves  tliat  He  intended  that  multitudes  of  tht 
should  go  alone. 

Who  are  these  men  who  year  after  year  hang  around  hotels  and  engine- ho«s 
and  the-itre  doors,  and  come  in  and  out  to  bother  busy  clerks  and  merchants  at 
mechanics,  doing  nothing  e\*en  when  there  is  plenty  to  do?  They  are  mi 
supported  by  their  wives  and  mothers.  If  the  statistics  of  any  of  our  cities  cowl 
be  taken  on  this  subject  you  would  find  that  a  vast  multitude  of  women  not  only 
support  themselves,  but  masculines  also.  A  great  legion  of  men  amount  to 
nothing,  and  a  woman  by  marriage  manacled  to  one  of  these  nonentities  needs 
condolence.  A  woman  standing  outside  the  marriage  relation  is  several  hundred 
thousand  times  better  off  than  a  woman  badly  married.  Many  a  bride,  instead  of 
a  wreatli  of  orange  blossoms,  might  more  properly  wear  a  bunch  of  nettles  and 
night-shade,  and  instead  of  the  wedding  march  a  more  appropriate  tune  would  Xjc 
the  Dead  March  in  Saul,  and  instead  of  a  banquet  of  confectionery  and  ices  there 
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might  be  more  appropriately  spread  a  table  covered  with  apples  of  Sodom,  which 
are  outside  &ir  and  inside  ashes. 

Many  an  attractive  woman  of 
good,  sound  sen«  in  other  things,  has 
married  one  of  these  men  to  reform 
him.  What  was  the  resnli?  I.ikc 
when  a  dove,  noticing  that  a  vulture 
was  rapacious  and  cruel,  set  about  to 
reform  it.  and  said:  "I  have  a  mild 
disposition  and  [  like  peace,  and  was 
brought  up  in  the  quiet  of  a  dove-cote, 
and  I  will  bring  the  vulture  to  the  same 
liking  by  manning  him."  So  one 
day,  after  the  \-ulture  had  declared  he 
would  ffive  up  his  carnivorous  habits 
aod  cease  longing  for  blood  of  flock  ^^^  ^^^^^_ 


THR  VAGAAOND   IN  THK  STBHST. 

and  herd,  at  an  altar  of  rock 
ctnxTwl  with  moss  and  lichen, 
the  twain  were  married ,  a 
bald-headetl  eagle  officiating, 
the  vulture  saying:  "With 
all  Miy  dominion  of  earth  and 
sky  I  thee  endow,  and  promise 
to  love  and  cherish  till  death 
do  us  part."  But  one  day  in 
her  flight  the  dove  saw  the 
vulture  bu»y  at  a  carcass,  and 
cried;  "Stop  that!  did  >ou 
nut  promise  me  that  you  woaKl 
quit  your  carnivorous  and  fil- 
thy habits  if  I  married  you?"  "  Yes,"  said  the  vulture,  "  but  if  you  don't  like 
ray  way  you  can  leave."  and  with  one  angr>'  stroke  of  beak  and  another  fierce 
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clutch  of  claw  Ihe  vulture  left  the  dove  cj'cless,  and  \vitigl&»,  and  lifeless.  And 
a  flock  of  robins  flying  past  cried  to  each  oUier  and  said:  "See  there  ?  that  conies 
from  a  dove's  niamMtig  a  vulture  to  reform  hini." 

Many  a  woman  who  has  had  the  hand  of  a  young  inebriate  ofifered,  but 
declined  it,  or  who  was  asked  to  chain  her  life  to  a  man  selfish  or  of  bad  temper, 
and  refused  the  shackles,  will  bless  God  throughont  all  eternity  that  she  escaped 
tliat  earthly  pandcinoiiinm. 

Uesides  all  this,  in  our  country  about  1,000,000  men  were  sacrificed  tn  our 
Civil  War,  and  that  decreed  1,000,000  women  to  celibacy.  Besides  that,  since  the 
war.  several  amiif-s  of  men  as  large  as  IhL-  Fwlcral  and  Confederate  armies  put 
together  have  fallen  under  malt  liquors  and  disUllcd  spirits  so  full  t>f  {Kiisoncd 
ingredients  that  the  work  was  done  more  rapidly,  and  the  victims  fell  while  yet 
young.  And  if  50.000  men  are  destroyed  every  year  by  strong  drink  before  raar- 
Ttage,  that  makes,  in  the  twenty-three  years  since  the  war,  1,150,000  men  slain, 
and  decrees  1,150,000  wonjen  to  celibacy.  Take  then  the  fact  that  so  many 
women  are  unhappy  in  their  marriage,  and  the  fact  that  llie  slaughter  of  3,150,000 
men  by  war  and  mm  combined,  decides  that  at  least  that  number  of  women  shall 
be  imaffiance<l  fnr  lift.-. 

In  addrtissing  these  women  who  will  have  to  fight  the  battle  of  life  alone,  I 
congratulate  you  on  your  happy  escape.  Rejoice  forever  that  you  will  not  have 
to  navigate  the  faults  of  the  other  sex,  when  you  have  faults  enough  of  your  own. 
Tliiuk  of  tlie  bereavements  you  avoid,  of  the  risk  of  uniu»wimilatcd  tem|x.T  which 
you  will  not  have  to  run,  of  the  cares  you  will  never  have  to  carr>-.  and  of  the 
opportunity  of  out'iide  uscfuhifss  from  which  marital  life  would  have  partially 
debarred  you.  and  that  you  are  free  to  go  and  come  as  one  wlio  has  tlie  responsi- 
bilities of  a  household  can  seldom  be.  God  has  not  given  you  a  hard  lot  as  com- 
pared with  your  sisters.  When  young  women  shall  make  up  their  minds  at  the 
start  that  masculine  coni]3aniouship  is  not  a  necessity  in  order  to  happiness,  and 
that  there  is  a  strong  proKibility  that  they  will  have  tofight  the  battle  of  life  alone, 
they  will  be  getting  the  timber  ready  for  their  own  fortunes  and  tlicir  saw  and  axe 
and  plane  sharpened  for  its  construction,  since  "every  wise  w*oman  buildeth  her 
house." 


SHOULD  LEARN  TO  SUPPORT  THEMSELVES. 

As  no  boy  ought  to  lie  brought  up  without  learning  some  biLsincss  at  which  he 
could  earn  a  livelihood,  so  no  girl  ought  to  be  brought  up  without  learning  the 
science  of  self-support.  The  diflicully  is  that  many  a  family  goes  sailing  on  the 
high  tides  of  success,  and  the  husband  and  father  dc-jx-nds  on  his  own  health  and 
actuuen  for  the  welfare  of  his  household;  but  one  day  he  gets  his  feet  wet,  and  in 
three  days  pneumonia  has  closed  his  life,  and  the  daughters  are  turned  out  on  a 
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cold  world  to  earn  bread,  and  Uiere  is  nothing  practical  that  they  can  do.     The 
friends  of  ihe  family  come  in  and  hold  consultaliun. 

"  Give  music  lessons,"  says  an  outsider.  Yes.  lliat  is  a  useful  calling,  and 
lif  you  have  great  genius  for  it  go  on  in  that  direction.  But  tlicre  are  enough 
lusic  teachers  now  star\-ing  to  death  in  all  our  towns  and  cities  to  occupy  all  the 
Mano  stools,  and  sofas,  and  chairs,  aiid  front  doorsteps  of  the  city.  Besides  that, 
'the  daughter  has  been 
playingonly  foranmsc- 
ment,  and  is  only  at 
the  foot  of  the  ladder, 
to  the  top  of  which  a 
great  multitude  of 
uLasters  on  piano,  aud 
harp,  and  flute,  and 
rgan  ha\'e  climbed. 

Put    the  bereft 
iughters    as    sales- 
len    in     stores," 
nsays  another  adviser. 
But   there  the>-  must 
compete  with  salesman 
of  long  experience,  or 
with   men   who  ttave 
tflerved  an  apprentice- 
ship in  connnercc,  and 
wlto  began    as    shop 
boys  at  ten  years  of 
age.     Some  kind- 
hearted  dry-goods  man  having  known  the  father,  now  gone, 
lys:    "  We  are   not  in    need  of  any   more   help  jnsl    now, 
It  send  you  daughters  to  my  store,  and  I  wilt  do  as  well  by 
them  as  possible."     Very  soon  the  question  comes  up:  *"Why 
do  not  tlie  female  employes  get  as  much  wages  as  the  male  Jii 

'employes?"     For  the  simple  reason  in  many  cases  the  females  ■  i'[ 

\iTere  suddenly  flung  by  misfortune  behind  that  counter,  while 
the  males  liave  from  the  day  they  left  the  puWic  school   been  learning  lie 
business. 

How  is  this  e\'il  to  be  cured  ?      Start  clear  back  in  the  homestead  and  teach 
tr  daughters  that  life  is  an  earnest  thing,  and  that  there  is  a  possibility,  if  nut  a 
[•trong  probability,  that  they  will  have  to  fight  the  battle  of  life  alone.     Let  every 
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father  and  mother  say  lo  their  daughters:  ' '  Now,  what  \routd  you  do  for  a  liveli- 
hood if  what  I  now  own  were  swept  away  by  Anancial  disaster,  or  old  age  or  death 
should  suddenly  end  my  career  ?" 

"  Well,  I  could  paint  on  potter>'  and  do  such  decorative  wort."  Yes,  that  is 
beautiful,  and  if  you  have  genius  for  it  go  on  in  that  direction.  But  many  others 
before  you  found  tlie  same  occupation  so  pleasant  that  now  it.  too.  is  overdone. 

"  Well,  I  could  make  recitations  in  public  and  earn  my  living  as  a  dramatist. 
I  could  render  A'ing  Lear  ^x  Macbeth  till  your  hair  would  rise  on  end,  or  give  you 
'Sheridan's  Ride'  or  Dtckeus'  'Pickwick.'  "  Yes,  that  is  a  beautiful  art,  but 
ever  and  anon,  as  now,  there  is  an  qiidcmic  of  drauiati^attun  that  makes  hun- 
dreds of  households  ncr\'uus  with  the  cries  and  shrieks  and  groans  of  young 
tragedians  dying  in  the  fifth  act.  and  the  trouble  is  that  while  your  friends  would 
like  to  hear  you,  and  really  think  that  you  could  surpass  Ristori  and  Charlotte 
Cushnian  and  Fanny  Kenihle  of  the  past,  to  say  nothing  of  the  present,  you  could 
not,  in  the  way  of  living,  in  ten  years  earn  ten  cents. 

My  advice  to  all  girls  and  all  unmarried  women,  whether  in  affluent  homes  or 
in  homes  where  most  astringent  economies  are  grinding,  is  lo  learn  to  do  some 
kind  of  work  that  the  world  must  have  while  the  world  stands.  I  am  glad  to  see 
a  marvelous  change  for  the  better,  and  that  women  have  found  out  that  tliere  arc 
hundreds  of  practical  things  that  a  woman  can  do  for  a  living  if  she  begin  soon 
enough,  and  that  men  havt*  Ixren  com[>elled  lo  admit  it.  You  and  I  can  remember 
when  the  majority  of  occupations  were  thought  inappropriate  for  women,  but  our 
Civil  War  came  and  the  hosts  of  men  went  forth  from  North  and  South,  and  lo 
conduct  the  bttsiness  of  our  cities  during  the  patriotic  absence,  women  were 
deinaiidird  by  the  tens  of  thousands  to  take  the  vacant  places,  and  mnltitudes  of 
women  who  had  been  hitherto  supported  by  fathers,  and  brothers,  and  sons,  were 
compelled  thenceforth  to  lake  care  of  themselves.  From  that  time  a  mighty 
change  took  place,  favorable  to  female  employment. 


APPPOPRIATE  OCCUPATIONS. 

Among  the  occupations  appropriate  for  women  \  place  the  following,  into 
many  of  which  she  has  already  entered,  and  all  the  others  she  will  enter:  Sten- 
ography, and  you  may  find  her  at  nearly  all  the  reportorial  stands  in  our  educa- 
tional, political  and  religious  meetings.  Savings  banks,  the  work  clean  and  hon- 
orable, and  who  so  great  a  right  to  toil  there  ?  for  a  wmnan  founded  the  first 
savings  bank.  Mrs.  Priscitla  Wakefield.  Copyists,  and  there  is  hardly  a  profes- 
sional man  that  does  not  need  the  ser\*ice  of  her  penmanship*  and,  as  amannensi.ii, 
many  of  the  greatest  botfks  of  our  day  have  been  dictated  for  her  writing.  There 
they  are  as  florists,  and  confectioners,  and  music  teachers,  and  stationers,  and  book- 
keepers, for  which  they  are  specially  qualifiul  by  patience  and  accurac)-;  and  in 
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wood  engjaving,  in  which  the  Cooper  Institute  lias  turned  out  so  many  qualified: 
and  telegraph)',  for  which  she  is  specially  prepared,  as  thousands  of  the  telegraphic 
offices  would  testify.  Photography,  and  in  nearly  all  our  establishments  they  may 
be  found  there  at  cheerful  work.  As  workers  in  ivory,  and  gutta-percha,  and  gum- 
elastic,  and  tortoise-shell,  and  gilding,  and  in  chemicals,  in  porcelain,  in  terra  cotta. 
in  embroidery.  As  postmistresses,  and  the  President  is  giving  them  appointments 
all  over  the  land.  As  keepers  of  lighlbouses.  many  of  them,  if  Ihey  had  the 
chance,  ready  to  do  as  brave  a  thing  with  oar  and  txiat  as  did  Ida  Lci^-is  and 
Grace  Darling.  As  proof-readers,  as  translators,  as  modellers,  as  designers,  as 
draught-women,  as  lithographers,  as  teachers  in  schools  and  seminaries,  for  which 
they  are  specially  endowed,  the  first  teacher  of  every  child,  by  divine  arrangement, 
being  a  woman.  As  physicians,  having  graduated  after  a  regular  course  of  study 
from  the  female  colleges  of  our  large  cities,  where  they  get  as  scientific  and  thor- 
ough preparation  as  any  doctors  ever  had,  and  go  forth  to  a  work  which  no  one 
but  women  could  so  appropriately  or  delicately  do.  On  the  lecturing  platfonn, 
for  you  know  the  brilliant  success  of  Mrs.  Livcrmore,  and  Mrs.  HoUowcH,  and 
Mrs.  Willard,  and  Mrs.  I,a.thn)p.  As  physiological  lecturers  to  their  own  sex,  for 
which  ser\'icc  there  is  a  demand  appalling  and  terrific.  As  preachers  of  the  gospel 
and  all  the  protests  of  ecclesiastical  courts  cannot  hinder  them,  for  they  have  a 
pathos  and  a  power  in  their  religious  utterances  that  men  can  never  reach.  Wit- 
ness all  tliose  who  have  heard  their  mother  pray. 

O  young  women  of  America,  as  many  of  you  will  have  to  fight  your  own 
battles  alone,  do  not  wait  until  you  are  flung  by  disaster  upon  the  world;  until 
your  father  is  dead,  and  all  the  resources  of  your  family  have  Ixtru  «rattered,  but 
now.  while  in  good  house  and  environed  by  all  prosperities,  learn  how  to  do  some 
kind  of  work  that  the  world  must  have  as  long  as  the  world  stands.  Turn  your 
attention  from  the  embroidery  of  fine  slipi»ers,  of  which  there  is  a  surplus,  and 
make  the  useful  shoe.  Expend  the  time  in  which  you  adorn  a  cigar  casein  learn- 
ing how  to  make  a  good,  honest  loaf  of  bread.  Turn  your  attention  from  the 
making  of  flimsy  nothings  to  the  manufacturing  of  important  somethings. 

Much  of  the  time  spent  in  young  ladies'  seminaries  in  studying  what  are 
called  the  "  higher  branches,"  might  better  be  expended  in  teaching  them  some- 
thing by  which  they  could  support  themselves.  If  you  are  going  to  be  teachers, 
or  if  you  have  so  much  a.ssurcd  wealth  that  you  can  always  dwell  in  those  high 
regions,  trigonoraetcry.  of  course,  metaph>-sics,  of  course,  I^tin,  and  Greek,  and 
G«rman,  and  French,  and  Italian,  of  course,  and  a  hundred  otlicr  things,  of  course, 
but  if  you  are  not  expecting  to  teach,  and  yotir  wealth  is  not  established  beyond 
misfortune,  after  you  have  learned  the  ordinary  branches,  take  hold  of  that  kind 
of  study  that  will  pay  in  dollars  and  cents  in  case  you  are  thrown  on  your  own 
resources.     Learn  to  do  something  better  than  anybody  else.      Buy  Virginia 
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authoress,  do  you  suppose  applied  to  become  skilled  in  the  druggist  business  and 
printing  business?  Not  one!  One  young  woman  said  she  would  be  willing  lo 
try  the  printing  business  for  six  months,  but  by  that  time  her  older  sister  would 
be  married,  and  then  her  mother  would  want  her  at  home.  My  sisters,  it  will  be 
skilled  womanly  labor  thai  will  finally  triumph. 

"  But."  you  ask,  "what  would  my  father  and  mother  say  if  they  saw  I  was 
doing  such  unfashionable  work  ?"  Throw  the  whole  responsibility  upon  the  pas- 
tor of  the  Brooklyn  Tabernacle,  who  is  constantly  hearing  of  yoniig  women  in  all 
these  cities  who  nnqitalificd  by  their  previous  luxurious  surroundings  for  the 
awful  struggle  oflife  into  which  they  have  been  suddenly  hurled,  seemed  to  have 
nothing  left  them  but  a  choice  between  starvation  and  damnation.  There  they 
go  along  the  street  seven  o'clock  in  the  wintry  mornings,  through  the  slush  and 
stonn,  lo  the  plaet  where  they  shall  earn  only  half  enough  for  subsistence,  the 
daughters  of  once  prosperous  merchants,  lawyers,  clcrg>*men,  artists,  bankers  and 
capitalists  who  brought  up  their  children  under  the  infernal  delusion  that  it  was 
not  high-toned  for  women  to  learn  a  profitable  calling.  Young  women,  take  this 
affair  in  your  own  hands  and  let  there  be  an  insurrection  in  all  prosperous  families 
of  Brooklyn  and  New  York  and  Christendom  on  the  part  of  the  daughters  of  this 
day,  demantiing  knowledge  in  occ'upations  and  styles  of  business  by  which  Ihey 
may  lie  their  own  defence  and  their  own  sup^Kirt  if  alt  fatherly  and  husbandly  and 
brotherly  hands  forever  fait  them. 

I  have  seen  two  sad  sights — the  one  a  woman  in  all  the  glory  of  her  young 
life  stricken  by  disease,  and  in  a  week  lifeless  in  a  home  of  which  she  had  been 
the  pride.  As  her  hands  were  folded  over  the  still  heart  and  tier  eyes  closed  for 
the  last  slumber,  and  she  was  taken  out  amid  the  lamentations  of  kindred  and 
friends,  I  thought  that  was  a  sadness  immeasurable.  But  1  have  seen  something 
compared  with  which  that  .scene  was  bright  and  songful.  It  was  a  young  woman 
who  had  been  all  licr  days  amid  wealthy  surroundings,  by  the  visit  of  death  and 
l>ankruptcy  to  the  household  turned  out  on  a  cold  world  withcmt  one  lesson  about 
how  to  get  food  or  shelter,  and  into  the  awftd  whirlpool  of  city  life  where  strong 
ships  have  gone  down,  and  for  twenty  years  not  one  word  has  been  heard  from 
her.  Vessels  recently  went  out  on  the  Atlantic  Ocean  looking  for  a  shipwrecked 
craft  that  was  left  alone  and  forsaken  on  the  sea,  with  the  idea  of  bringing  it  into 
port.  But  who  shall  ever  bring  again  into  tlie  liarbor  of  peace  and  hope  and 
hea\'en  that  lost  womanly  immortal,  driven  into  what  tempest,  aflame  in  what 
conflagration,  sinking  into  what  abyss?    O  God,  help  !     O  Christ,  rescue  ! 


¥K>MEN'S  WAGES  TO  INCREASL 


My  sisters,  give  not  your  lime  to  leaniing  fancy  work  which  the  world  may 
dispense  wiili  when  hard  limes  come,  but  coimcct  your  skill  with  ihc  indispeusables 
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Let  me  say  to  all  women  who  have  already  cntCKtl  upon  the  battle  of  life  that 
the  time  is  coming  when  woman  shall  not  only  get  as  much  salary  and  wages  as 
men  get,  but  for  certain  styles  of  employment  women  will  have  higher  salary  and 
more  wages,  for  the  reason  that  for  some  styles  of  work  they  have  more  adaptation. 
But  this  justice  will  come  to  woman  not  through  any  sentiment  of  gallantry,  not 

[because  woman  is  physically  weaker  than  man  and  therefore  ought  to  ha\"e  more 
consideration  shown  her,  but  because  through  her  finer  natural  taste  and  more 
grace  of  manner  and  quicker  perception  and  more  delicate  touch  and  more  educated 

[Adroitness  slie  will,  in  certain  callings,  be  to  her  employer  wortli   10  per  cent 

more,  or  20  per  cent  more  than  the  other  sex.  She  will  not  get  it  by  asking  for 
it.  but  by  eaniiug  it,  and  it  shall  be  hers  by  lawful  conquest. 

Now,  men  uf  America,  be  fair  and  give  the  women  a  chance  I  Are  you  afraid 
that  they  will  do  some  of  your  work,  and  hence  harm  your  prosperities  ?     Remeni- 

Ibcr  tliat  there  are  scores  of  thousands  of  men  doing' women's  work.  Do  not  be 
afraid !  Gotl  knows  the  end  from  the  beginning,  and  He  knou-s  how  many  jjetiple 
tilts  world  cin  feed  and  shelter,  and  when  it  gets  too  full  He  will  end  the  world, 
and,  if  need  be.  start  another.  God  will  halt  the  inventive  faculty,  \vhich.  by 
producing  a  machine  that  will  do  tlie  work  of  ten  or  twenty  or  too  men  and 
women,  will  leave  that  numtier  of  people  witliout  work.  1  hope  that  there  will 
not  be  invented  another  sewing  machine,  or  reaping  macliine,  or  cont  thresher,  or 
any  other  new  machine  for  the  next  500  years.  We  want  no  more  wotjden  hands, 
Bud  iron  hands,  and  steel  hands,  and  electric  hands  substituted  for  men  and  women 
who  would  otherwise  do  the  work  and  get  the  pay  and  earn  the  livelihood. 


WOMEN  WHO  HAVE  WON  THE  DAY. 

Itut  God  will  arrange  all,  and  all  we  have  to  do  is  to  do  our  best  and  triLst 
Him  for  the  rest.  Let  me  cheer  alt  women  fighting  the  battle  of  life  alone  with 
the  fact  that  thousamls  of  women  ha\*e.  in  that  way,  won  the  day.  And  tens  of 
thousands  of  womeu  of  whose  braver>'  and  self-sacrifice  and  glor>' of  character  the 
world  has  made  no  record,  but  whose  deeds  are  in  the  heavenlj-  archives  of 
martyrs,  who  fought  the  batik  alone  and.  though  unrecognized  for  Uie  short 
thirty  or  fifty  or  eighty  years  of  their  earthly  existence,  shall,  through  the  quin- 
tillion  ages  of  the  higher  world,  be  pointed  out  with  the  admiring  crj*  "These  are 
they  who  have  won  a  tribute  from  mankind  and  a  blessing  of  God  by  the  force  of 
thdr  own  genius,  by  tlie  persistenc)'  of  their  faith,  by  duties  well  performed." 

\M  me  also  say  for  the  encouragement  of  all  women  fighting  the  battle  of 
life  alone  that  their  conflict  will  soon  end.  There  is  one  word  written  over  the 
&ces  of  many  of  them,  and  that  word  is.  Despair.  My  »ster,  you  need  appeal 
to  that  Christ  who  comforted  the  sisters  of  Bethany  in  their  domestic  tnmble.  and 
who  in  Hi&  last  hours  furgut  all  the  pangs  of  Ills  own  bauds  and  iect  aud  heart  as 
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UNHAPPY  MARRIAGES.  AND  HOW  THEY  MAY  BE  AVOIDED. 

'IBLE  biography  inlrodiictrs  to  our  notice  a  drunken  bloat 
owning  a  large  property.  Before  the  day  of  safety  deposits 
uiiil  govt-mnient  lionds  and  national  banks,  people  had  their 
investments  in  flocks  and  herds,  nnd  a  certain  man,  named 
Nabal,  had  much  of  his  passessions  in  livestock.  He 
came  also  of  a  distingtiished  family  and  had  glorious 
Caleb  for  an  ancestor.  But  this  descendant  was  a  sneak, 
a  churl,  a  sot  and  a  fool.  One  instance,  lo  illustrate: 
It  was  a  wool-raising  cauntr\',  and  at  thetimeofshear- 
hig  a  great  feast  was  prepared  for  the  shearer;  and 
David  and  his  warriors,  who  had  in  other  days  saved  from  destruction  the  thresh- 
ing floors  of  Nabal,  sent  to  him  asking,  in  this  time  of  plenty,  for  some  bread  for 
fheir  starving  men.  And  Nabal  cried  out:  "Who  is  David?"  As  though  an 
Englishman  had  said:  "  Who  is  Wellington?"  or  a  German  should  say:  "Who 
is  Von  Moltkc  ?"  or  an  American  should  *ay  i  "  Who  is  Washington  ?"  Nothing 
did  Nabal  give  to  the  starving  men,  and  that  night  the  scoundrel  lay  dead  drunk 
at  home,  and  the  Hible  gives  us  a  full-length  picture  of  him  sprawling  and  maud- 
lin  and  helpless. 

Now  that  was  the  man  whom  Abigail,  the  lovely  and  gracious  and  good 
woman,  married — a  tuberose  planted  beside  a  thistle,  a  palm  branch  twined  into  a 
wreath  of  deadly  nightshade.  Surely  that  was  not  one  of  the  injitches  made  in 
heaven.  We  throw  up  our  bands  in  horror  at  that  wedding.  How  did  she  ever 
consent  to  link  her  destinies  with  such  a  creature  ?  Well,  she  no  doubt  thought  that 
it  would  be  an  honor  to  Iw  associated  with  an  aristocratic  family  and  no  one  can 
despise  a  great  name.  Beside  this,  wealth  would  come,  and  with  it  chains  of  gold 
and  mansions  lighted  by  .swinging  lamps  of  aromatic  oil.  and  resounding  with  the 
cheer  of  banqueters  seated  at  tables  laden  with  wines  from  the  richest  vineyards, 
aiid  fniits  from  ripest  orchards,  and  nuts  threshed  from  foreign  woods,  and  meats 
smoking  in  platters  of  gold  set  on  by  slaves  in  bright  uniform,  liefore  she 
plij;hted  her  troth  with  this  dissijrated  man  she  sometimes  said  to  herself:  "  How 
can  I  endure  him  ?  To  be  associated  for  life  witli  such  a  debauchee  I  cannot  and 
will  not !"  But  then  again  she  said  to  herself:  "  It  is  time  I  was  married,  and 
this  is  a  cold  world  to  depend  on,  and  perhaps  I  might  do  worse,  and  may  be  I 

1II5J 


It6 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  UFE. 


wiil  make  a  sober  man  out  of  him.  and  marriage  is  a  lottcrj-  anyhow."  And  when 
one  <lay  tliis  rL-iircsentalivi;  of  a  great  house  presented  himself  in  a  parenthesis  of, 
sobriety,  and  with  an  assumed  geniality  and  gallantry  of  manner,  and  witUj 
promises  of  fidelity  and  kindness  and  self-abnegation,  a  June  moniing  smiled  on 
a  March  squall,  and  the  great-souled  woman  surrendered  her  happiness  to  the 
keeping  of  this  infamous  son  of  fortune  whose  possessions  were  in  Carmtl-  and  the 
man  was  vcr>-  prcal,  and  he  had  .^ooo  sheep  and  locx)  goats. 

AH  EVERV-DAV  TRAGEDY. 

Behold  here  a  domestic  tragedy  repeated  every  hour  of  every  day  all  over 
Christendom — marriage  for  worldly  success  without  regard  to  character.  So 
Marie  Jeanne  Pliilpon,  the  daughter  of  the  humble  engraver  of  Paris,  became  the 
famous  Mme.  Roland  of  history,  the  vivacious  and  brilliant  girl  nnite<i  with  the 
cold,  formal,  monotonous  man  because  lie  came  of  an  affluent  family  of  Amicus 
and  Had  lordly  blood  in  his  veins.  The  day.  when  through  pijlitical  revolution, 
this  patriotic  womau  was  led  to  the  scaffold  around  which  lay  piles  of  liumau 
heads  that  had  fallen  from  the  axe,  she  said  to  an  aged  man  wlunu  she  liad  com- 
forted; "  Go  first  that  yon  may  not  witness  my  death,"  and  then  undaunted  tooli 
her  turn  to  die — that  day  was  to  her  only  tlie  last  act  of  a  tragedy  of  which  hef^ 
uncongenial  marriage  day  was  the  first. 

Good  and  genial  character  in  a  m^n  is  the  very  first  requisite  for  a  woman's 
happy  marriage.  Mistake  mc  not  as  deprcciativc  of  worldly  prosperities.  There 
is  a  religions  cant  that  would  seem  to  represent  poverty  ns  a  virtue  and  wealth  as 
a  crime.  I  can  take  you  through  &  thousand  mansions  where  Gocl  is  as  much 
worshiped  as  He  ever  was  in  a  cabin.  The  gospel  inculcates  the  virtues  whidi 
tend  toward  wealth.  In  the  millennium  we  will  all  dwell  in  palaces  and  ride  in 
chariots,  and  sit  at  sumptuous  banquets,  and  sleep  under  rich  embroideries,  and 
live  400  or  500  years;  for  if,  according  to  the  Bible,  in  those  times  a  child  shall 
die  100  years  old,  the  average  of  human  life  will  be  at  least  five  centuries.  Tlie 
whole  tendency  of  sin  is  toward  povcrt\*.  and  the  whole  tcndenc>*  of  righteonsness 
is  toward  wealth.  Godliness  is  profitable  for  the  life  that  now  is  as  well  as  for  that 
which  is  to  come.  No  inventorj-  can  be  made  of  the  picture  galleries  consecrated 
to  God,  and  of  sculpture  and  of  libraries  and  pillared  magnificence,  and  of  parks 
and  fountains  and  gardens  in  the  ownership  of  good  men  and  women.  The  two 
most  lordly  residences  in  which  I  was  ever  a  guest  had  morning  and  evening 
prayers,  all  the  employes  present,  and  all  day  long  there  was  an  air  of  chcerftil 
piety  in  the  conversation  and  Ijchavior.  I^rd  Radsltx-k  carried  the  gaspel  to  the 
Russian  nobility.  .  Lord  Cavan  and  Lord  Cairns  si»ent  their  vacation  in  evangelis- 
tic ser\-ices.  Lord  Congleton  became  missionary  to  Bagdad.  And  the  Christ  who 
was  bom  in  an  l^astern  caravansar)'  has  a^ain  and  again  lived  in  a  palace. 
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step  clown  and  spend  ami  eveiung 
witli  >ini;  and  other  shelves  to  whkh 
)OU  may  go  while  you  feel  disgusted 
with  the  sUanis  of  tlie  world  and  ask 
Thackeray  to  express  your  chagrin, 
or  Charles  Dickeus  to  expose  the 
Pecksniffianisin.  or  Thomas  Carlylc 
to  tbuuder  your  indigiiatinii,  or  the 
oilier  shelves  wliere  the  old  gospel 
writers  stand  ready  to  warm  and 
cheer  us  while  they  o|>en  dwirs  into 
that  city  which  is  so  hriglit  the 
noonday  sun  is  abolislicd. 

There  ia  no  virtue  in  owning  a 
horse  that  takes  four  minutes  to  go 
o  mile  if  you  can  own  one  thai  can 
go  in  a  little  o\X'r  two  minutes  and 
a  half;  no  virtue  in  running  into 
.the  teetli  of  a  nortlieast  wind  with 
'tliin  apparel  if  you  can  afford  furs; 
no  virtue  in  being  poor  when  you 
can  honestly  be  rich.  There  are 
names  of  men  and  wnmen  that  I 
have  only  to  mention,  and  they  sug- 
gest not  only  wealth,  but  religion 
awl  geiieriisity  and  pliihiiilltnipv, 
such  OA  Amo<t  Lawrence.  James 
Lennox.  Peter  Cooper,  William  E. 
Dodge,  Shaftesburj',  Miss  Wolfe  and 
Mrs,  Astor. 

If  there  be  good  moral  charac- 
ter, accompanied  by  affluent  circum- 
stances. I  congratulate  you,  Tf 
not,  let  the  raoniing  lark  fly  clear 
of  the  Rocky  Mountain  eagle.  The 
■tacrificc  of  woman  on  the  altar  of 
social  and  6naticinl  expectation  is 
cruel  and  stupendous.  I  sketch  you 
a  scene  yon  have  more  than  once 
witnessed. 


l^> 


/ 


j^ 


'^'/ 


^\ 


■U 


^ 


m 


■m. 


L-Sc'S). 


*^- 


^?i^^ 


120 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


A  PICTURE  FROM  LIFE. 

A  comfortable  liome,  with  nothing  more  than  ordinar>'  surroundings,  but  an 
attractive  daughter  carefully  and  Chnsttaiily  reared.  From  the  outside  world 
comes  in  a  man  with  nothing  but  money — unless  you  count  iimfaiiity  and  selfish- 
iiess  and  fondness  for  cluimpagne  and  general  recklessness  as  a  part  of  hLs 
possessions.  He  has  his  coat  collar  tunied  up  when  there  is  no  chill  in  the  air, 
but  Ijecause  it  gives  him  an  air  of  abandon;  and  eyr^glass,  not  because  he  is  near- 
sighted, but  because  It  gives  a  classical  appearance;  and  with  an  attire  somewhat  loud, 
a  cane  thick  enough  to  be  the  club  of  Kerculc:^  and  clutched  at  the  middle,  his 
conversation  interlarded  with  Krencli  phrases  inaccurately  prononuced,  ami  a 
sweep  of  manner  indicating  that  he  was  not  born  like  most  folks,  but  terrestrially 
landed.  Ity  arts  learned  of  the  devil  he  insinuates  himself  into  the  afTections  of 
the  daughter  of  that  Christian  home.  All  the  kindred  congratulate  her  on  the 
almost  supematurally  bright  prospects.  Reports  come  in  that  the  young  man  is 
fast  in  his  habits;  that  he  has  broken  .several  young  hearts,  and  that  he  is  mean 
and  selfish  and  cruel.  But  all  this  is  covered  up  with  the  fact  that  he  has  several 
houses  ill  his  own  name,  and  has  large  dej^^osits  at  the  hank,  anil,  nmrv  than  all, 
has  a  father  worth  many  hundred  thousand  dollars  and  ver\-  feeble  in  health,  and 
may  any  day  drop  off,  and  this  is  the  only  son.  and  a  round  dollar  held  close  to 
one's  eye  is  large  enough  to  shut  out  a  great  desert,  and  how  much  more  will 
several  bushels  of  dollars  shut  out. 

The  marriage  day  comes  and  goes.  The  wedding  ring  was  costly  enough, 
and  the  orange  blos-soms  fragrant  enough,  and  the  lienediction  solemn  enough, 
and  the  wedding  march  .tlirring  enongh.  And  the  audience  slieil  tears  of  sympa- 
thetic gladness,  supposing  that  the  craft  containing  the  tw'o  has  sailed  ofi*  on  a 
placid  lake,  although  Ciod  knows  that  they  are  lamichcd  on  a  dead  sea,  its  waters 
brackish  with  tears,  and  ghastly  with  faces  of  despair  floating  to  the  surface  and 
then  going  down.  There  they  arc,  the  newly  married  pair  in  their  new  home. 
He  turns  out  to  be  a  tyrant.  Her  will  is  nothing,  his  will  ever)*thing.  Lavish  of 
money  for  his  own  ]>teasnro.  he  liegmdgcs  her  Ihe  pennies  he  pinches  out  into  her 
trembling  palm.  Instea*!  of  the  kind  word*  she  left  behind  in  her  former  Iiome, 
now  there  arc  complaints  and  fault-findings  and  cuntcs.  He  is  the  master  and  she 
the  slave.  Thu  worst  villain  on  earth  is  the  man  who,  having  captured  a  woman 
from  her  father's  house,  and  after  the  oath  of  the  marriage  altar  has  been  pronounced, 
says,  by  his  manner  if  not  in  words:  *'  I  have  yon  now  in  my  power,  ^Tiat  can 
you  do?  My  arm  is  stronger  than  yours.  My  voice  is  louder  tlmn  yours.  My 
fortune  is  greater  than  yours.  My  name  is  mightier  tlmn  yours.  Now  crouch 
before  me  like  a  dog.  Now  crawl  away  from  me  like  a  reptile.  You  are  nothing 
but  a  woman,  anyhow.  lV>wn.  you  niiserable  wretch!"  Can  halls  of  m(^>saic, 
can  ton^'  lines  nf  Ktrusoan  bronze,  or  statuary  by  Palmer  and  Powcpj  and  Crawford 
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and  ChaiilO"  and  Cano\-a,  can  galleries  rich  from  the  i)cncil  of  Bierstadt  aud 
Church  and  Keuset  and  Cole  and  Cropsey,  could  vitiliiis  played  on  by  an  Olc  Bull, 
or  pianos  fingered  by  a  flottschalk,  or  solos  warbled  by  a  Sontag.  could  wardrolxrs 
lilte  that  of  a  Marie  Antninette,  eonid  jewels  like  those  of  a  Eugenie  make  a  wife 
in  such  a  oompanionshiji  hai^n  ? 

Imprisoned  in  a  casile  !  Her  gold  bracelet;  are  the  chains  of  a  lifelong  serx-i- 
tude.  There  b  a  sword  over  her  cverj-  feast,  not  like  that  of  Damocles,  staying 
suspended,  but  dropping  through  her  latt:rated  heart.  Her  wardrobe  is  full  of 
sJirouds  ftir  deaths  which  she  dies  daily,  and  she  is  bviriwl  alivv  though  buried 
under  gorgeous  upliolster>'.  There  is  one  word  that  sounds  under  the  arches,  and 
rolls  along  the  corridors,  and  weeps  in  the  falling  fountains,  and  echoes  in  the 
shutthig  of  every  door,  aud  groans  in  every  note  of  stringed  and  wind  instrument: 
"Woe!  Woe!"  The  oxen  and  sheep  in  olden  time  brought  to  the  temple  of 
Jupiter  to  be  Bacrificed  used  to  be  covered  with  ribbons  and  flowers,  ribbons  on  the 
horns  and  flowers  on  the  neck.  But  the  floral  and  ribboned  decorations  did  not 
make  the  stab  of  the  butcher's  knife  less  deathful,  and  all  the  chandeliers  you  hang 
o\'ersuch  a  woman,  and  all  the  robes  with  which  you  euwTap  her,  and  all  the 
riblwns  with  which  you  adoniber,  and  all  the  bewitching  charms  with  which  you 
embank  her  footsteps,  are  the  ribbons  and  flowers  of  a  horrible  butchery. 

TWO  DUCAL  PALACES. 

As  if  to  show  how  wTetched  a  good  woman  may  be  in  splendid  surroundings 
vrc  have  two  recent  illustrations,  two  ducal  palaces  in  Great  Britain.  Each  is  a 
focus  of  the  best  things  that  are  possible  in  art,  in  literature,  in  architecture,  the 
accumulation  nf  other  estates  until  their  wealth  is  Ixryond  calculation,  and  their 
grandeur  beyond  description.  One  of  the  castles  has  a  cabinet  set  with  gems  Ihot 
cost  $2,500,000,  and  the  walls  of  it  bloom  with  Renibrandts  and  Claudes  and 
Poussins  and  Guidos  and  Raphaels,  and  there  arc  tioutlidowti  flocks  in  summer 
grazing  on  its  lawns  and  Arab  steeds  prancing  at  the  doorways  on  tlie  "first  open 
day  at  the  kennels."  From  the  one  castle  the  Duchess  has  remm-ed  with  her 
children  because  she  can  no  longer  endi*re  the  orgies  of  her  husband,  the  Duke, 
snd  in  the  other  castle  the  Duchess  remains  confronted  by  insults  aud  abomiuations 
in  the  presence  of  which  I  do  not  think  God  or  decent  society  requires  a  good 
woman  to  remain.  Alas,  for  these  ducal  country  seats  !  The>',  on  a  large  scale, 
iUn.<;trate  what  on  a  f>maller  scale,  may  be  seen  in  many  places,  that  without  moral 
character  in  a  husband  all  the  accessories  of  wealth  are  to  a  wife's  soul  tantahzation 
and  mocker>'.  WTicn  Abigail  finds  Xabal,  her  husband,  beastly  drunk  as  she 
comes  home  from  interceding  for  his  fortune  and  life,  it  was  no  alleviation  that  Uie 
old  brute  had  jx>sscssions  in  Carmel.  and  "  was  \'er>'  great,  and  bad  3000  sheep 
and  logo  g<xits"  and  he,  the  worst  goat  anumg  them.  The  animal  in  his  nature 
seized  the  soul  in  its  mouth  and  ran  off  with  :t. 
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Before  things  are  right  in  this  world,  genteel  villains  are  lo  be  expurgated. 
Instead  of  being  welcomed  into  respectable  society  because  of  tlie  amount  of  stars 
and  garters  and  medals  and  estates  they  represent,  they  ought  to  be  fumigated 
two  or  thn.1"  years  l>efore  tliey  are  allowed,  without  peril  to  themselves,  to  put 
their  hand  on  the  dwir-knob  of  a  moral  house.  The  time  must  come  when  a 
masculine  estray  will  be  as  repugnant  to  good  society  &s  a  feminine  estray,  and  no 
coat  of  arms  or  family  emblazonry  or  epaulet  can  pass  a  Lothario  nnchallcnged 
among  the  sanctities  of  home  life.  By  what  law  of  God  or  common  sense  is  an 
Absalom  better  than  a  Delilah,  a  Don  Juan  better  than  a  Messalina  ?  Tlie  brush 
that  paints  the  one  black  must  paint  the  other  black.  But  what  a  spectacle  it  van 
when  one  summer  much  of  watering-place  society  went  wild  with  enthusiasm  o\'cr 
an  unclean  foreign  dignitary  whose  name  in  both  hemispheres  is  a  synonym  for 
profligacy,  and  princesses  of  American  society  from  all  parts  of  the  land  had  him 
ride  in  their  carriages  and  sit  at  their  tables,  though  they  knew  him  to  be  a 
portable  lazaretto,  a  chariiel  house  of  moral  putrefacation.  his  breath  a  typhoid, 
his  foot  th.it  of  a  satyr,  and  his  Umch  death.  Here  is  an  evil  thai  men  cannot 
stop,  but  women  uiay.  Keep  all  such  out  of  your  parlors,  have  no  recognition 
for  tlieni  in  the  street,  and  no  more  think  of  allying  your  life  and  destiny  with 
theirs  than  "  gales  from  Araby  "  would  consent  to  pass  the  honeymoon  with  an 
Egyptian  plague.  All  ttie  money  or  social  position  a  bad  man  brings  lo  a  woman 
in  marriage  is  a  splendid  despair,  a  gilded  horror,  a  brilliant  agony,  a  prolonged 
death,  and  the  longer  the  marital  lunon  lasts  the  more  evident  will  be  the  fact 
that  she  might  better  never  have  been  bom.  Yet  you  and  I  have  been  at  britliant 
weddings  where,  before  the  feast  was  over,  the  bridegroom's  tongue  was  thick 
and  his  eye  glassy  and  his  step  a  stagger,  ns  he  clicked  glasses  with  jolly  com- 
rades, all  going  with  lightning  lirailetl  express  train  to  the  fatal  crash  o\'er  the 
embankment  of  a  ruined  life  and  a  lost  eternity. 

Wonwn,  join  not  your  right  hand  with  such  a  right  hand.     Accept  from 

such  a  one  no  jewel  for  finger  or  ear,  hat  that  sparkle  of  precious  stone  turn  out 

to  be  the  eye  of  a  basilisk;  and  let  not  the  ring  come  on  the  finger  of  your  right 

hand,  lest  that  ring  tuni  out  to  be  one  link  of  a  chain  that  shall  bind  you  in 

ne\'er-ending  captivity.     In  the  name  of  God  and  Heaven  and  home,  in  the  name 

of  all  time  and  all  eternity,  I  forbid  the  banns  !     Consent  not  to  join  one  of  the 

many  regiments  of  women  who  have  married  for  worldly  success,  without  regard 

to  moral  character. 

A  ROYAL  MARRIAGE. 

If  you  are  ambitions,  0  woman,  for  iiol)le  affiancing,  why  not  marr>*  a  king? 
And  to  that  hcmor  you  are  invited  by  the  monarch  of  heaven  and  eartli.  And 
this  day  a  voice  from  the  skies  sounds  forth:  "As  tlie  bridegroom  rejoiceth  over 
the  bride  so  shall  thy  God  rejoice  over  thee."     Let  Him  put  upon  thee  the  ring 
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of  this  royal  nmrriagc.  Here  is  an  liouor  worth  reaching  ader.  By  repeiitsucc 
ami  faith  ynii  may  come  hito  a  marriage  with  the  Emperor  of  universal  domtiiioii, 
and  you  may  be  an  empress  uuto  God  forever  and  reign  with  Him  in  palaces  that 
the  centuries  cannot  crumble  or  cannonades  demolish.  High  worldly  marriage  is 
not  necessarj'  for  women,  or  marriage  of  any  kind,  in  order  to  your  happiness. 
Celibacy  has  been  honored  by  llie  best  being  that  ever  lived  and  His  greatest 
ftpostle — Christ  and  Pan!.  What  higher  honor  could  single  life  on  earth  have? 
But  what  you  need,  O  woman,  is  to  be  affianced  forever  and  forever,  and  the 
haniis  of  tliat  marriage  the  angeU  will  pnblish  in  hosannas  of  rejoicing. 

One  of  the  most  stirring  passaged  in  htstor>'  with  which  I  am  acquainted 
telLs  us  how  Cleopatra,  the  exiled  queen  of  Egypt,  won  the  sympathy  of  Julius 
Ccesar,  the  conqueror,  until  he  liecame  the  bridegroom  and  she  the  bride.  Pri\*en 
from  her  throne,  she  sailed  away  on  the  Mediterranean  Sea  in  a  stonu.  and  when 
tlie  large  ship  anchon.>d  she  put  out  with  one  womanly  friend  in  a  :>maU  boat  until 
she  arrived  at  Alexandria,  where  was  Ca?sar,  the  great  general.  Knowing  that 
she  woul<l  [lot  be  permitted  to  land  or  pass  the  guards  on  the  way  to  Caesar's 
palace,  she  laid  upon  ttie  bottom  of  tlic  boat  some  shawls  and  scarfs  and  richly 
dyed  upholstery,  and  then  lay  down  upon  them,  anil  her  friend  wrappe*!  her  in 
_them,  and  she  was  admitted  ashore  iu  this  wrapping  of  goods,  which  was 
lounced  as  a  present  for  Ciesar.  This  bundle  was  permitted  to  pass  the  guards 
the  gates  of  the  palace,  and  was  put  down  at  the  feet  of  the  Roman  general. 
When  the  bundle  was  unrolled  there  rose  before  Caesar  one  whose  courage  and 
beauty  and  brilliancy  arc  the  astonishment  of  the  ages.  This  exiled  queen  of 
Egj-pt  told  the  story  of  her  sorrows,  and  he  promised  her  that  she  should  get 
back  her  throne  in  Eg\pt  and  lake  ilie  throne  of  wifely  dominion  in  his  own 
heart.  Afterwards  they  made  a  triumphal  tour  in  a  barge  that  the  pictures  of 
many  art  galleries  have  called  "  Cleopatra's  Barge."  and  that  barge  was  covered 
with  a  silken  awning,  and  its  deck  was  soft  with  luxuriant  carpets  and  the  oars 
were  ah-er-tipped,  and  the  prow  was  gold-mounted,  and  the  air  was  redolent  with 
the  spiccr>'  of  tropical  gardens  and  resonant  with  the  music  that  made  tlic  night 
glad  as  the  day.  Yon  may  rejoice.  O  woman  !  that  you  are  not  a  Cleopatra  and 
that  the  one  to  whom  you  may  be  a£fianced  had  uoue  of  the  sins  of  Caesar,  the 
conqueror.  But  it  suggests  to  me  how  you,  a  soul  exiled  from  happiness  and 
peace,  may  find  your  way  to  the  feet  of  the  conqueror  of  tlie  earth  and  sky. 
Though  it  may  Ije  a  dark  night  uf  spiritxial  agitatiou  in  which  yon  pnl  out,  into 
the  harbor  of  peace  you  may  sail,  and  when  alt  the  wrappings  of  fear  ^and  doubt 
and  sin  shall  be  removed,  you  will  be  found  at  tlie  feet  of  Him  who  will  put  you 
on  a  throne,  to  be  acknowledged  as  His  in  the  day  when  all  the  silver  trumpets 
of  the  sky  shall  proclaim,  "Behold  the  bridegroom  cometh."  and  in  a  barge  of 
light  you  shall  sail  with  Him  the  river  whose  source  is  the  fool  of  the  throne, 
and  whose  mouth  is  at  the  sea  of  glass  mingled  with  fire. 
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ENERAL  JKPHTHAH,  tlie  coiumander-iii-cliief  of  the  Israel- 
itish  forces  is  buckling  on  the  sword  for  the  exteriiiiimtmn  of 
_^       the  pestiferous  Amnioiiites,  and  looking  up  to  the  sky,  lie 
promises  that  if  Gi.«l  will  ^'ve  him  the  victory  he  will  put  to 
death  and  sacrifice  as  a  huriinl  offcriji};  the  first  thing  that 
comes  out  from  the  door  of  his  homestead  when  he  returns. 
The  hurrahing  of  triumph  soon  nnis  along  the  Iiue  of  all  the 
companies,  regiments  and  divisions  of  Jephtliah's  army.     A 
.worse  beaten  enemy  than  those  Ammonites  uevcr  strewed  any  plain  with  tlieir  car- 
General  Jephthah.  fresh  from  his  victory,  is  now  on  his  way  home.    As 
lie  came  over  the  hills  and  thnju^h  the  valleys  the  whole  march  homeward  for  his 
men  is  a  cheer,  but  for  him  a  great  anxiety,  for  he  remembers  his  vow  to  slay  and 
burn  the  first  thing  that  comes  forth  from  his  house  to  greet  him  after  his  victory. 
Perhaps  it  may  be  the  old  watch-dog  that  shall  first  come  out,  and  who  could 
get  heart  l(»  lieat  out  the  life  of  a  faithful  creature  like   that  as  lie  comes  fawning, 
and  Ijarking,  and  frisking,  and  putting  up  his  paw  against  his  master  in  merry 
welcome  af^er  long  aljsence?     No;  it  was  not  that  which  came  forth  to  meet  Jeph- 
thah.     Perhaps  it  may  be  a  young  dove  let  out  from  its  cage  in  the  General's  home, 
which,  gaining  its  liberty,  may  seem  to  rejoice  in  the  public  gladness,  and  flutter 
on  the  shoulder  of  the  familiar  head  of  the  household.     But  who  could  have  the 
heart  to  slay  such  a  winged  innocwit  ?     No;  it  was  not  that  which  came  forth  to 
[tneet  Jepbthah.     Or  it  may  be  some  good  neighbor  that  will  rush  out  to  greet  him, 
ifler  having  first  l>een  in  to  tell  the  family  of  the  near  ap]jroach  of  the  Cjeneral. 
rUut  who  could  slay  a  neighbor  who  had  come  on  the  scene  to  rejoice  over  the 
reunited  hou.sehold?    No;  it  was  not  that  which  came  forth  to  meet  Jcphthah. 

As  he  advances  upon  his  home  the  door  opens  and  out  of  it  c*:»mcs  one  whose 
appearance  under  otlier  circumstances  would  have  been  an  iudescriljable  jo)-,  but 
nnder  Che  pledge  of  a  .sacrifice  becomes  a  horror  which  blanches  his  cheek  and 
paral>T!cs  his  fi>nn  and  almost  hurls  him  flat  to  the  earth.  His  child,  his  only 
child,  his  daughter  comes  skipping  out  to  greet  him.  her  step  keeping  time  to  a 
timbrel  which  she  shakes  and  smiles.  Did  ever  a  conqueror's  cheer  end  in  such  a 
.bitter  groan?  No  wonder  Diirc  in  two  of  his  masteri)ieces.  presents  the  scene. 
JAnd  Handel  made  ittlie  laAt  and  chmacteric  work  of  his  life  to  put  this  pathetic  and 

{H5) 
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over|iowering  circumstance  in  nn  oratorio  »eveti  moiitks  toiliii};  amid  its  majestic 
harmonies  until  his  eyesight  gave  out,  and,  as  though  the  sad  scene  of  Jephthah's 
daughter's  sacrifice  were  too  much  for  mortal  vision,  the  grand  old  musician  was 
led  blind  into  the  orchestra  for  the  6rst  rendering  of  Jephthali.  All  the  glories  of 
victorious  war  are  blotted  out  from  Jephthah's  memorv',  and  his  banner  is  folded 
ia  grief,  and  hij^  sword  goes  back  into  the  scabbard  with  dolorous  clang,  and  the 
muffled  dnira  lakes  the  place  of  the  cymbals,  and  the  '*  tremolo  '*  the  place  of  the 
Iriimpet,  and  he  cries  out:  "Alas,  my  daughter,  lliou  hast  brought  me  ver>'  low. 
and  thou  art  one  of  them  that  trouble  me;  for  I  have  opened  my  mouth  to  the 
Lord,  and  I  cannot  go  back."  During  two  mouths  amid  the  mountains,  without 
shelter,  the  niaidais  who  would  liave  l>eeti  at  the  wedding  ranged  with  Jephthah's 
daughter  up  and  down,  bewailing  her  coming  sacrifice. 


BROKEN  PROMISES  AND  THE   EFFECT. 

Commentators  and  theologians  are  in  dispute  as  to  whether  that  girl  was  slain 
or  not,  and  as  to  whether,  if  she  were  slain,  it  was  right  or  wrong  in  Jephlhah  to 
be  the  executioner,  a  discussion  into  which  I  shall  not  be  divertwJ  from  the  over- 
mastering consideration  that  we  liad  better  look  out  what  we  promise,  better  be 
cautious  what  engagement  we  make:  better  that  in  regard  to  all  matters  of  iKrtrothal 
and  plighted  vow  we  feel  the  respotisihility  lest  we  have  either  to  sacrifice  the  truth 
or  sacrifice  an  immortal  I>eing.  and  we  be  led  to  cr\-  out  with  the  paroxysm  of  a 
Jephthah;    "  I  have  opened  my  mouth  unto  the  Lord,  and  I  cannot  go  back." 

There  is  one  ward  in  aUnost  all  the  insane  asylums  and  a  large  region  in 
almost  every  cemetery  that  you  need  to  visit.  They  are  occupied  by  tbe  men  and 
women  who  arc  the  victims  of  broken  promises  of  marriage.  The  women  in  these 
wards  and  in  those  mortuarj*  receptacles  are  in  the  nrnjorily.  iKcanse  woman  lives 
more  in  her  affections  than  does  man.  and  Iacerali<in  of  them  in  her  cast-  is  more 
apt  to  be  a  dementia  and  a  fatality.  In  some  regions  of  this  land  the  promise  of 
marriage  is  considered  to  have  no  solemnity  or  bindmg  force.  It  was  only  made 
in  fun.  They  may  change  their  mind.  The  engagement  may  stand  until  some 
one  more  attractive  in  person  or  opulent  in  estate  appears  on  the  scene;  then  the 
rings  are  returned  and  the  amator>*  letters  and  all  relationship  ceases.  And  so 
there  are  10,000  Jephthah's  daughters  sacrificed  as  burnt  offerings.  The  whole 
subject  needs  to  be  taken  out  of  the  realm  of  comedy  into  trag<.dy,  and  men  and 
women  nee<l  to  understand  that,  while  there  are  exceptions  to  the  ru'.**,  once  having 
solemnly  pledged,  to  each  other,  heart  and  hand,  the  forfeiture  and  atrai.donment  of 
that  pledge  makes  the  trnnsgret.^r,  in  the  sight  of  C<k1,  a  iK-rjtircr,  ttU  '  so  the 
day  of  judgment  will  reveal  it.  T.^?  one  has  lied  to  the  other;  and  all  liars  shall 
have  their  place  in  the  lake  that  burtJth  with  fire  and  brimstone. 
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If  a  man  or  woman  make  a  promise  in  the  business  world,  is  tliere  any  obliga- 
tion to  fulfill  it?  If  a  nan  sign  a  note  for  $500.  ought  he  to  pay  it?  If  a  contract 
be  sijfned  iuvolvinf?  the  building  of  a  house  or  the  furnishing  of  a  bill  of  goods. 
ought  they  stand  by  that  contract?  "Oh.  yes, "-always  answered.  Then  I  ask 
the  further  question  :  "Is  the  heart,  the  happiness,  the  welfare,  tlie  temporal  and 
eternal  destiny  of  a  man  or  woman  worth  as  much  as  the  bouse,  worth  S500,  wnrth 
anything?"  The  realm  of  profligacy  is  filled  with  men  and  women  as  a  result  of 
the  wrong  answer  to  thai  question.  The  most  aggravating,  stupendous  and  God* 
defj'i'ig  lie  is  a  lie  in  the  shape  of  broken  espousal. 

But  suppose  a  man  clianges  his  mind,  ought  he  not  back  out?  Not  once  in 
10,000  times.  Wliat  if  I  changed  my  mind  about  a  promissory  note  and  decline 
to  pay  it,  a.id  suddenly  put  my  property  in  such  shape  that  yon  could  nol  collect 
your  note?  How  would  you  like  that?  That,  you  say,  would  be  a  fraud.  So  is 
tlie  other  a  fraud,  and  punish  it  Cod  will,  certainly  as  you  live  and  just  as  certainly 
if  you  do  not  live.  I  have  known  men  betrotlietl  to  loving  and  good  wonianhtjod 
resigning  their  engagement,  and  the  victim  went  down  in  hasty  consumption. 
while  suddenly  the  recreant  man  would  go  up  the  aisle  of  a  church  in  a  brilliant 
bridal  ]Mirty,  and  the  two  promised  "I  will,"  with  a  solemnity  that  seemed 
insurance  of  a  lifetime  happiness.  But  the  simple  fact  was,  that  was  the  first  act 
of  a  Shakespearean  play  entitled,  "  Taming  the  Shrew."  He  found  out  when  too 
late  that  he  had  not  married  into  the  family  of  the  "Graces,"  but  into  the  family 
of  the  "Furies."  To  the  day  of  his  death  the  murder  of  his  first  betrothal 
followed  him. 


EXCEPTIONAL   CASES. 

The  Bible  extols  one  who  "swcareth  to  his  own  hurt  and  changeth  nol." 
That  is.  when  you  make  a  jiromise  kceji  it  a\  all  hazards.  There  may  be  cases 
where  deception  has  been  ased  at  the  time  of  engagement,  and  extraordinary 
circumstances  where  the  promise  is  not  binding,  but  in  999  cases  out  of  looo 
engagement  is  as  binding  as  marriage.  Robert  Bums  with  all  bis  faults  well 
knew  the  force  of  a  marital  engagement.  In  obe<Iieuce  to  some  rustic  idwi.  he, 
standing  on  one  side  the  brook  Ayr.  and  Mar>-  Campbell  on  the  other,  they  t>athed 
their  hands  in  the  water  and  then  put  them  on  the  boards  of  a  Bible,  making  their 
pledge  of  fidelity.  On  the  cover  of  the  Old  Testament  of  that  book  to  this  day.  in 
Rolx;rt  Bums'  handwriting,  may  l>e  found  the  words:  *' Leviticus  xix.  12.  Ye 
shall  not  swear  by  my  name  falsely  ;  I  am  the  Lord."  And  on  the  cover  of  the 
New  Testament,  in  his  own  handwriting,  "  Matthew  v.  33:  Tboushalt  not  forswea'' 
thyself,  but  shall  perfonn  unto  the  Lord  thine  oaths." 

Suppose  a  .ship  captain  offers  his  sen^ices  to  take  a  ship  out  to  sea.  After  he 
gets  a  little  way  he  comes  alongside  of  a  vessel  with  a  more  beautiful  flag,  and 
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which  has,  perhaps,  a  richer  cargo  and  is  bound  fur  a  more  attractive  port.  Sup- 
pose he  rings  a  bell  for  the  enRincer  to  slow  up  and  the  wheel  stops.  Now  I  see 
the  captain  lieing  lowered  over  the  side  of  the  vessel  into  a  small  boat,  and  he 
crosses  to  the  j^ayer  and  wealthier  craf^,  and  climbs  up  the  sides  and  is  seen 
walking  the  bridge  of  the  other  ship.  I  pick  up  his  resigned  speaking  trumpet 
and  T  shout  through  it:  "Captain,  what  does  this  mean?  Did  you  not  promise 
to  take  this  ship  to  Southampton,  England  ?"  "  Yes,"  says  the  captain,  "  but  I 
have  changed  my  mind,  and  1  have  found  I  can  do  better,  and  I  am  going  to  take 
clinrge  here.  I  sliall  send  back  to  you  all  the  letters  I  got  while  nmuaging  that 
ship,  and  cver>-thing  I  got  from  your  ship,  and  it  will  be  all  right."  You  tell  me 
that  the  worst  fate  for  such  a  captain  as  that  is  too  good  for  hira.  But  it  is  just 
what  a  man  or  woman  does  who  proinises  to  take  one  through  the  voyage  of  life, 
across  the  ocean  of  earthly  existence,  and  then  breaks  the  promise,  The  sending 
bock  of  all  the  letters  and  rings  and  necklaces  and  keepsakes  catmot  make  that 
right  which  is,  in  the  sight  of  God,  and  ought  to  be  in  llie  sight  of  man,  an  e\'er- 
lasting  wrong.  What  American  society  needs  to  be  taught  is  that  l>etrotIial  is  an 
act  so  solemn  and  tremendous  tliat  all  men  mid  women  must  stand  back  from  it 
until  they  are  sure  that  it  is  right,  and  sun-  that  it  is  Iwst.  and  sure  that  no  retreat 
will  Ije  desired.  Fk-forc  tliat  pn>mi.sc  of  lifetime  couipanionship  any  amount  of 
romance  that  you  wish,  any  ardor  of  friendship,  any  coming  and  going.  But 
espousal  is  a  gate,  a  golden  gate,  which  one  should  not  pass  unless  he  or  she 
expects  ne\*er  to  return.  Hngageineiit  Ls  tlie  porch  of  which  marriage  is  the  castle, 
and  you  liave  no  right  on  the  porch  if  you  do  not  mean  to  pass  into  the  castle. 

The  trouble  has  always  been  that  this  whole  subject  of  affiance  has  been 
relegated  to  the  realm  of  frivolity  and  joke,  and  considered  not  worth  a  sermon  or 
even  a  serious  paragraph.  And  so  the  massacre  of  human  lives  has  gone  on,  and 
the  dc\*il  has  had  it  his  own  cruel  way  ;  and  what  is  mightily  needed  is  that  pulpit 
and  platform  and  printing  press,  all  sjieak  a  word  of  uiunistakable  and  thunderous 
protest  on  this  sulijecl  of  infinite  importance.  We  put  clear  out  into  thin  poesy 
and  light  reading  tlie  marital  engagements  of  Petrarch  and  his  I^aura,  Dante  and 
his  Beatrice.  Chaucer  and  his  Philippa,  Lorenzo  de  Medici  and  his  Lucretia. 
Spenser  and  his  Rosalind,  Waller  and  his  Saccharissa,  not  realizing  that  it  was  the 
style  of  their  engagement  that  decided  their  happiness  or  wretchedness,  their 
virtue  or  their  profligacy.  .'Vll  the  literary  and  military  and  religious  glory  of 
Queen  Ett3^al)etlrs  reigu  camml  blot  out  from  rme  of  the  most  conspicuous  pages 
of  history  her  infamous  l)ehavior  towards  Seymour  aud  Philip  and  Melville  and 
Leicester  and  otliers.  All  tlie  ecclesiastical  robes  that  Dean  Swift  ever  rustled 
througli  consecrated  places  cannot  hide  from  intelligent  i>eople  of  all  ages  the  fact 
that  by  promises  of  marriage  which  he  nc\-er  fulfilled  he  broke  the  heart  of  Jane 
Waring  after  an  engagement  of  scvcu   years,  and  tlic  heart  of  Stella  after  aa 
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engagement  of  fourteen  years,  and  the  poetic  stanzas  he  dedicated  to  their  excd- 
lences  only  make  the  more  immortal  his  own  pertidy. 

NO  EXCUSE  FOR  MAKING  MISTAKES. 

"  But  suppose  I  should  make  a  mistake,"  say,^  some  man  or  woman,  "  and  I 
find  ii  nnl  after  the  engagement  and  before  marriage  ?"  My  answer  is,  You  have 
no  exatse  for  making  a  mistake  on  this  subject.  There  are  so  many  ways  of  find- 
ing out  all  about  the  character,  and  preferences,  and  dislikes,  and  habits  of  a  man 
or  woman  that  if  you  have  not  brain  enough  to  form  a  right  judgment  in  regard 
to  him  or  her,  you  are  not  so  fit  a  candidate  for  the  matrimonial  altar  as  ytm  are 
for  an  idiot  asylum.  Notice  what  society  your  especial  friend  prefers,  whetlier  he 
is  Jndu.<ttrious  or  lazy,  whether  she  is  neat  or  slatternly,  what  Ijooks  are  read,  what 
was  the  style  of  ancestry,  noble  or  depraved,  and  if  there  tje  any  nnaiilved  mystery 

tbout  the  person  under  consideration  {Kistpone  all  promise  until  the  mystery  is 
solved. 

Jackson's  Hollow,  Brooklyn,  was  part  of  the  city  not  built  on  for  many  years. 
and  every  lime  I  crossed  I  said  to  myself  or  to  others.  Why  is  not  this  land  built 
on?  I  found  out  afterward  that  the  title  to  the  land  was  in  controversy,  and  no 
one  wanted  to  build  there  until  that  question  was  decided.  Afterward  I  under- 
stood tlie  title  was  settled,  and  now  buildings  are  going  up  all  over  it.  Do  not 
build  your  happiness  for  tliis  world  on  a  character,  masculine  or  feminine,  that  has 

20t  a  settled  and  undisputed  title  to  honor,  and  truth,  and  sobriety,  and  kindnc?», 
id  righteousness. 

O  woman  !  you  have  more  need  to  pause  Ix-'fore  making  such  an  imi>ortant 
promise  than  man;  because  if  you  make  a  mistake  it  is  worse  for  you.  If  a  man 
blunder  about  promise  of  marriage  he  can  spend  his  evenings  away  and  can  go  to 
the  club  or  the  Republican  or  Democratic  headquarters,  and  aljsorb  his  mind  in 
city  or  State  and  national  elections,  or  smoke  him.sclf  stupid  or  drink  him.self 
drunk.  But  there  is  no  place  of  regular  retreat  for  you,  O  woman  !  and  you  could 
not  take  narcotics  or  intoxicants  and  keep  your  respectability.  Before  you  promise, 
pray  and  tliink,  and  study  and  advise.  There  will  never  agaiu  iu  your  earthly 
history  be  a  time  when  you  so  much  need  God. 

It  seems  lo  me  that  the  world  ought  ioca.st  out  from  business  credits  and  from 
good  neighborhood  those  who  boast  of  the  number  of  hearts  they  have  won.  as 
the  Indian  boasts  of  the  number  of  scalps  he  has  taken.  If  a  man  -mU  lie  to  a 
woman  and  a  woman  will  lie  to  a  man  almut  so  important  a  matter  as  that  of  a 
lifettroe'.i  welfare,  tliey  will  lie  about  a  bid  of  goods,  and  lie  about  finances  and  lie 
alxwt  an>-thing.  Society  to-day  is  brimful  of  gallants  and  man  milliners  and 
carpet  knights  and  coquettes  and  those  most  God-forsaken  of  all  wretches — flirts. 
And  ihey  go  about  drawing-nwius  and  the  parlors  of  watering  places,  simpering. 
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O'cs  an  so  old  in  Atii  that  they  need  the  spectacle!^  of  a  septtia^mrimi,  an  eye- 
glas  about  No.  8,  and  think  they  are  bewitching  in  their  stride  and  overpower- 
ing in  their  glances,  although  they  are  simjily  laughing-stocks  for  all  mankind. 
And  if  these  base  dealers  in  human  hearts  l>e  females  thoj-  are  left  afler  a  white 
sc\'CTcly  alone,  striving  in  a  very  desperation  of  agon>-  of  cosmetics  to  get  back  to 
the  attractiveness  the>'  had  when  they  used  to  brag  how  many  mascuhno  affec- 
tioiu  they  had  slaughtered.  Forsaken  of  God  and  honest  men  and  good  women 
sre  sure  to  be  all  such  masculine  and  female  triflcrs  with  human  and  yet  immortal 
aRections.     O  man.  O  woman,  having  plighted  your  troth,  stick  to  it ! 

DIVORCE  A  LAST  RESORT. 

I  have  to  say  not  only  to  those  who  have  made  a  mistake  in  solemn  promise 
of  marriage,  but  to  those  who  have  already  al  the  alLir  In-cn  pninnunced  one, 
when  they  are  two.  or  in  diversity  of  tastes  and  likes  and  dislikes  are  neither  one 
nor  two.  but  a  doxen:  ranke  the  best  you  can  of  an  awful  mistake. 

And  here  let  me  answer  letters  tliat  come  from  ever>'  State  of  the  American 
Vniou,  and  from  across  the  sea,  and  are  coming  year  after  year  from  men  and 
women  who  are  terrifically  allianced  and  tied  together  in  a  hard  knot,  a  verj'  hard 
knot.  The  Iett(.Ts  run  something  like  this;  '*  What  ought  1  to  do,  my  husband 
is  tt  drunkanl  ?"  *'  My  wife  is  a  gnd-alxml.  and  will  not  stay  at  home.**  ' "  My 
ipanton  is  ignorant  and  hates  books  and  I  revel  in  them."  "  I  like  music,  and 
F*  pbuo  sets  uiy  husband  crazy."  "  I  am  fond  of  social  life,  and  my  companion  u 
la  recluse."  "I  am  lr\*ing  to  be  gootl,  and  my  life -long  associate  is  very  Jmd. 
What  sliall  I  do?"  My  answer  is,  there  are  certain  good  reasons  for  divorcement. 
The  Bible  recognizes  them.  Good  society  recognizes  tltem.  But  it  must  be  the 
TCTj'  last  resort,  and  only  after  all  reasonable  attempts  at  reclamation  and  adjust- 
ment Itnvf  pnjved  a  dead  failure.  When  such  attempts  fail  it  is  generally  liecause 
of  meddlesome  outsiders,  and  women  tell  the  wronged  wife  how  she  ought  to 
stand  on  her  rights,  and  men  tell  the  wnmge*i  husband  how  he  ought  to  stand  on 
his  rights.  And  let  husband  and  wifL.-  in  an  unhappy  marriage  relation  stand 
punctiliously  on  their  rights  and  tl»ere  will  be  no  readjustment,  and  only  une  thing 
will  be  sure  to  them,  and  that  is  a  hell  on  earth. 

If  you  are  unhappily  married,  in  most  cases  I  advise  you.  make  the  best  you 
Can  of  an  awfully  had  bargain.  Do  not  project  your  peculiarities  more  than  a 
ntctaBory.  Perhaps  you  may  have  some  faults  of  your  own  which  the  other  party 
in  the  marital  alliance  may  have  to  suffer.  You  aie  in  the  same  yoke.  Tf  you 
pull  aside,  the  yoke  will  only  twist  your  neck.  Better  pull  ahead.  The  world  is 
full  of  people  who  made  mistakes  about  many  things,  and  among  other  things 
a>iout  l>elrothal  and  marriage,  and  yet  ha^e  tieen  tolerably  happy  pnd  ver\'  usefuJ 
iu  tlif  -stii-iiglh  of  God  and  by  the  grace  promised  in  everj'  lime  of  ueed  to  tlKwe 
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who  scrk  to  cunquer  tlie  disadvantageous  circumstances.  I  am  acquainted  with 
lovely  women  married  to  contemptible  men,  and  genial  men  yoked  with  tennagants 
inspired  with  the  de^'il.  Aud  yet  under  these  disadvantages  my  friends  are  useful 
and  happy.  Ood  helps  people  iu  other  kinds  of  martyrdom  and  to  siug  in  the 
flame,  and  He  will  help  you  in  your  life-long  misfortune. 

Rememher  the  patience  of  Joh.  What  a  wife  be  had  !  At  a  time  when  he 
was  one  great  blotch  of  eruptions,  and  his  property  was  destroyed  by  a  tornado, 
and,  more  tliau  all,  liereavement  bad  come  and  the  ]>oor  man  needed  all  wise 
counsel,  she  advises  him  to  go  to  cursing  and  swearing.  She  wanted  him  to 
poultice  his  boils  with  blasphemy.  But  he  lived  right  on  through  his  marital 
disadvantages,  recovered  his  health  and  his  fortune,  and  raised  a  splendid  fiamily, 
and  the  closing  paragraph  of  the  Book  of  Job  has  such  a  jubilance  that  I  wonder 
people  do  not  oftener  read  it:  *'So  the  Lord  blessed  the  latter  end  of  Job  more 
than  his  beginning:  for  he  had  14,000  sheep,  and  6000  camels,  and  1000  yoke  of 
oxen,  and  1000  she-asses.  He  had  also  seven  sons  and  three  daughters.  And  he 
called  the  name  of  the  first,  Jemima;  and  the  name  of  the  second,  Kezia;  and  the 
name  of  the  third,  Kerenhappuch.  And  In  all  the  land  were  no  women  found  .so 
&ir  as  the  daughters  of  Job;  and  their  fallier  gave  them  inheritance  among  their 
brethren.  After  this  lived  Job  140  years,  and  saw  his  sons,  and  his  sons"  sons, 
even  four  generations.     So  Job  died,  being  old  and  full  of  days." 


WHAT  A  WIFE  CAN  DO. 

Now,  my  badly  married  friend  of  either  sex,  if  Job  could  stand  it  by  the  help 
of  God,  then  you  can  stand  it  by  the  same  divJnc  re-eulbrcement.  V'ou  have 
other  relations,  O  woman,  beside  the  wifely  relation.  If  you  are  a  mother,  traia 
up  your  children  for  God  and  heaven.  If  you  arc  a  mcmljcr  of  a  church,  help 
move  on  its  enterprises.  You  can  get  so  much  of  the  grace  of  God  in  your  heart 
that  all  your  home  trials  will  seem  insignificant.  How  little  difference  docs  it 
make  what  your  unrighteous  husband  calls  you,  if  God  calls  you  His  child  and 
you  are  an  heiress  of  whole  kingdoms  beyond  tlie  sky  ? 

Immerse  yourself  in  .some  kind  of  outside  usefulness,  something  that  will 
enlist  your  prayers,  your  .s^^npathies,  your  band,  your  needle,  your  voice.  Get 
yonr  heart  on  fire  with  love  to  God  and  the  disenthral Iraeiit  of  the  human  race, 
and  the  troubles  of  your  home  will  be  blotted  out  in  the  glorj-  of  yotir  consecratetl 
life.  I  cry  out  to  you,  O  woman,  as  Paul  exclaims  in  his  letter  to  the  Corinthians: 
What  knowest  thou.  O  wife,  whether  thou  shall  save  thy  huslwnd  ?  And  if  you 
cannot  save  him  you  can  help  in  the  grander,  mightier  enterprise  of  helping  save 
the  world.  Out  of  the  awftd  mistake  of  your  marriage  rise  into  the  sublimest  life 
of  self-sacrifice  for  God  and  suffering  humanity.  Instead  of  settling  down  to 
mope  over  your  dome'^lic  wiics.  enlist  your  energies  for  the  world's  rcdempticm. 
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Some  parts  of  Holland  keep  out  ihe  ocean  only  by  dikes  or  walls  of  stout 
inasonr>'.  The  engineer  having  these  dikes  in  charge  was  soon  to  be  married  to 
[.«  maiden  living  in  one  of  the  villages,  the  existence  of  which  depended  on 
the  strength,  of  these  dikes.  And  there  was  to  be  a  great  feast  in  one  of  the 
villages  that  approaching  e\-eiiing  in  honor  of  the  coming  bridegroom.  That 
day  a  great  storm  threatened  the  destruction  of  tlie  dikes,  and  hence  the 
destruction  of  thousands  of  li\-es  in  the  villages  sheltered  by  that  slone  wall. 
The  ocean  was  in  full  wrath,  beating  against  the  dikes,  and  the  tides  and  the 
terror  were  slJll  rising.  "Shall  I  go  to  the  feast."  says  the  engineer,  "or  shall  I 
go  and  help  my  workmen  take  care  of  the  dikes?"  "  Take  care  of  the  dikes,'* 
he  said  to  himself.  "  I  must  and  will."  As  he  appeared  on  tlic  wall  the  men 
working  there  were  exhausted  and  shouted:  "  Here  comes  the  engineer.  Thank 
Goil !  Thank  God  !"  The  wall  was  giving  way  stone  by  stone,  and  the  engineer 
had  a  rope  fastened  around  his  body,  and  some  of  the  workmen  had  ropes  fastened 
around  their  bodies,  and  were  let  down  amid  the  wild  surges  that  beat  the  wall. 
Everything  was  giving  way,  "  More  stones  !"  cried  the  men.  "  More  mortar  !** 
But  the  answer  came:  "  There  is  no  more  !'*  "  Then,"  cried  tlxe  engineer,  "  take 
off  your  clothes,  and  with  tliem  stop  the  holes  in  the  well."  And  so,  in  the  chill 
aud  darkness  and  surf  it  was  done,  and  with  the  workmen's  apparel  llie  oi»enings 
in  the  wall  were  partially  filled.  But  still  the  tide  rose  and  still  the  ocean  reared 
itself  for  more  awful  stroke  and  for  the  overwhelming  of  tliousands  of  lives  in  the 
villages.  ' '  Kow  wc  have  done  all  we  can, ' '  said  the  engineer,  ' '  down  on  your 
knees,  my  men.  and  pray  to  God  for  help."  And  ou  tlie  trembling  and  parting 
dikes  the>'  prayed  till  the  wiud  changed  and  tlic  sea  subsided,  aud  the  villages 
below,  which,  knowing  nothing  of  the  peril,  were  full  of  romp  and  dance  and 
hilarity,  were  gloriously  saved. 

Now,  what  we  want  in  the  work  of  walling  liack  the  oceans  of  poverty  and 
drunkenness,  and  impurit}-,  and  sin  is  the  help  of  more  womanly  and  manly  hands. 
Oh,  how  the  tides  come  in  !  Atlantic  surge  of  sorrow  after  Atlantic  surge  of  sor- 
row, and  the  tempests  of  human  hate  and  Satanic  fury  are  in  ftill  cr>-.  O  woman 
of  many  troubles,  what  are  all  the  feasts  of  worldly  delight,  if  they  were  offered 
you,  compared  with  the  opportunity  of  helping  to  build  and  support  barriers  which 
sometimes  seem  giving  way  through  man's  treachen."  and  the  world's  assault? 
O  woman,  to  the  dikes!  Bring  prayer,  bring  tears,  bring  cheering  words! 
Hdp  I  Help  !  And  having  done  all,  kneel  with  us  on  the  quaking  wall  until 
the  God  of  the  wind  and  the  sea  shall  hush  the  one  and  silence  the  other.  To  the 
dikes  I  Sisters,  mothers,  wini-s,  daughters  of  America,  to  the  dikes!  The 
migbtiest  catholicon  for  all  the  wounds  and  wrongs  of  woman  or  man  is  complete 
absorption  iu  the  work  to  rescue  otliers.  Save  some  man,  some  woman,  some 
child  ■ 


tnents  of  socJetv. 


O  true  accomplishments  of  life  are  productive  of  effeminacy 
orenen'attoii.  Good  manners  and  a  respect  for  the  tastes 
of  others  are  indispensable.  The  good  Book  speaks  favor- 
ably of  thaso  who  are  a  "  pecnliar  "  people;  but  that  does 
not  sanction  tlie  behavior  of  queer  people.  There  is  no 
excuse,  under  any  circumstances,  for  not  being  and  actinj; 
the  lady  or  gentleman.  Rudeness  is  sin.  \Vc  have  no 
words  loo  ardent  to  express  our  admiration  for  the  refine- 
There  is  uo  law,  moral  or  divine,  to  forbid  elegance  of 
demeanor,  or  ornaments  of  gold,  or  gems  for  the  person,  artistic  display  in  the 
dwelling,  gracefiihiess  of  gait  and  l>eariiig.  polite  sahitatitm  or  honest  compli- 
ments; and  he  who  is  shocked  or  offended  b\'  these  had  better,  like  the  old  Sc>'- 
thians,  wear  tiger-skins  and  take  one  wild  leap  back  into  midnight  barbarism.  As 
Christianity  advances  there  will  be  better  apparel,  higher  styles  of  achitecture, 
mnre  exquisite  adornments,  s^reeter  music,  grander  pictures,  more  correct  liehavior 
and  more  thorough  ladies  and  gentlemen. 

But  there  is  another  stor\'  to  l»e  told.  Wrong  fashion  is  to  I>e  charged  with 
many  of  the  worst  evils  of  society,  and  its  i»ath  has  often  Ijeeii  strewn  with  the 
bodies  of  the  slain.  It  has  often  set  up  a  false  standard  by  which  people  are  to  he 
judged.  Our  common  sense,  as  well  as  all  the  divine  intimations  on  the  subject, 
teach  us  that  people  ought  to  be  esteemed  according  to  tlieir  individnal  and  moral 
attainments.  The  man  who  has  the  most  nobility  of  soul  should  be  first,  and  he 
who  has  the  least  of  such  qualities  should  stand  last.  No  crest,  or  shield,  or 
escutcheon  can  indicate  one's  moral  peerage.  Titles  of  Duke.  Lord,  Ksquire,  Earl, 
Viscount  or  Patrician  ought  not  to  raise  one  into  the  first  rank.  Some  of  the 
meanest  men  I  have  ever  known  bad  at  Uie  end  of  their  name  D.  D.,  LL.  D.  and 
F.  R.  S. 

Wrong  fashion  is  incompatible  with  happiness.  Tliose  who  deiiend  for  their 
comfort  upon  the  admiration  of  others  are  subject  to  frequent  di.<uippolntment. 
Somebody  will  criticise  their  appearance,  or  surpass  them  in  brilliancy,  or  will 
recci\*e  more  attention.     Oh,  tlie  jealousy,  and  distraction,  and  heart-burnings  of 
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lliOAe  who  move  in  tins  bewildered  maze  !  Poor  butterflies  I  Bright  wings  do 
not  always  bring  happiness.  "She  that  Hvclh  in  pleasure  is  dead  while  she 
livelli."  The  revelations  of  high  life  that  come  to  the  challenge  and  the  fight  are 
only  the  occasional  croppings  out  of  di!>(juictudc  that  are.  iindemcath,  like  the 
stars  of  heaven  for  multitude  but  like  the  demons  of  the  pit  for  hate.  The  misery 
thai  will  to-night  iu  the  cellar  cuddle  up  iu  the  straw  is  not  so  utter  as  the  princely 
disquietiuiu  which  stalks  through  the  .splendid  drawing-rooms,  brooding  over  the 
slights  and  offences  of  luxurious  life.  The  bitterness  of  life  seems  not  so  imfitting 
when  drunk  out  of  a  pewter  mug  as  when  it  pours  from  the  chased  lips  of  a  golden 
chalice.  In  the  sharp  crack  of  the  voUiptuQr>-'s  pistol,  putting  an  end  to  liis 
earthly  misery,  I  hear  the  confirmation  that  in  a  hollow,  fastidious  life  there  is  no 
peace. 

Devotion  to  wrong  fashion  is  productive  of  physical  disease,  mental  imbecility 
and  spiritual  withering.  Apparel  insufficient  to  keep  out  the  cold  and  the  rain, 
or  so  fitted  upon  the  person  that  tlie  functions  of  life  are  restrnined;  late  hours 
filled  with  excitement  and  feasting;  free  draughts  of  wine  that  make  one  not 
beastly  intoxicated,  but  only  fashionably  drunk,  and  luxurious  idleness  are  the 
instruments  by  which  this  unreal  life  pushes  its  disciples  into  valetudinarianism 
and  the  grave.  Along  the  walks  of  prosperous  life  Death  goes  a-mowing — and 
such  har\*ests  arc  reaped  !  Materia  Medica  has  been  exhanstefl  to  find  curatives 
for  those  phyaological  devastations.  Dropsies,  cancers,  coiis\imptions,  gout  and 
almost  everj-  infirmity  in  all  the  realm  of  pathology  ha\-e  been  the  penalties  paid. 
To  counteract  the  damage  Pharmacy  has  goue  forth  with  metlicament,  panacea, 
elixir,  tfinbrocation,  salve  and  catapla.sni. 

A  wardrobe  is  the  rock  upon  which  many  a  soul  has  been  riven.  The  excite- 
ment of  a  luxurious  life  has  been  the  vortex  that  has  swallowed  up  more  souls 
than  the  Maelstrnm  of  Norway  ever  destroyed  ships.  WhaX  room  for  elevating 
themes  in  a  heart  filled  with  the  trivial  and  unreal  ? 


TUMBLING  INTO  RUIN. 

Who  can  wonder  that  in  this  haste  for  sun-gilded  Itaubles  and  tvinged  thistle- 
down, men  and  women  shoidd  tumble  into  ruin?  The  travelers  to  destmclioa 
are  not  all  clothed  in  rags.  On  that  road  chariot  jostles  against  chariot,  and 
behind  steeds  in  harness,  golden-plated  and  glittering,  they  go  down,  coach  and 
four,  herald  and  postilion,  racketing  on  the  hot  pavements  of  hell.  Clear  the 
track  !  Bazaars  hang  out  their  colors  over  the  road,  and  trees  of  tropical  fniitful- 
ness  overbranch  the  way.  No  sound  of  woe  disturbs  the  air.  but  all  is  light,  and 
.song,  and  wine,  and  gorgeousness.  The  world  comes  out  to  greet  the  da7.zltns 
procession  with;  "Hurrah!  Hurrah!"  But  suddenly  there  is  a  halt  and  an 
outcry  of  dismay,  and  an  overflow  worse  tlian  the  Red  Sea  tumbling  upon  the 
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Egyptians.  Shadow  of  gravestones  upon  finest  silk  !  Wormwood  squeezed  into 
irapcarlwl  goblets  !  Death  with  one  cold  breath  withering  the  leaves  and  freezing 
llie  fuuntains. 

In  the  wild  tiimiiil  c{  the  last  day — the  mountains  falling,  the  heavens  flying, 
the  thrones  uprising,  the  universe  assembling;  amid  the  boom  of  the  last  ^reat 
thunder-peal,  and  under  the  cracking  of  a  bumiug  world— what  will  become  of 
tlie  disciple  of  unholy  fashion  ? 

But  watch  the  career  of  one  thoroughly  artificial.  Through  inheritance,  or 
perhaps  his  own  skill,  liaving  obtained  enoiigli  for  ptirjioscs  of  display,  he  feels 
himself  thoroughly  established.  He  sits  al(X>f  from  the  cummon  herd,  and  looks 
outof  his  window  upon  the  poor  man  and  says:  "  Put  that  dirty  wretch  off  my  steps 
innncdiatcly  !''  On  Sabbath  days  he  finds  the  church,  but  mourns  the  fact  that  he 
must  worship  with  so  many  of  the  iuelegant,  and  says:  "  They  arc  jK-rfcctly 
awful  !"  "  That  man  that  you  put  in  my  pew  had  a  coat  on  liis  back  that  did  not 
cost  #5.00." 

He  struts  through  life  unsympathetic  with  trouble,  and  says:  "I  cannot  be 
bothered."  Is  delighted  with  some  doubtful  6tor>-  of  Parisian  life,  but  thinks 
that  there  arc  some  very  indecent  things  in  the  IJible.  Walks  ami  in  arm  with 
the  successful  man  of  the  world,  but  does  not  know  his  o\^■lI  brother.  Loves  to  be 
praised  for  his  splendid  house,  and  when  told  that  he  looks  j'ouuger  than  ten 
years  ago.  says;  "  Well,  really,  do  you  think  so?" 

But  the  brief  strut  of  his  life  is  about  over.  Up-stairs.  he  dies.  No  angel 
vings  hovering  about  him.  No  gospel  promises  kindling  up  the  darkness:  but 
exquisite  enibroiderj ,  elegant  pictures  and  a  bust  of  Shakespeare  on  the  mantel. 
The  pulses  stop.  The  minister  conies  in  to  read  of  the  Resurrection,  that  day 
when  the  dead  shall  come  up — both  he  that  died  on  the  floor  and  he  that  expired 
under  princely  upholstery.  He  is  carried  out  to  burial.  Only  a  few  mourners, 
but  a  great  array  of  carriages.  Not  one  common  man  at  the  funeral.  No 
befriended  orphan  to  weep  a  tear  on  his  gra\-c.  No  child  of  waut  pressing 
through  the  ranks  of  the  weq>ing,  saying:  "  He  is  the  hisl  friend  I  have  and  I 
must  see  him." 

What  now  ?  He  was  a  great  man.  Shall  not  chariots  of  salvation  come  down 
to  the  other  side  of  the  Jordan  and  escort  him  up  to  the  palace  ?  Shall  not  the 
angels  exclaim;  "Turn  out  1  A  prince  is  coming  ?"  \\*ill  the  bells  chime  ?  Will 
there  be  harpers  with  their  harps  and  trumpeters  with  their  tnirapcts? 

No  !  no  !  no  !  There  will  be  a  shudder,  as  though  a  calamity  had  happened. 
Standing  on  heaven's  battlements,  a  watchman  will  see  something  shoot  past,  with 
fier>'  downfall  and  shriek:  '*  Wandering  star — for  whom  is  resen-cd  the  blackness 
of  darkness  fore\'er !" 
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CLOSE  OF  A  UFE  OF  FASHION. 

BlU  sadder  yet  is  the  closing  of  a  woman's  life  that  has  been  worshipful  of 
worldliness.  al!  the  wenllh  of  a  lifclime"s  opportunity  wastwi.  What  a  tragedy. 
A  woman  on  her  dying  pillow,  thiukinjj  of  what  she  might  have  done  for  God  and 
humanity,  and  yet  having  done  notliing.  Compare  her  demise  with  Uiat  of  a 
Harriet  Newell,  going  down  to  die  peacefully  in  the  Isle  of  France,  rc\-iewing  her 
lifetime  sacrifices  for  the  redemption  of  India;  or  the  last  hours  of  Elizabeth 
Hervey.  having  exchanged  her  bright  New  England  home  for  a  life  at  Bombay 
amid  stolid  heathenism,  that  she  might  iUntninc  it.  saying,  in  her  last  moments: 
"  If  this  is  the  dark  vallej',  it  has  not  a  dark  spot  in  it;  all  is  light,  light !"  orlhc 
exit  of  Mrs.  Lennox,  falling  under  sudden  disease  at  Smyrna,  breathing  out  her 
soul  with  the  last  words:  "  Oh.  how  happ>- 1"  or  the  departure  of  Mrs.  Sarah  V. 
Comslock,  spending  her  life  for  the  ^Ivation  of  Bunuah,  giving  up  her  cliildreii 
that  they  might  come  home  to  America  to  be  educated,  and  saying  as  she  kissed 
them  good-bye.  never  to  sec  them  again:  "  O  Jesus.  I  do  this  for  Thee  !"  or  the 
going  of  lo.ooo  good  women,  who  in  less  resounding  spheres  have  li^-cd  not  for 
themselves,  hut  for  God  and  the  alleviation  of  human  suflering.  That  was  a 
brilliant  scene  when,  in  14S5,  in  the  camT>aign  for  the  capture  of  Ronda,  Queen 
Elizabetli,  of  Castile,  on  horseback,  side  by  side  witli  King  Ferdinand,  rode  out  to 
review  the  troops.  As  she  in  bright  annor  rode  along  the  lines  of  tlie  Spanish 
host,  and  waved  her  jeweled  hand  to  the  warriors,  and  ever  and  anon  uttered 
words  of  cheer  to  tlie  woni  veterans  who.  far  away  from  their  homes,  were  riskinf^ 
their  hves  for  the  kingdom,  tt  was  a  spectacle  that  illumines  history.  But  more 
glorious  will  be  the  scene  when  that  consecrated  Christian  woman,  crowned  in 
heaven,  shall  review  tiie  souls  that  on  earth  she  clothed,  and  fed,  and  medicined, 
and  e\'angelized,  and  then  introduced  into  the  ranks  celestial.  As  on  the  while 
horse  of  vicl«r>',  side  by  side  with  the  king,  this  queen  unto  G<x1  forc\cr  shall 
ride  past  tlie  lines  of  those  in  whose  salvation  she  bore  a  part,  the  scene  will  sur- 
pass anything  e\*er  witnessed  on  earth  in  the  life  of  Joan  of  Arc,  or  Penelope,  or 
Semiramis,  or  Aspasia,  or  Marianne,  or  Margaret  of  Anjou.     Ride  on,  victor  ! 


iEo  IIk  3Ir«ntwlc  ^CHcber* 


A  LESSON   FROM  AHA5UERUS'   BEAUTIFUL  BUT  MODEST  OUEEN. 


CCEPT  my  ann,  and  I  will  escort  you  into  a  throne  room.  We 
stand  amid  the  palaces  of  Shushan.  The  pinnacles  are 
aflame  with  the  mnminj^  li^ht.  The  ctKliimns  ri?ic  fi-stfioned 
and  wreathed,  the  wealth  of  empires  Oa-shing  from  the 
-  -.-f  h.  \r-^mx  grooves:  tJie  ceilings  adorned  with  images  of  birds  and 
'^/'T^'f^^W  beast,  the  scenes  of  prowess  and  conquest.  The  walls  are 
bung  with  shields  and  emblazoned  until  it  seeius  that  the 
whole  round  of  splendor  is  exhausted.  l£ach  arch  is  a 
"mighty  leap  of  architectural  achievement.  Golden  stars,  shining  down  on  glow- 
ing arabesque.  Hangings  of  enilmndenMl  work,  in  which  mingle  the  bliieness  of 
tlic  .sky,  the  greenness  of  the  grass,  and  the  whitciiess  of  the  sea-foam.  Tapestries 
lnHig  on  silver  rings,  wedding  togetlier  the  pillars  of  marble.  Pavilions  reaching 
out  in  every  direction.  These  for  reptj-ie,  filled  with  luxuriant  couches,  in  which 
wear\'  limbs  sink  until  all  fatigue  i.^  submerge<l.  These  for  carousal,  where  kings 
drink  down  a  kingdom  at  one  swallow.  Amazing  spectacle  1  Light  of  silver 
dripping  down  over  stairs  of  ivon.'  on  shields  of  gold.  Floors  of  stained  marble, 
sunset  red  and  night  black,  and  inlaid  with  gleaming  pearls.  Why,  it  seems  as 
if  ft  heavenly  vision  of  amethyst,  and  jacinth,  and  topaz,  and  chr^-soprasus  had 
descemlcd  and  alighted  upon  Shushan.  It  seems  as  if  a  billow  of  celestial  jflory 
had  dashed  clear  over  hea\'en's  l>attlemcnts  upon  Ihis  metropolis  of  Persia,  In 
connection  with  this  palace  there  is  a  garden,  where  the  might>'  men  of  foreign 
lands  are  seated  at  a  banquet.  Ihider  the  spread  of  oak,  aud  linden,  and  acacia, 
the  tables  are  arranged.  The  breath  of  honeysuckle  aud  frankincense  fills  the  air. 
Fountains  leap  up  in  the  light,  the  spray  struck  through  with  rainbows  falling  in 
cr>'stalline  baptism  upon  flowering  .shrubs,  tlicn  rolling  down  through  channels  of 
marble,  and  widening  out  here  and  there  into  pools  swirling  with  the  finny  tribes 
of  foreign  aquariums,  Iwnlered  with  scarlet  anemones,  hj-periciims  and  many- 
colored  ranunculus.  Meats  of  rarest  bird  and  beast  smoking  up  amid  wreaths  of 
aroumtics.  The  vases  filled  witli  apricots  and  almonds.  The  baskets  piled  up 
with  apples  and  dates,  and  figs,  and  oranges,  and  pomegranates.  Melons  taste- 
fully twined  with  lca\-cs  of  acacia.     The  bright  waters  of  Eulaeus  filling  the  urns, 
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In  anotlier  part  of  the  palace  Queen  Vashti  is  entertaining  the  princesses  of 
Persia  at  a  banquet.  Drunken  Atia^uerus  says  to  his  sen'aiits:  "  Yon  go  out  and 
fetch  Vashti  from  the  banquet  with  the  women  and  bring  her  to  tliis  banquet  with 
the  men,  and  let  her  display  her  beauty."  The  servants  immediately  start  to 
obey  the  king's  command,  but  there  was  a  rule  in  Oriental  society  that  no  woman 
might  appear  iu  i»ublic  without  having  her  face  veiled.  Vet,  here  was  a  mandate 
that  no  one  dare  dispute,  demanding  that  Vashti  come  in  unveiled,  before  tlie 
multitude.  However,  there  was  in  Vashti's  soul  a  principle  more  regal  than 
Aliasuerus,  more  brilliant  than  the  gold  of  Shusbau,  of  more  wealth  than  the 
realm  of  Persia,  which  commanded  her  to  disol>ey  this  order  of  the  king;  and  so 
all  the  righteousness,  and  hohness  and  modesty  of  her  nature  rises  up  into  siihlinie 
refusal.  She  says:  "I  will  not  go  into  the  banquet  uuveiled."  Of  course 
Aliasueruswas  infuriate:  and  \"asliti.  robbed  of  her  position  and  her  estate,  is  driven 
forth  in  poverty  and  ruin  to  suffer  the  sconi  of  a  nation,  and  yet  to  receive  the 
applause  of  after  generations  who  shall  rise  up  to  admire  this  martyr  to  kingly 
insolence.  Well,  the  Inst  vestige  of  that  feast  is  gone;  the  last  garland  has  faded; 
thela.st  arch  has  fallen;  the  last  tankard  has  been  destroyed,  and  Shushan  is  a 
ruin;  but  as  long  as  the  world  stands  there  will  be  multitudes  of  men  and  women, 
familiar  with  the  Bible,  who  will  come  into  this  picture  galler>'  of  God  and  admire 
the  divine  portrait  of  Vashti  the  queen,  Vashti  tlie  veiled,  Vashti  the  sacrifice, 
Vashti  the  silent.  Though  her  place  was  surrendered  to  Esther,  yet  she  lives 
dothcd  in  more  royal  raiment  than  any  earthly  king  could  provide,  with  a  coronet 
more  dazzling  than  all  Persia  cx»nld  purchase,  <lecked  now  in  n>I>es  and  diadems 
such  as  God  reserves  for  righteous  womanhood. 

I  want  you  to  look  upon  X'ashti.  the  queen.  A  blue  ribbon,  rayed  with 
while,  drawn  around  her  forehead,  indicating  her  queenly  position.  It  was  no 
small  honor  to  be  the  queen  in  such  a  realm  as  that.  Hark  to  the  rustle  of  her 
robes  !  See  the  blaze  of  her  jewels !  And  yet  it  is  not  necessar>'  to  have  paiace 
and  regal  rotx*  to  l>e  queenly.  When  I  see  a  woman  with  stout  fuilh  in  Gixl. 
putting  her  foot  upon  all  meanness  and  selfishness  and  godless  display,  going  right 
for^vard  to  sen-e  Christ  and  the  race  by  a  grand  and  glorious  8e^^'ice.  I  say,  "  That 
woman  is  a  queen,"  and  tlie  ranks  of  heaven  look  over  the  battlements  upon  the 
coronation,  and  whether  she  come  up  from  the  shanty  on  the  commons  or  the 
mansion  of  llie  fa.sIiionable  square,  I  greet  her  with  the  shout:  "All  hail  !  Queen 
Vashti."  What  glory  was  there  on  the  brow  of  Marj-,  of  Scotland;  or  Klizaheth, 
of  England;  or  Margaret,  of  France;  or  Catharine,  of  Russia,  compare<i  with  the 
worth  of  some  of  our  Christian  mothers,  many  of  them  gone  into  glorj-?  Or  of 
that  woman  mentioned  in  the  Scriptures  who  put  her  all  into  the  Lord's  treasur;-  ? 
Or  of  Jephthah's  daughter,  who  made  a  demonstration  of  unselfish  patriotism  ? 
Or  of  Abigail,  who  rescued  the  herds  and  flocks  of  her  husband  ?    Or  of  Ruth, 
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who  toiled  under  a  tropical  sitn  for  poor,  old.  helpless  Naomi?  Or  of  Mrs. 
Adonirani  Judsun,  who  kindled  the  lighis  of  salvation  amid  the  darkness  of 
Buniuih  ?  Or  of  Mrs.  Henians,  who  poiirwl  out  her  holy  soul  in  words  which 
will  forever  l>e  associated  with  hunter'.s  horn  and  captive's  chain,  and  bridal  hour, 
and  lute's  throb,  and  curfew's  knell  at  the  dying  day  ?  And  scores  and  hundreds 
of  women,  unknown  on  earth,  who  have  given  water  to  the  thirsty,  and  bread  to 
the  hungry,  and  medicine  to  the  sick,  and  smiles  to  the  discouraged — their  fool- 
steps  heard  along  dark  lane,  and  in  government  hospital,  and  in  almshouse  corri- 
dor, and  by  pristin  gate  ?  There  may  Ite  no  royal  robe;  there  may  be  no  palatial 
surroundings.  She  does  not  need  them,  for  all  chantatilc  men  will  unite  with  Ihc 
cracking  lips  of  fe\*er-struck  hospital  and  plague- blotched  lazaretto  in  greeting  her 
OS  she  passes:   "  Hail  !  Hail !  Queen  Vashti." 

A  TRIBUTC  TO  FEMALE  TEACHERS. 

Among  the  queens  whom  I  honor  arc  the  female  day-school  teachers  of  this 
land.  I  put  ujitHi  tlieir  brow  tlie  ct>ronet.  They  are  the  sisters  nnd  the  daughters 
of  our  towns  and  cities,  selected  out  of  &  vast  number  of  applicants,  because 
of  their  especial  intellectual  and  moral  endowments.  There  are  in  none  of  your 
homes  women  more  worthy.  These  persons,  some  of  them,  come  out  from 
aninent  homes,  choosing  teaching  as  a  useful  profession;  others,  finding  that  their 
father  is  older  than  he  used  to  be.  and  that  his  eye-sight  and  strength  are  not  as 
good  as  once,  go  to  teaching  to  lighten  his  load.  But  I  tell  you  the  historj'  of 
the  majority  of  the  female  teachers  in  the  pubhc  schools  when  I  say,  *'  Father  is 
dead."  After  the  estate  was  settled  the  family,  that  were  comfortable  before,  are 
thrown  on  their  own  resources. 

It  is  hard  for  men  to  eani  a  living  in  this  day,  but  it  is  hanler  for  women 
theJr  health  iiol  so  rugged,  their  arm  tiot  so  .strong,  their  opportunities  fewer. 
These  persons,  after  tremblingly  going  through  the  ordeal  of  an  examination  as  to 
their  qualifications  to  teach,  half- bewildered  step  over  the  sill  of  the  public  school 
to  do  two  things — instruct  the  young  and  earn  tlieir  own  bread.  Her  work  is 
wearing  to  the  last  degree.  The  management  of  forty  or  fifty  fidget>"  and  intract- 
able children,  the  suppression  of  their  vices  and  the  dc%'elopmcnt  of  tlieir  excel- 
lences, the  nianagemeut  of  rewards  and  pnnishmenLs,  the  sending  of  so  many  Irnrs 
of  map  and  fine  tooth  combs  on  benignant  ministry,  the  breaking  of  so  many  wild 
colts  for  the  harness  of  life,  send  her  home  at  night  weak,  neuralgic,  unstrung,  so 
that  of  all  the  wear\'  people  in  your  cities  for  five  nights  of  the  week  there  are 
none  more  weary  than  the  public  school  teachers.  Now,  for  God's  sake,  give 
them  a  fair  chance.  Throw  no  obstacles  in  the  way.  If  Ihcy  come  out  ahead  in 
the  race,  cheer  them.  If  ymi  want  lo  smite  any.  smite  the  male  teachers;  they 
can  take  up  the  cudgels  fur  themselves,     liut  keep  your  bauds  off  of  defenceless 
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women.  Father  niay  be  dead,  hut  Ihcrt*  are  enough  brothers  left  lo  dcraaiid  and 
see  that  they  get  justice. 

Williiii  a  stone's  throw  of  where  I  now  write  there  died,  years  ago,  one  of  the 
principals  of  our  public  schools.  She  had  been  twenty-five  years  at  that  post. 
She  had  left  the  tunch  of  refiiK.'nient  on  a  multitude  of  the  young.  She  Iiad,  out 
of  her  slfniler  pnrse,  given  literally  thousands  of  dollars  for  the  destitute  w!io  came 
under  her  observation  as  a  school  teacher.  A  deceased  sister's  children  were 
thrown  upon  her  hands,  and  ^e  took  care  of  them.  She  was  a  kind  mother  to 
thfin.  while  she  mothered  a  whole  school.  Worn  out  with  nursing  in  the  sick 
and  dying  room  of  one  of  hsr  household,  she  herself  came  to  die.  She  closed  the 
school  book  and  at  the  same  time  the  volume  of  her  Christian  fidelity;  and  wlien 
she  went  through  the  gates  they  cried:  "Thfse  are  they  who  came  nut  of  great 
tribulation,  and  had  their  robes  washed  and  made  white  in  the  blood  of  the 
larab." 

Qnccns  arc  all  such,  and  whether  the  world  ackuowletlge  them  or  not,  heaven 
ackniiwlcdm-s  tlii-ni. 

When  Scarron.  the  wit  and  ecclesiastic,  as  poor  as  he  was  brilliant,  was  abDUt 
lo  marry  Madame  de  Maiutenon.  he  was  asked  by  the  notary  \fhat  he  proposed  to 
settle  upon  Mademoiselle.  The  reply  was:  "  Immortality  !  The  names  of  the 
wives  of  kings  die  with  them:  the  name  of  the  wife  of  ,Scarroii  will  live  always." 

In  a  higher  and  belter  sense,  upon  all  won^en  who  do  their  duty  to  God  will 
settle  imniorlalily.  Nut  the  immortality  of  earthly  fame,  which  is  mortal,  but 
the  iiniiiortality  celestial.     And  thc>'  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever. 


GOCrHE  AND  SHAKESPEARE'S  IDEAS  OF  WOMEN. 

Oh  !  tlie  opportunity  which  everj'  woman  has  of  being  a  queen.  The  longer 
T  live  the  more  I  admire  good  womanhood.  And  I  have  come  tn  form  my  ojiniiun 
of  the  character  of  a  man  by  his  appreci.ition  or  u  on -appreciation  of  woman.  If 
a  man  have  a  dei»ressed  idea  of  womanly  character  he  is  a  bad  man.  and  there  is 
no  exception  to  the  rule.  The  writings  of  Gtiethe  can  never  have  any  such 
attractions  for  me  as  ShakespL-are.  because  tiearly  all  the  womanly  characters  of 
the  great  German  have  some  kind  of  turpitude.  There  is  his  Mariana,  with  her 
clandestine  scheming;  and  his  Mignon,  of  evil  parentage,  yet  worse  than  her 
ancestors;  and  his  Theresa,  the  brazen;  and  his  Aureli:i.  of  niauy  intrigues:  and 
his  Philina,  the  termagant;  and  his  Mclina.  the  tarnished;  and  his  Baroness  and 
his  Countess,  and  there  is  seldom  a  wnnianly  character  in  all  his  voluminous  writ- 
ings that  would  be  worthy  of  residence  in  a  respectable  coat  cellar,  yet  pictured 
and  dramatized  and  emblazoned  till  all  the  literar>'  world  is  compelled  to  .see.  No. 
no.  Give  nie  William  Shakespeare's  idea  of  woman,  and  I  see  it  in  Desdcmnua, 
and  Cordelia,  and  Rosalind,  aud  luiugeu,  aud  Helena,  and  Henuiooe,  and  Viola, 
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and  Isabella,  and  Sylvia,  and  Peirdita,  all  of  thetii  with  enough  faults  to  pro\'e 
iheiii  human,  but  euougli  kindly  characteristics  to  give  us  liie  author's  idea  of 
woniauhuod,  his  Lady  Macbeth  only  a  dark 
background  to  briiiK  out  the  supreme  love- 
liness of  his  other  female  cliara.cters. 

I   want  you  to  consider  Vasliti. 
the  veiled.     Had  she  appeare*!  before 
Ahasuerus   and    his  court   on 
that  day  with  her    face  un- 
cm-ered.    she   would    have 
shocked  all   the  delicacies  of 
Oriental  societ>-,  and  the  very 
men  who  in  their  intoxicatiou 
demiindt-d    thai   slie   come, 
in    their  swlier    moments 
would  have   dfc<ipised   her. 
As  some  flo^\-crs   seem   to 
thrive  best  id  the  dark  lauc 
and    in   the    shadow,    and 
where  the  sun  does  not  stun 
to  reach  them,  so  God  ap- 
points   to    most    womanly 
natures  a  retiring  and  un- 
obtnisive  spirit.     God  once 
ill   a   while  does  call  an 
Isabella  to  a  throne,  or 
a  Miriam  tu  strike 
the  timbrel 
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at  tlie  front 
of  a  host, 
or  a  Marie 
Antoinette 
to  quell  a 
French  inob, 
ora  Deborah 
to  stand  at 
the  front  of 
an  armed 
bat  lalion , 
cr>ing  out:  "  Up  I  up  1  this  is  the  day  in  which  the  Lord  will  deliver  Siscn 
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intx)  thy  hands.*'  And  when  women  are  called  to  such  out-door  work,  and 
to  such  heroic  positions,  God  prepares  them  for  it;  and  Ihey  have  iron  in  their 
soul,  and  lighluings  in  their  eye.  and  whirlwinds  in  their  breath,  and  the  borrowed 
strength  of  the  Lord  omnipotent  in  their  right  ann.  They  walk  tlirough  fiiniaces 
as  though  they  were  hedges  of  wild  flowers,  an*!  crass  seas  as  thcmgh  they  were 
shimmering  sapphire,  an<i  all  the  harpitrt;  vif  hell  sink  down  to  their  dungeons  at 
the  stamp  of  their  womanly  indignation.  But  tliese  arc  exceptions.  Generally, 
Dorcas  would  rather  make  a  garment  for  the  poor  bo>-,  ReT>ecca  would  rather  IMI 
the  trough  for  the  camels.  Hannah  would  rather  make  a  c>iat  for  Samuel,  the 
Hebrew  maid  would  rather  give  a  prescription  for  Naaman's  leprosy,  the  woman 
of  Sarepta  would  rather  gather  a  few  sticks  to  cook  a  meal  for  famished  Klijah, 
Phebe  would  rather  carry  a  letter  for  the  inspired  apostle.  Mtrther  Lois  would 
rather  educate  Timothy  in  the  Scriptures.  When  1  see  a  woman  going  about  her 
daily  duty — with  cheerful  dignity  presiding  at  the  table,  with  kind  and  gentle,  b:it 
firm,  discipline,  presiding  in  the  nursery,  going  out  into  the  world  without  any 
blast  of  trumpets,  following  in  the  footsteps  of  Him  who  went  about  doing  gootl— 
I  say,  "This  is  Vashti  with  a  veil  on."  But  when  1  see  a  woman  of  unblushing 
boldness.  loud-voiced,  with  a  tongue  of  infinite  clitler-clatter,  with  arrogant  look, 
passing  through  the  streets  with  a  ma.sculine  swing,  gaily  arrayed  in  a  verj-  hurri- 
cane of  millinery,  I  cry  out,  '*  Vashti  has  lost  her  veil."  When  I  see  a  woman 
straggling  for  political  preferment,  and  rejecting  the  duties  of  home  as  insignifi- 
cant, and  thinkin;^  the  offices  of  \vik,  mother  and  daughter  of  no  importance,  and 
trying  to  force  her  way  on  up  intoconspictuty,  I  say,  '*Ah  1  what  a  pity;  Vashti  ha.s 
lost  her  veil."  When  I  see  a  woman  of  comely  features,  and  of  adroitness  of 
intellect,  and  endowed  with  all  that  the  sch(Kjls  can  do  for  her,  and  of  liigh  social 
poatiou,  yet  moving  in  s:Kiety  with  sujierciliousness  and  hauteur,  as  though  she 
would  have  people  know  their  place,  and  an  undefined  combination  of  giggle,  and 
strut,  and  r»»<Iomontade,  endowed  with  ailopalliic  quantities  of  self,  but  oidy 
homoeopathic  infinitesimals  of  sense,  the  terror  of  dry-goods  clerks  and  railroad 
conductors,  discoverer  of  significant  meanings  in  plain  conversation,  a  prodigy*  of 
badness  and  innuendoes — I  say.  "  Vashti  has  lost  her  veil." 

But  do  not  misinterpret  what  I  say  into  a  depreciation  of  the  work  of  those 
glorious  and  divinely  called  women  who  will  not  be  understood  till  after  they  are 
dead;  women  like  Susan  B.  Anthony,  who  are  giving  thdr  life  for  the  bettennent 
of  the  condition  of  their  sex,  Tliose  of  you  who  think  that  women  liave.  umler 
tlie  laws  of  this  country-,  an  equal  chance  with  men.  arc  ignorant  of  the  laws.  A 
gentleman  writes  me  from  Maryland,  saying:  "Take  the  hm-s  of  this  State.  A 
man  and  wife  start  out  in  life  full  of  hope  in  e%'er>*  respect;  by  their  joint  efforts, 
and.  as  is  frequently  the  case,  through  the  economic  ideas  of  the  wife,  succeed  in 
accumulating  a  fortune,  but  they  have  no  children;  they  reach  old  age  together. 
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and  then  the  husband  dies.  What  clois  the  law  uf  this  State  do  then  ?  It  says 
to  the  widow,  Hands  off  your  late  husliaiid's  property,  do  not  touch  it,  the  State 
will  find  others  to  whom  it  will  give  that;  but  you.  the  widow,  must  not  touch  it. 
only  so  much  as  will  keep  life  in  your  aged  body,  that  you  may  live  to  sec  those 
others  etijoy  what  rightly  should  be  your  own."  And  tlie  State  seeks  tlie  relatives 
of  the-  deceased  husband,  whether  they  be  near  or  far,  whether  tliey  were  ever 
beard  of  before  or  not.  and  transfers  to  them,  singly  or  collectively,  the  estate  of 
the  decease*!  husband  and  living  widow. 
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VAMITl,    tllli  OLTCAST. 

Now,  that  is  a  specimen  of  the  unjust  laws  in  all  States  concerning  woman- 
hood. Instead  of  flying  off  to  the  discussion  as  to  whether  or  not  the  giving  of 
the  right  of  voting  to  women  will  correct  these  laws,  let  me  say  to  men.  be  gal- 
lant enough,  and  fair  enough,  and  honest  enough,  and  righteous  enough,  and 
God-loving  eiiougli  to  correct  these  wrongs  against  women  by  your  own  masculine 
vote.  Do  not  wait  for  woman  suffrage  to  come,  if  it  ever  does  coiiit,  but  so  far  cs 
you  can  touch  ballot-boxes,  and  legislatures,  and  congresses,  begin  the  reforma- 
tion; but  until  justice  is  done  to  the  sex  by  the  laws  of  all  the  States,  let  women 
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of  America  take  the  platfortits  and  the  pulpits,  and  ao  honorable  man  will  charge 
Vashti  with  having  lost  her  veil. 

Again,  I  want  you  to  consider  Vashti,  the  sacrifice.  Who  is  this  that  I  see 
coming  out  of  that  palace  gate  of  Shushau  ?  It  seetns  lo  me  that  I  havy  seen  her 
before.  She  comes  homeless,  houseless,  friendless,  irudgiiig  along  with  a  broken 
beait.  Who  is  she  ?  It  is  Vashti,  the  sacrifice.  Oh,  what  a  change  it  was  froiu 
regal  position  to  a  wayforcr's  cnist.  A  little  while  ago  approved  and  sought  for; 
now  none  so  poor  as  to  acknowledge  her  acriuainlanceship,  Vashti,  the  sacrifice. 
Ah,  you  and  I  have  seen  it  many  a  time.  Here  is  a  home  cmpalaccd  with  beauty. 
All  that  refinement,  and  books,  and  wealtli  can  do  for  that  home  has  been  done; 
but  Ahasucnis,  the  husband  and  the  father,  is  taking  hold  on  paths  of  sin.  He  is 
gradually  going  down.  After  a  time  he  will  flounder  and  struggle  like  a  wild 
beast  in  the  hunter's  net — further  away  from  God,  further  away  from  the  right. 
Soon  tlie  bright  apparel  of  the  children  will  turn  to  rags;  so<:»n  the  household  song 
will  become  the  sobbing  of  a  broken  heart.  The  old  story  over  again.  Brutal 
Centaurs  breaking  up  the  marriage  feast  of  Lapithre.  The  house  hill  of  outrage, 
and  cruelty  and  abomination,  while  tnidging  forth  from  the  palace  gate  are  Vashti 
and  her  children.  O  Ahasuerus,  that  you  should  stand  in  a  home,  by  a  dissipated 
Ufc  destroying  the  peace  and  comfort  of  that  home.  God  forbid  that  your  children 
should  ever  have  to  ring  their  hands,  and  have  people  point  their  finger  at  them, 
as  tliey  pass  dovm  the  street  and  say.  "There  goes  a  dnmkard's  child."  God 
forbid  that  the  Utile  feet  should  ever  have  to  trudge  the  path  of  poverty  and 
wretchedness,  God  forbid  that  any  evil  spirit,  bom  of  the  wine  cup  orthe  brandy 
flask  should  come  forth  and  uprnoi  ilirit  garden,  and,  with  a  blasting,  blistering, 
all-consinning  curse,  shtit  fnrever  the  palace  gate  against  Vashti  and  the  children. 

Oh,  the  women  and  the  men  of  sacrifice  are  going  to  take  the  brightest 
coronals  of  heaven.  This  woman  gave  up  a  palatial  residence,  gave  up  all  for 
what  she  considered  right.     Sacrifice  !     Is  there  anything  more  sublime  ! 

MARTYRS   TO   DUTY. 

A  steamer,  called  the  Prairie  Belle,  burning  on  the  Mississippi  River,  Bludso, 
the  engineer,  (k-clared  he  wr)uld  keep  tliclMtwof  the  l>oat  lo  the  shore  till  all  were 
ofiT.  and  he  kept  his  promi.se.  At  bis  jxist,  scorched  and  blackened,  he  perished, 
but  he  saved  all  the  passengers.  Two  verses  of  pathetic  poetrj'  describe  the  scene, 
but  the  verses  are  a  little  rough,  and  so  I  changed  a  word  or  two: 


Tlirougli  tlie  hot,  blnck  breatli  of  Llic  butuing 

Jim  BtudiKi's  voice  was  benrd. 
Anil  Ihcy  all  htul  tnist  in  his  Ktiihlinrniiess, 

And  knew  he  would  keep  hi«  word. 
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And  siire's  you're;  liom,  ihcy  alt  got  oflf 

Afurc  the  sniokc-^tacks  fell; 
And  BluJao'sglio5t  went  up  Bbo\-e 

III  llie  Miioke  of  ilie  I'rairie  Belk-. 

He  weren't  no  suiut,  butat  Judt^nient 

I'd  n:n  my  cbancc  with  Jim 
'l.oiigMde  of  sume  plou»g«riitlFtiieti 

That  wouldn't  rfiftVe  lmml»  with  him. 
He'd  seen  his  duty,  a  dcaU  sure  thing, 

And  went  for  it  tht^re  and  then. 
And  tlirist  is  not  going  to  lie  toy  burd 

On  a  man  tbat  died  for  men. 

T  want  you  to  look  at  \*asliti,  the  silent.  You  do  not  hear  any  outcn*  from 
this  woman  as  she  goes  forth  fn^ni  tlie  palace  gate.  From  the  ver)-  dignity  of  her 
nature  you  know  there  will  Ije  no  vociferation.  Sometimes  in  life  it  is  necessary 
to  make  a  retort;  sometimes  in  life  it  is  necessarj"  to  resist:  but  there  are  crises 
wlicn  the  most  triumphant  thing  to  tfo  is  to  keep  silcuce.  The  philosopher,  coii- 
6(lent  in  his  newly  (]isa»vered  principle,  waited  for  the  coming  of  nmre  intelligent 
generations,  willing  that  men  should  laugh  at  the  lightning  rod  and  cotton  gin 
and  steamboat — waiting  for  long  years  through  the  scoffing  of  philosophical 
schools,  in  grand  and  magnificent  silence.  Galileo,  condemned  by  mathemati- 
cians, and  monks,  and  cardinals;  caricatured  everj'where,  yet  waiting  and  watch- 
ing  with  his  telescope  to  sec  the  coming  up  of"  stellar  re- enforcements,  when  the 
stars  in  their  ctmrses  would  fight  for  the  Coiierniaui  system;  then  sitting  down  in 
crjmplele  l>linLhies.s  and  deafness  to  wait  for  the  coming  on  of  the  generations  who 
would  build  his  monument  and  bow  at  his  grove.  The  reformer,  execrate<l  by 
his  contemporaries,  fastened  in  a  pillory,  the  slow  firca  of  public  contempt 
burning  under  him,  ground  under  the  cylindfi>i  of  the  printing  pre.'*,  yet  calmly 
waiting  for  the  day  when  purity  of  sonl  and  hcniism  of  cliaracter  will  get  tlie 
sanction  of  earth  and  the  plaudits  of  heaven.  Affliction,  enduring  without  any 
complaint  the  sharimess  of  the  pang,  and  the  violence  of  the  storm,  and  the  heft 
of  the  chain,  and  the  darkness  of  the  night — waiting  until  a  divine  hand  shaJl  be 
put  forth  to  sooth  the  pang,  and  hush  the  storm,  and  release  the  captive.  A  wife 
abtised,  persecuted,  and  a  perpetual  exile  from  cver\-  earthly  comfort — waiting, 
waiting,  until  the  I^ord  shall  gather  up  His  dear  children  in  a  heavenly  home, 
and  no  poor  Vashti  will  ever  be  thrust  out  from  the  palace  gate.  Jesus,  in  silence, 
and  answering  not  a  word,  drinking  the  gall,  beariug  the  cross,  in  prospect  of  the 
rapturoub  consummation  when 

AttgelH  thninfced  HLi  chnriot  whcd, 

.And  bore  llini  to  His  throne; 
Then  swept  their  froldcti  harps  and  sung,— 

"  Tttc  glorious  work  is  done." 
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An  Arctic  explorer  found  a  sliip  floating  helplessly  about  amonj^  llie  icebergs, 
and  going  on  board  he  found  that  the  captain  was  frozen  at  his  log  book,  and  the 
"hylnisman  was  frozen  at  the  wheel,  and  the  men  on  the  lookout  where  &ozen  in 
their  places.  That  was  awful,  but  magnificent.  All  the  Arctic  blasts  and  all  the 
icebergs  could  not  drive  them  from  their  dut>-.  Their  silence  was  louder  than 
thunder.  And  this  old  ship  of  a  world  has  many  at  their  posts  in  the  awful  chill 
of  neglect,  and  frozen  of  the  world's  scorn,  and  their  silence  shall  Ih:  the  eulogy 
of  the  skies,  and  be  rewarded  long  after  this  weather-beaten  craft  of  a  planet  shall 
hove  made  its  last  voyage. 

I  thank  Gwl  that  the  mightiest  influences  are  the  most  silent.  The  fires  in  a 
furnace  of  a  factorj-,  or  of  a  steamship,  roar,  though  they  only  move  a  few 
shuttles  or  a  few  thousand  tons;  but  the  sun  that  warms  a  world  rises  and  sets 
without  a  crackle,  or  the  faiutest  sound.  Travelers  vibiUug  Mount  .Etna,  having 
heard  of  the  glories  of  smirise  on  thnt  pt-nk,  went  up  to  spend  the  night  there 
and  see  the  sun  rise  next  morning;  but  when  it  came  up  it  was  so  far  behind 
their  anticipations  thev-  actually  hissed  it.  The  mightiest  influences  to-day  are 
like  the  planetary  sy.stem — completely  silent.     Don't  hiss  the  sun  ! 

O  woman  !  does  not  this  stor>'  of  Vashti  the  queen,  Vashti  the  veiled,  Vashti 
the  sacrifice,  Vashti  the  silent,  move  your  aoul? 

When  Rome  was  besieged,  the  daughter  of  its  ruler  saw  the  golden  bracelets 
on  the  left  amis  of  the  enemy,  and  she  sent  word  to  them  that  she  would  betray 
her  city  and  surrender  it  to  them  if  they  would  only  give  her  those  bracelets 
on  their  left  arms.  They  accepted  the  proffer,  and  by  night  this  daughter  of  the 
ruler  of  the  city  opened  one  of  the  gates.  The  army  entered,  and,  keeping  their 
promise,  threw  upon  her  their  bracelet*!,  and  also  their  shields,  until  under  their 
weight  she  died.  Alas,  that  all  tlirough  the  ages  tlie  same  folly  has  been  repeated, 
and  for  the  trinkets  and  glittering  treasures  of  this  world,  men  and  women  swing 
open  the  portals  of  their  immortal  soul  for  an  everlasting  surrender,  and  die 
under  the  shiuing  submergenient. 

Through  the  rich  grace  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  may  you  be  enabled  to 
Imitate  the  example  of  Rachel,  and  Hannah,  and  Abigail,  and  Deborah,  and 
Har>-,  aud  Vashti. 


JVljab  nn&  3«scbjcl. 
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THE  POWER  OF  A  WIFE  OVER  HER  HUSBAND,  AND  HOW  IT  SHOULD  BE  EMPLOVED. 

NE  day  King  Ahab,  locking  out  of  the  window  of  liis  pahice  at 
Jczrccl,  said  to  his  wife  Jezebel:  "  We  ouglit  to  have  Iht-* 
royal  gardens  enlarged.  If  we  could  oiily  get  that  fellow, 
Nabolli.  who  owns  thai  vineyard  out  there,  to  trade  or  sell, 
wc  could  make  it  a  kitchen  garden  for  our  palace." 

"Fetch    in    Naboth."   says    the    king    to    one  of  his 
servants. 

The  gardener,  wondejing  why  he  should  be  called  into  the  pre.sence  of  his 
Majesty,  comes  in  a  little  downcast  in  his  inodestj-  and  with  ver>'  obse<iuious  nmn- 
ner  bows  to  the  king^.  The  king  says;  * '  Naboth,  I  want  to  trade  vine>*ards  with 
you.  1  want  your  vineyard  for  a  kitchen  garden,  and  I  will  give  you  a  great  deal 
belter  vineyard  in  place  of  it;  or,  if  you  prefer  money  for  it,  I  will  give  you 
ca-sh." 

"Oh,  no."  says  Naboth.  "  I  cannot  trade  off  ray  little  place,  nor  can  I  sell 
it.  It  is  tlie  old  homestead.  I  got  it  of  my  father,  and  he  of  his  father,  and  I 
cannot  let  the  old  place  go  out  of  my  hands." 

In  a  great  state  of  petulancy.  King  Ahab  went  into  the  house  and  flung  him- 
self on  the  bed  and  turned  his  face  to  the  wall  in  a  great  pout.  His  wife  Jezebel 
comes  in  and  she  says:     "  What  is  the  matter  with  you?     Arc  you  sick  ?" 

"Oh."  he  says.  "I  feel  ver>'  blue.  I  have  set  my  heart  on  getting  that 
kitchen  garden,  and  Naboth  will  neither  trade  nor  sell,  and  to  be  defeated  by  a 
common  gjinkner  is  more  than  I  can  stand." 

"Oh.  pshaw."  says  Jezebel:  "  don't  go  on  that  way.  Gel  up  and  eat  your 
dinner  and  stop  moping.     I  will  get  for  you  that  kitchen  garden." 

Then  Jezebel  Iwrrowed  her  husband's  signet  or  seal,  for  then,  as  now,  in 
tltose  lands  kings  never  signed  their  names,  but  had  a  ring  with  the  royal  name 
engraved  on  it.  and  that  impressed  on  a  royal  letter  or  document  was  the  signa- 
ture. She  stamped  her  husband's  name  on  a  proclamation,  which  re.snlted  in  get- 
ting Naboth  tried  for  treason  against  the  king,  and  two  i>erjnred  witnesses  swore 
their  souls  away  with  the  life  of  Naljoth.  and  he  was  stoned  to  death  and  his  prop- 
erty came  to  the  crown,  and  so  Jezebel  got  for  her  husband  and  hcrseif  the  kitchen 
garden.         , 
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But  A'hile  the  wild  street  dogs  were  b\isy  rcndiag  the  dead  body  of  poor 
Naboth,  Elijah,  the  [mjphct,  li^lls  Ihem  of  other  canines  that  will  after  a  while 
have  a  free  banquet,  saying:  "  Where  dogs  Hck  the  blood  of  Naboth  sliall  dogs 
lick  thy  blood,  even  thine." 

THE  RESULT  OF  A  WIFE'S  BAD  ADVICE. 

And  sure  enough,  three  years  after.  Ahab  wounded  in  battle,  his  chariot  drip- 
ping with  the  carnage,  dogs  stood  under  il  lapping  his  life's  blood.  And  a  httle 
afterward  his  wife.  Jezt-lx;!.  who  had  been  his  chief  adviser  in  crime,  stands  at  her 
palace  window  and  sees  Jeliu,  the  enemy,  approaching  to  take  possession  of  the 
palace.  And  to  make  herself  look  as  attractive  as  possible  and  queenly  to  the  \*ery 
last,  she  decorated  her  person,  and  according  to  Oriental  ctistoni  dtiscd  her  e>-es 
and  ran  a  brash  dipped  in  black  powder  along  the  long  eyelashes,  and  then  from 
the  window  she  glared  her  indignation  upon  Jehu.  As  he  rode  to  the  gates  in  his 
chariot  he  shouted  to  the  .slaves  in  her  room:  "  Throw  her  down  !"  Rut  no  doubt 
the  slaves  halted  a  moment  from  such  work  of  assassination,  yet,  knowing  Queen 
Jezebel  could  be  no  more  to  them  and  the  conqueror  Jehu  would  be  ever>'thing, 
as  he  shouted  again:  "Throw  her  down,"  they  seized  her  and  bore  her  strug- 
gling and  cursing  to  the  window  casement  and  hurled  her  forth  until  she  came 
tumbling  to  the  earth,  striking  it  just  in  lime  to  lei  Jehu's  horsfs  trample  her  and 
the  chariot  wheels  roll  over  her.  While  Jehu  is  inside  at  the  tible  refreshing  him- 
self after  the  excitement  he  orders  his  servants  to  go  and  bury  the  dead  queen. 
But  the  wild  street  dogs  had  for  the  tliird  time  appeared  on  the  scene,  and  they 
liad  removed  all  her  body  except  those  parts  which  in  all  ages  dogs  are  by  a  strange 
instinct  or  brutal  superstition  kept  from  touching  after  death — the  palms  of  the 
hands  and  the  soles  of  the  feet. 

AH  this  appalling  scene  of  ancient  history  was  the  result  of  a  wife's  bad 
advice  to  a  husband,  of  a  wife's  struggle  to  advance  her  husband's  interests  by 
unlawful  means.  Ahab  and  Jczcbcl  got  the  kitchen  garden  of  Naboth,  but  the 
dogs  got  them.  The  trouble  all  began  when  this  mistaken  wife  aroiLsetl  lier  hus- 
band out  of  his  melancholy  by  the  words:  "Arise,  and  eat  bread,  and  let  thine 
heart  be  merr>-;  I  will  give  thee  the  vineyard  of  Naboth." 

The  influence  suggested  by  this  subject  is  an  influence  you  never  before  rend 
much  about  perhaps,  and  may  never  read  of  again,  but  it  is  a  most  potent  and 
aeini-omnipotcnt  influence,  and  decides  the  course  of  individuals,  families,  nations, 
centuries  and  eternities.  I  speak  of  wifely  ambition.  goo<l  and  l*ad.  How  iiniM>r- 
tant  that  every  wife  have  her  ambition,  an  elevated,  riglitcous  and  divinely 
approved  ambition. 
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ILLUSTRIOUS  EXAMPL£S    OF  WIFELY  DEVOTION. 

No  one  can  so  inspire  a  man  to  noble  purposes  as  a  noble  woman,  and  no  one 
so  thoroughly  degrade  a  man  as  a  wife  of  iiii worthy  tendencies.  While  in  the  case 
of  Jtzcbel  we  have  au  illustration  of  wifely  ambition '  employed  in  the  wrong 
direction,  societ>-  and  hlstor>'  are  full  of  in.stanccs  of  wifely  ambition  gloriously 
triumphant  in  right  directions.  All  Ihat-was  worth  admiration  in  the  character  of 
Henry  VI.  was  a  reflection  of  the  heroics  of  hts  wife  Margaret.  William.  Prince 
of  Orange,  was  restored  to  the  right  pa,th  by  the  grand  qualities  of  his  wife  Marj'. 
Justinian,  the  Roni.-in  Kmpcror,  confesses  that  his  wise  laws  were  the  suggestions 
of  his  wife  Theodora.  Judith  serx-ed  her  people  by  killing  Holofernes.  Andrew 
Jackson,  the  warrior  and  President,  had  his  mightiest  re-ciiforccment  in  his  plain 
wife,  whose  inartistic  attire  was  the  amusemait  of  the  elegant  circles  in  which  .she 
was  invited.  Washington,  who  broke  the  chain  that  held  America  in  foreign  vas- 
salage, wore  for  forty  years  a  chain  around  his  own  neck,  that  chain  holding  the 
miniature  likeness  of  he^who  had  been  hi.";  g^^atest  inspiration,  whether  among 
the  snows  at  Valley  Forge  or  amid  the  honors  of  the  presidential  cliair.  Pliny's 
pen  was  driven  thn)vigh  all  its  jwetic  and  historicnl  dominions  by  Ills  wife.  Cal- 
pnmia.  who  sang  his  stanzas  to  the  .sound  of  flute  and  sal  among  audiences  enrap- 
tured at  her  husband's  genius,  herself  the  most  enraptured.  Pericles  said  he  got 
all  his  eloquence  and  statesmanship  from  his  wife.  When  the  wife  of  Groliiis 
resCTied  Iniu  from  long  imprisonment  at  Lovestein  by  means  of  a  bookcase  that 
went  in  and  out,  carrying  his  books  to  and  fro.  he  was  one  day  transported,  hidden 
amid  the  folios;  and  the  women  of  besieged  Weiiisberg,  getting  permission  from 
the  viclorious  army  to  take  ^vilh  them  so  much  of  their  valuables  as  tliey  could 
carry,  under  cover  of  the  promise  shouldered  and  took  with  them  as  the  most 
important  valuables  their  hu.sbands— both  achievements  in  a  literal  way  illustrated 
what  thousands  of  times  has  been  done  in  a  figurative  way,  that  wifely  ambition 
has  l>etn  the  salvation  of  men. 

De  Tocqueville,  whose  writings  will  be  potential  and  quoted  while  the  world 
lasts,  ascribes  his  .successes  to  his  wife,  and  says:  "  Of  all  the  blessings  which  God 
has  given  to  me,  the  greatest  of  all  in  my  eyes  is  to  have  lighted  on  Maria  Motley.*' 

Martin  Luther  says  of  his  wife:  "  I  would  not  exchange  my  powrty  with  her 
for  all  the  riches  of  Croesus  without  her." 

Isfdiella,  of  Spain,  by  her  superior  faith  in  Columbus,  put  into  the  hand  of 
Ferdinand,  her  husband,  America. 

John  Adams,  President  of  the  t*nite<l  Stales,  said  of  his  wife:  "  She  never,  by 
word  or  look,  discouraged  me  from  running  all  hazarils  for  tlie  salvation  of  my 
country's  liberties." 

Thomas  Carlyle  sjient  the  last  twenty  years  of  his  life  in  trying  by  his  ]ien  to 
atone  for  the  fact  that  during  his  wife's  life  he  never  appreciated  her  influence  on 
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his  careCT  aiul  destiny.  Alas,  that  Imving  taken  her  from  a  beautiful  honie  and 
a  brilliant  career,  he  should  have  buried  her  in  the  home  of  a  recluse  aiul  scolded 
her  in  such  language  as  only  a  dysj^plic  genius  could  manage,  until  one  day, 
while  in  her  invalidism,  riding  in  Hyde  Park,  her  pel  dog  got  run  over,  and 
under  the  excitement  the  coachman  found  her  dead.  Then  the  literary  giant 
woke  from  his  conjugal  injustice  and  wrote  the  lanieutationsof  Craigen-putlock 
and  Cheyne  Row.  The  elegant  and  fulsome  epitaphs  lliat  husbands  put  upon 
their  wives'  tombstones  arc  often  an  attempt  to  make  up  for  lack  of  appreciative 
words  tliat  sliould  have  been  uttered  in  tlie  ears  of  the  li\'ing.  A  whole  Grcenwwxl 
of  monumental  inscriptions  will  not  do  a  wife  so  much  goo<l  after  she  has  quit  Ihe 
world  as  one  plain  sentence  like  that  which  Tom  Hood  wrote  to  his  living  wife 
when  he  said:   "  I  ne\-er  was  anytliing  till  I  knew  you." 

O  woman,  what  is  your  wifely  ambition — nobl»or  ignoble?  Is  it  high  social 
position  ?  That  will  theu  probably  direct  your  husband,  and  he  will  climb  and 
scramble  and  slip  and  fall  and  rise  and  tumble,  and  on  what  level  or  in  wlxat  depth 
or  on  what  height  he  will  after  a  while  be  fomid  I  cannot  even  guess.  The  contest 
for  social  position  is  the  most  unsatisfactorj-  contest  in  all  the  world,  because  it  is 
so  uncertain  about  your  getting  it,  and  so  insecure  a  possession  after  you  have 
obtained  it,  and  so  unsatisfactor>'  even  if  you  keep  it.  The  whisk  of  a  lady*s  fan 
may  blow  it  out ;  the  growl  of  one  bear  or  the  bellowing  of  one  bull  on  Wall  street 
may  scatter  it. 

Is  the  wife's  ambition  the  political  preferment  of  her  hnsband?  Then  that 
will  probably  direct  him.  What  a  God-forsaken  realm  is  AmericaiL  politics  those 
best  know  who  have  dabbled  in  them.  After  they  have  nssessetl  a  man  who  ts  a 
candidate  for  an  office  which  he  does  not  get,  or  assessed  him  for  s(»me  office 
attained,  and  he  ba^  been  whirled  round  and  round,  and  round  and  romtd  among 
the  drinking,  smoking,  swearing  crowd,  who  often  get  control  of  public  affairs,  all 
that  is  U-ft  nf  his  si'If-res|H.-cl  or  mural  stamina  would  find  plenty  of  room  on  a 
geumetrical  point,  which  is  said  to  have  neither  length,  breadth  nor  thickness. 
Many  a  wife  has  not  been  satisfied  till  her  husband  went  into  pohUcs,  but  would 
after^vards  have  given  all  she  possessed  to  get  him  out. 


RUINED  BY  HIS  WIFE'S  SOCIAL  AMBITIOfl. 

I  knew  a  highly  moml  man,  useful  in  the  church  and  possessor  of  a  bright 
home.  He  had  a  uscfiU  and  prosperous  business,  but  his  wife  did  not  think  it 
genteel  enough.  Ther<twere  odors  about  the  business,  and  sometimes  Iht-y  wfuld 
adhere  to  his  garments  when  he  returned  at  night.  She  insisted  on  his  doing 
sometliing  more  elegant,  although  lie  was  qualified  for  no  Imsiness  except  Uiat  in 
which  he  was  engagefl.  To  ple.xse  her  he  ch.inged  his  business,  and,  in  order  to 
get  on  faster,  abandoue<l  church  attendance,  sa^'ing  after  he  had  made  a  certain 
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nunilicr  of  luitHlrf<ls  of  thonsaiuls  of  dollars  lie  uT>uld  relurn  lo  the  church  and  its 
ser\'ice. 

Where  is  that  family  to-day? 

Obliterated.  Although  succeeding  in  Imsiness  for  which  he  was  qualified,  he 
undertook  &  style  of  nierchaiidise  for  which  he  had  no  titinlirication,  and  soon  went 
into  bankruptcy.  His  ne\v  style  of  business  put  him  into  evil  association.  He 
lost  his  moralb  as  well  as  his  money.  He  broke  up  not  only  liis  own  home,  but 
broke  up  another  man's  home,  and  from  being  a  kind,  pure,  generous,  moral  man 
he  has  become  a  homeless,  penniless  libertine.  His  wife's  ambition  for  a  more 
genteel  Ijusiness  destroyed  him,  and  disgraced  her,  and  blighted  their  only  child. 

But  suppose  now  there  tie  in  our  bonies.  as,  thank  God,  there  are  in  hundreds 
of  homes  represented  by  the  readers  of  this  book,  on  Ihr  wifely  throne  one  who 
says  not  only  by  her  words,  but  more  powerfully  by  her  actions:  "  My  husband, 
our  destinies  are  united.  Let  us  see  where  industry',  honesty,  common  sense  and 
faith  hi  God  will  put  us.  I  am  with  you  in  all  your  enterprises.  I  cannot  be 
with  you  in  person  as  you  go  to  your  daily  business,  but  I  will  be  with  you  ui  my 
prayers.  Let  us  see  what  we  can  achieve  by  ha\*ing  God  in  our  hearts,  and  God 
in  our  lives,  and  God  in  our  home.  Be  on  the  side  of  everything  gotnl.  Go  ahead 
and  fk>  your  best,  and  though  ever>'tliing  should  turn  out  different  from  wliat  we 
have  calculated,  you  may  always  count  on  two  who  are  going  to  help  you,  and 
God  is  one  and  I  am  the  other." 

That  man  may  have  feeble  health,  and  may  meet  with  many  obstacles  and 
bnsine-ss  triaks,  but  he  is  coming  gloriou.sIy  through,  for  he  is  re-enforced,  and 
inspired,  and  spurred  on  by  n  woman's  voice,  as  much  as  was  Barak  by  Delxirah 
■when  Sisera  with  900  iron  chariots  came  on  to  crush  him  end  his  army,  and 
Deborah  .shouted  in  the  ear  of  Barak:  •'Up  I  for  this  is  the  day  in  which  the 
Lord  halli  delivered  Sisera  into  thine  hands."  And  the  enemy  fell  back,  and 
Sisera's  chariot  not  getting  al<«ig  fiiht  enough  in  the  retreat,  the  general  jumped 
out  and  took  it  afoot,  and  ran  till  he  came  lu  a  place  where  a  woman  first  gave  him 
a  drink  of  milk  and  then  sent  a  spike  through  Iiis  skull,  nailing  him  to  the  floor. 

Home  of  us  could  tell  of  what  influence  u]Km  ns  h.is  l)cen  a  wifely  ambition 
consecrate<l  to  righteousness.  I  hove  often  been  called  of  God,  as  I  thought,  to 
rtin  into  the  ver>-  teeth  of  public  opinion,  and  all  outsiders  with  whom  I  advised 
toUl  nie  I  had  belter  not,  it  wouhl  ruin  me  and  ruin  my  church,  and  at  the  same 
time  I  was  receiving  nice  little  letters  tlirealeniug  me  with  dirk  and  pi.stol  and 
poison  if  T  iKTsisted  in  atLicking  certain  evils  of  the  day.  until  the  Commissioner  of 
I'lilicc  considered  it  his  duty  to  take  his  place  in  our  Sablwth  servicvs  with  forty 
ofiicers  scattered  tlirough  the  house  for  the  preservation  of  order,  Imt  in  my  home 
there  has  always  l»een  one  voice  to  say:  ' '  Go  ahead,  and  diverge  not  an  inch  from 
the  straight  line.     Who  cares  if  only  Gtxl  is  on  our  side  ?" 
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And  though  sometimes  it  seemed  as  if  Z  was  going  out  against  900  iroa 
charioU,  I  went  ahead;  cheered  by  the  domestic  voice. 

A  man  is  no  better  than  his  wife  will  let  him  be.  O  wives  of  America,  sway 
your  sceptres  of  wifely  influence  for  G<xl  and  gwxl  homes  !  Do  not  urge  your 
husbands  to  annex  Naboth's  vineyard  to  your  palace  of  success,  whether  right  or 
wrong,  lest  the  dogs  that  come  out  todcstroy  Naboth  come  out  also  to  devour  y5u. 
Kighteousncss  will  pay  best  in  life,  will  pay  best  in  death,  will  pay  best  in  the 
judgment,  will  pay  best  through  all  eternity. 

HOME  INFLUENCC  ON   HUSBANDS. 

In  our  efforts  to  hai'e  the  mother  of  ever>*  household  appreciate  her  influence 
over  her  childreu  we  are  apt  to  forget  the  wife's  influeiice  over  the  husband.  In 
many  households  the  influence  upon  the  husband  is  the  only  home  influence.  In 
a  great  multitude  of  the  best  and  mast  important  and  nwwt  talented  families  of  the 
earth  there  have  l»een  no  descendniits.  There  is  not  a  child  or  a  grandchild,  or  any 
remote  descendant  of  Washington,  or  Charles  Sumner,  or  .Shakespeare,  or  Edmund 
Burke,  or  Pitt,  or  Lord  Nelson^  or  Cowper,  or  Pope,  or  Addison,  or  Johnsoii,  or 
Lord  Chatham,  or  Orattan,  or  Isaac  Newton,  or  GoUlsmitli,  or  Swift,  or  I.w?kc, 
or  Oiblwn,  or  Walpole,  or  Canning,  or  Dryden,  or  Moore,  or  Chaucer,  or  Lord 
Byron,  or  Walter  Scott,  or  Oliver  Cromwell,  or  Garrick,  or  Hogarth,  or  Joshua 
Re>Tiolds,  or  Spenser,  or  Lord  Bacon,  or  Macaultiy.  Multitudes  of  tlic  finest 
families  of  the  earth  are  extinct.  As  though  they  had  done  enough  for  the  world 
by  their  genius  or  wit,  or  patriotism,  or  invention,  or  consecration,  God  withdrew 
them.  lu  multitudes  of  cases  alt  woman's  opportunity  for  usefulness  is  with 
her  contemporaries.     How  important  that  it  be  an  improved  opportunity  ! 

While  the  French  warriors  on  their  way  to  Rheims  had  about  concluded  to 
give  up  attacking  the  castle  at  Troyes  because  it  was  so  heavily  garrisoned,  Joan  of 
Arc  entered  ihe  rotmi  and  told  Ihem  they  would  be  inside  the  castle  in  three  days. 

"We  would  willingly  wait  six  days."  said  one  of  the  leaders. 

"^ix!"  she  cried  out;  "you  shall  be  in  it  to-morrow."  And,  under  her 
leadership,  on  the  morrow  they  entere<l.  ITiough  Joan  afterwards  suffered 
martyrdom  at  the  .stake,  her  glorious  deeds  will  live  in  the  grateful  remem- 
brance of  the  descendants  of  tho«e  who  .so  cruelly  exectited  her.  On  a  smaller 
scale  every  man  has  garrisons  to  subdue  and  obstacles  to  ]e\'el,  and  every  wife 
may  be  an  inspired  Joan  of  Arc  to  her  husband.  So  that  whatever  be  his  suc- 
cesses he  will  always  bless  her  name  for  the  helpfulness  she  gave  him. 

What  u  uoblc.  wifely  ambition,  the  determination.  God  helping,  to  accom- 
pnny  her  ciiiiipanion  across  Ihe  slonny  sea  of  this  life  aiitl  together  gain  the 
wharf  of  the  Celestial  City  I  Coax  him  along  with  you  !  Vou  cannot  drive  him 
*  ere.     You  cannot  nag  htm  there  ;  but  you  can  coax  him  there.     That  is  God's 
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plan.  He  coaxes  us  all  Ihe  way — coaxes  us  out  of  our  sins,  coaxes  us  to  aa.x'pt 
pardon,  coaxes  as  to  hcax-cn.  If  we  reach  that  blessed  place  it  will  be  tlirouj;h  a 
prolonged  and  diviiic  coiixiiig.  By  the  sanii;  proctrss  take  your  companion,  and 
then  30U  will  gut  there  as  well,  and  all  your  hmisehoUl.  Do  just  the  opposite  to 
your  neighbor.  Her  wifely  ambition  la  all  for  this  world,  and  a  disappointed  and 
vexed  and  unhappy  crtature  she  will  be  all  the  way.  Her  residence  may  be  better 
than  ytiurs  for  the  few  years  of  eartltly  stay,  but  she  will  ninve  out  of  it  as  to  her 
Ixidy  into  a  house  about  five  and  a  half  feet  long  and  about  three  feet  wide  and 
two  feet  high,  and  conccniinp  her  soul's  destiny  you  cm  make  your  own  projfuos- 
tication.  Her  husbaud  and  her  sous  and  daughters,  who  all.  like  her,  live  for 
this  world,  will  have  about  llic  same  destiny  for  the  body  and  the  soul.  You 
having^had  a  sanctified  and  divinely  ennobled  wifely  ambition,  will  pass  up  into 
palaces,  and  what  bccuuies  of  your  Ijody  is  of  no  importance,  for  it  is  only  a 
scaffolding,  pulled  down  now  Oial  your  temple  is  done.  You  will  stand  in  the 
everlastiuy  rest  and  .see  your  hu.skuid  come  in,  and  see  your  children  cttm^  in,  if 
tliey  have  not  preceded  you.  Glorified  Christian  wife  !  Pick  up  any  crown  you 
choose  from  oflF  the  King's  footstool  and  wear  it ;  it  was  promised  you  long  ago, 
and  with  it  cover  up  all  the  scars  of  your  earthly  conflict. 


FiklTHFUL  WIVES'   REWARD. 

Sixtei-n  miles  fn»m  St.  Petersburg,  Russia,  was  one  nf  the  royal  palaces,  and 
there  one  night  Catharine,  the  Itrnpress.  entertained  Prince  Henry.  It  was  severe 
winter  and  deep  snow,  and  the  Empress  and  the  Prince  rcxic  in  &  magnificence  of 
sleigh  and  robe  and  canopy  never  surpassed,  followed  by  2000  sleighs  laden  with 
the  first  ]jeople  of  Russi,-i.  the  whole  length  of  the  distance  iUununated  by  lamps 
and  dazzling  temples  built  for  that  one  night,  and  imitations  of  mosques  and 
Egyptian  pyramids;  and  jK'ople  of  all  natiims  in  all  styles  nf  costume  standing  on 
platforms  along  the  way  and  wolcliitig  the  blaze  of  the  pyrotechnics.  At  the 
palace  the  luxuries  of  kingdoms  were  gathered  and  spread,  and  at  the  tables  tlie 
g:uesLs  had  but  to  touch  the  centre  of  a  plate,  and  by  magical  machiuen*  it  dropped 
and  anotlier  plate  came  tip  liiadcd  with  stitl  richer  viands.  Rut  all  that  scene  of 
the  long  ago  shall  l>e  eclipsed  by  the  greater  splendors  that  will  l>e  gathered  at  tlie 
banquet  made  by  the  heavenly  King  for  those  consecrated  women  who  came  in 
out  of  tlie  winter  and  snowy  chill  of  Iheir  earthly  existence  into  the  warm  and 
illumined  palaces  of  heaven.  With  the  King  Himself  and  all  the  poieutatcs, 
yourself  robed  and  crowned,  you  will  sit  at  a  table  compared  with  which  all  the 
feasts  at  Keiiilworth  and  St.  Cloud  and  the  Alhauibra  were  a  beggar's  cnist  And 
the  platter  of  one  royal  satisfaction  touched  at  the  centre  shall  disappear,  only  to 
make  room  for  a  gracious  viand,  and  the  golden  plate  of  one  royal  salistaction, 
touched  at  the  centre,  shall  disapiK-ar,  ouly  to  make  room  for  the  coming  of  some 
richer  and  grander  regalement. 


-|9oi£!tiiou  in  H^xt^, 


WHAT  CAN  MAKE  WOMEN  HAPrV,  AND  WHAT  OFTEN  MAKES  THEM  MrSERABLE. 

ICCENTLV  the  editor  of  a  Bostnii  newspajjcr  wrote  iiskin^  me  the 
'->_jrt  teri^e  question:  "  What  is  the  road  to  happiness?"  and  "  Ought 

happiness  be  the  chief  aim  of  life  ?"     My  answer  was:  "  The 

road  lo  happiness  is  the  continuous  effort  to  make  ollicrs  happ>'. 

The  chief  aim  of  life  ought  to   Ik:  iiscfnlncss,  not  happiness; 
:t)ut  happiness  always  fallows  nsc-fulncss.     '  She  tlul  liveth  in 

pleasure  is  dead  while  she  liveth.'  " 
My  readers,  you  all  want  to  be  happy.  You  have  had  a  great  many  recipes 
"by  which  it  is  proposed  to  give  you  satisfaction — solid  satisfaction.  At  times  you 
feel  a  thorough  unrest.  You  know  as  well  as  older  people  what  it  is  to  be 
depressed.  As  dark  shadows  sometimes  fall  upon  the  geography  of  the  school  girl 
OS  on  the  page  of  the  spectacled  pliilosopher.  I  have  seen  as  cloudy  days  in 
May  as  in  November.  There  are  no  deeper  sighs  breathetl  by  the  grandmother 
than  by  the  granddaughter.  I  correct  the  popular  impression  that  people  are 
happier  in  childhmKl  and  youth  than  they  ever  will  be  again.  If  we  li\-e  aright, 
the  older  the  happier.  The  happiest  woman  that  I  ever  kne^v  was  a  Chri.stian 
octogenarian;  her  Iiair  white  a.s  white  could  be;  the  sunlight  of  heaven  late  in  the 
aAernoon  gilding  tlic  peaks  of  snow.  I  have  to  say  to  a  great  many  of  the  young 
people  that  the  most  misemUIe  time  you  are  ever  lo  have  is  just  now.  As  you 
advance  in  life,  as  you  come  out  into  the  world  and  have  your  head  and  heart  all 
full  of  good,  honest,  practical  Christian  work,  then  you  will  know  what  it  is  to 
begin  to  be  happy.  There  are  those  who  would  have  us  bclie\'e  that  life  is 
cha.sing  thistledown  and  grasping  bubbles.  We  have  not  found  it  so.  To  many 
of  us  it  has  been  discovering  diamonds  larger  than  the  Kohinoor.  and  I  tliinkthat 
our  joy  will  continue  tu  increase  until  nothing  short  of  llie  everlasting  jubilee  of 
Iieaveu.will  be  able  to  express  it. 

Horatio  Grecnough,  at  the  close  of  the  hardest  life  a  man  e\'er  live.i — the  life 
of  an  American  artist — wrote:  "  I  don't  want  to  leave  this  world  until  I  give  some 
sign  that,  Ijorn  b>*  llie  grace  of  God  in  this  land.  I  have  found  life  to  be  a  very 
cheerful  thing,  and  not  the  daik  and  bitter  thing  with  which  my  early  prospects 
were  clouded." 

Albert  Barnes,  the  good  Christian,  known  the  world  over,  stood  in  his  pulpit 
In  Pliiladelphia.  at  se\'ent>*  or  eighty  years  of  age,  and  said:  "  This  world  is  so 
very  attractive  to  me,  I  am  \'crj*  sorry  I  shall  have  lo  leave  it ' ' 
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of  Christian  priiicipk-  in  a  youthful  soul  develop  iiilo  a  largu  crop  of  gladness  on 
earth  and  to  a  han-est  of  eternal  joy  in  heaven?  Hear  me.  ihon,  while  I  dis- 
cour!»c  upon  some  of  the  mistakes  which  vouiik  people  make  in  regard  to  happi- 
ness, and  point  out  to  the  young  women  what  I  consider  to  be  the  source  of 
complete  satisfaction. 

LITTLE  HAPPINESS  IN  SOCIAL  POSITtON. 

And,  in  the  first  place,  I  advise  you  not  to  build  your  happhiess  upon  mere 
social  pnsilioii.  PersoTLS  al  your  age.  looking  ofT  nj>i)n  life,  are  apt  to  think  that 
if,  by  some  stroke  of  what  is  calletl  good  luck,  you  could  arrive  iu  aji  elevated  and 
affluent  position,  a  little  higher  than  that  in  which  Gwl  has  called  you  to  live,  >ou 
would  Ix;  completely  happy.  Infinite  mistake  !  The  p;dace  floor  of  Ahasuerus  is 
re<I  with  the  bltMHl  n(  Vushti's  broken  heart.  There  have  Ijeen  no  more  scalding 
tears  wq>t  than  those  which  coursed  the  cheeks  of  Josephine.  If  the  sob  of 
unhappy  womanhood  in  the  great  cities  could  break  through  the  tapestried  wall, 
thai  sob  would  come  along  your  streets  to-day  like  the  simoon  of  the  desert. 
Sometimes  I  have  heard  in  the  rustling  of  the  roljes  on  the  eity  pavement  the  hiss 
of  the  adders  that  followed  in  the  wake.  You  have  come  out  from  your  home, 
and  }-ou  have  looked  up  at  the  great  house,  and  covet  a  life  under  those  arches, 
when,  perhaps,  at  that  vcr>'  moment,  within  that  house,  there  may  have  been  the 
wringing  of  liantU,  the  start  of  horror  and  the  ver>'  agony  of  hell.  I  knew  such 
a  one.  Her  father's  house  was  plain,  most  of  the  people  who  came  there  were 
plain:  but,  by  a  ehangc  in  fortune  such  as  sometimes  comes,  a  hand  had  been 
oflfered  that  leil  her  into  a  hrilliiuit  sphere.  -Ml  the  neighbors  coiigralulateii  her 
upon  her  grand  pn^specLs;  but  what  an  exchange  !  On  her  side  it  was  a  heart  full 
of  generous  impulse  and  affection.  On  his  si<le  it  was  a  soul  dr>'  and  withered  as 
(he  stubble  of  the  field.  On  her  side  it  was  a  father's  house,  where  God  was 
honored  and  the  Sabbath  light  flooded  the  nioms  with  the  very  mirth  of  heaven. 
On  his  side  it  was  a  gorgeous  residence,  and  the  coming  of  mighty  men  to  lie 
entertained  there,  but  within  it  were  revelry  and  godlessness.  Hardly  had  the 
orange  blossoms  of  Uie  marriage  feast  lost  tlieir  fragrance,  than  the  night  of  di.s- 
content  liegan  to  cast  here  and  there  its  ahado\\')t.  Cruelties  and  unkindncsses 
changed  all  lliose  splendid  trappings  into  a  hollow  mockerj-.  The  platters  of  solid 
silver,  the  ca.sket  of  pure  gold,  the  head-dress  of  gleaming  diamoiuls,  were  there; 
but  no  God,  no  peace,  no  kind  words,  no  Christian  sympathy.  The  festal  music 
that  broke  on  the  captive's  car  turned  out  to  be  a  dirge,  and  the  ■ivreath  iu  the 
plush  was  a  reptile  coil,  and  the  upholstery  that  swayed  in  the  wind  was  the  wing 
of  a  destroying  angel,  and  the  bead-drops  on  the  pitcher  were  the  sweat  of  ever- 
tasting  despair.  Oh,  how  many  rivalries  and  unhappinesses  among  those  who 
seek  io  social  life  their  chief  happiness  !     It  matters  not  how  fine  you  have  things: 
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tlii-re  are  other  jieoplc  who  lia^-e  it  6«er.  Takitig  out  >our  watch  to  tcU  the  hour 
of  the  day.  wmic  one  wiit  correct  your  timepiece  by  pulling  out  a  watch  more 
richly  chased  and  jwveled.  Ride  in  a  carriage  that  cost  you  fsoo,  aii<l  before 
you  get  around  the  part  you  will  meet  with  mic  that  cost  $2000.  Have  on  your 
wall  a  picture  by  Copley,  and  before  night  you  will  hear  of  some  one  who  has  a 
picture  fresh  from  the  studio  of  Church  or  Bicrstadt. 

All  that  this  world  ca:i  do  for  you  in  silvL-r.  in  gold,  in  Axminstcr  plush,  in 
Gobelin  tapeslr>-.  in  wide  halls,  in  lordly  ac<iuaiiiUinccship.  will  not  give  you  the 
ten  Uiousandth  part  of  n  grain  of  soli<l  satisfaction.  The  English  lord,  moving  in 
the  very  highest  sphere,  was  une  day  found  sealed  with  his  chin  on  his  hand  and 
his  elbow  on  the  window  sill,  looking  out  and  saying:  "Oh,  I  wish  I  could  exchange 
places  with  that  dog  !" 

Mere  social  position  will  never  give  happiness  to  a  woman's  soul.  I  have 
bad  wide  and  continuous  obsen*ation,  and  I  tell  the  young  women  thai  they  who 
build  on  mere  social  position  their  soul's  immortal  happiness  are  building  ou  the 
sand. 

USEFULNESS  IN   HOME  CIRCLES. 

Suppose  that  a  young  woman  expends  the  brightness  of  her  early  life  in  this 
unsatisfactorj-  struggle  and  omits  the  present  opportunity  of  i^sefuluess  in  the 
home  circle;  what  a  mistake  ! 

So  surely  as  the  years  roll  around,  that  home  in  which  you  now  dwell  will 
become  exlinet.  The  parenU  will  Ikt  gone,  the  pn)perty  will  be  lunied  over  into 
other  possession,  you  yourself  will  he  in  oOkt  relationships,  and  that  home  which, 
only  a  year  ago,  was  full  of  congratulation,  will  be  extinguished.  When  that 
periotl  comes  you  will  look  back  to  see  what  you  did  or  what  you  m-glectetl  to  do 
in  the  way  of  making  home  happy.  If  you  did  not  smooth  the  path  of  your 
parents  toward  the  tomb;  if  you  did  not  make  their  last  days  bright  and  happy; 
if  3*ou  alloived  your  younger  brother  to  go  out  into  the  world  unhallowc-d  liy 
Christian  and  sisterly  influences;  if  you  allowed  the  younger  sisters  of  your 
family  to  come  up  without  feeling  that  there  had  been  a  Christian  example  set 
them  on  y<mr  part,  there  will  be  nothing  but  bitterness  of  lamentation.  Tlial 
bitterness  will  be  increased  by  all  the  stirrouudiugs  of  that  home;  bj*  every  chair, 
by  every  picture,  by  the  old-time  mantel  ornamenU,  by  everj'thing  ytm  can  think 
of  as  connected  with  that  home.  All  these  things  will  rouse  tip  agonizing 
memories.  Young  women,  h&ve  you  anything  to  do  in  tlie  way  of  making  your 
father's  linme  happy  ?  Kow  is  the  lime  to  atleiul  to  it,  or  leave  it  forever  undone. 
Time  is  flying  very  quickly  aw;iy.  I  suppose  you  notice  the  wTinkles  are  gather- 
ing and  accumulating  on  those  kindly  faces  that  hzve  so  long  looked  upon  you; 
there  is  frrjst  in  the  hxks;  the  fi-wit  is  not  as  finn  in  its  step  as  it  used  lo  l>e;  and 
they  will  soon  be  gone.    The  heaviest  clod  that  ever  fidls  on  a  parent's  coffin-Ud 
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is  the  memory  of  an  ungrateful  danghler.  Oh,  make  llicir  last  days  briRht  and 
beflittiftil.  Do  not  act  as  though  they  were  in  Ihe  way.  Ask  their  counsel,  seek 
their  prayers,  and.  after  long  years  have  passed,  and  you  go  out  to  see  the  grave 
where  they  sleep,  yon  will  find  growing  all  over  the  mound  something  lovelier  than 
cypress,  something  sweeter  than  the  rose,  something  chaster  than  the  lily — tlie 
bright  and  l)eautiful  memories  of  filial  kindness  performed  ere  the  dying  hand 
dropi»ed  on  you  a  benetliction.  and  you  closed  the  lids  over  the  weary  eyes  of  the 
wornout  pilgrim.     Better  that,  in  the  hour  of  your  birth,  you  had  been  struck 
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with  orphanage,  and  that  you  had  been  handed  over  into  the  cold  arms  oT  the 
world,  rather  than  that  you  should  have  been  brought  up  under  a  father's  care 
and  a  mother's  tenderness  at  last  to  scoff  at  their  example  and  deride  tlieir 
infinence;  and  on  the  day  when  you  followed  them  in  long  procession  to  the  tomb 
to  find  that  you  are  followed  by  a  still  larger  procession  of  nnfilinl  deecis  done  and 
wrong  words  uttered.  The  one  procession  will  leave  its  burden  in  the  tomb  and 
disband;  but  that  longer  procession  of  ghastly  memories  will  forever  march  and 
forever  wail.    Oh,  it  is  a  good  time  for  a  young  woman  when  she  is  iu  her  father's 
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who  dcpeiul  upon  iiersonnl  chamis  for  their  happiness.  Beauty  is  such  a  subtle 
thing,  it  does  not  seem  to  depend  upon  facial  proportions,  or  upon  the  sparkle  of 
the  eye,  or  upon  the  flush  of  the  check.  You  sonictiincs  find  it  among  irrcjrular 
features.  It  is  the  soul  shining  tlirough  the  face  that  makes  one  beautiful.  Bui 
alas  1  for  tliose  who  depend  u]»ou  mere  personal  charms.  They  will  come  lo  dis- 
appoiutmeut  and  to  a  great  fret.  There  are  so  many  different  opinions  about  what 
arc  personal  charms:  and  then  sickness,  and  trouble,  and  age.  do  make  such 
ravages.  The  poorest  god  that  a  woman  ever  worships  is  her  own  face.  The 
saddest  sight  in  all  tlie  world  is  a  woman  who  has  built  everjthing  on  good  looks, 
when  the  charms  begin  to  vanish.  Oh,  how  llicy  tr>-  to  cover  the  wrinkles  and 
hide  the  ravages  of  time !  Wlicii  Time,  with  iron-shod  feet,  slcjis  on  a  face,  the 
honf-nuirks  remain,  and  yon  cannot  hide  them.  It  is  silly  to  try  to  hide  tliem. 
1  think  the  most  repulsive  fool  in  all  the  world  is  an  old  fool ! 

Why.  my  friends,  should  you  be  ashamed  to  be  getting  old  ?  It  is  a  sign — it 
is  prima  facie  evidence  that  you  have  behaved  tolerably  well  or  you  would  not 
have  lived  to  tliis  time.  The  grandest  thing,  I  think,  is  eternity,  and  that  is 
made  up  of  countless  years.  When  the  Bible  would  set  forth  the  attractiveness 
■of  Jesus  Christ,  it  says:  "His  hair  was  white  as  snow."  But  whtii  the  color 
goes  from  the  cheek,  and  the  lustre  from  the  eye,  and  the  spring  from  the  step, 
and  the  gracefulness  from  the  gait,  alas  !  for  those  who  have  built  their  time  and 
their  eteniily  upon  good  ItHiks.  Hut  all  the  pas.sage  of  years  cannot  take  out  of 
one's  face  Ijcniguity,  and  kindness,  and  compassion,  and  faith.  Culture  your 
heart  and  you  culture  your  face.  The  brightest  glory  that  ever  beamed  from  a 
woman's  face  is  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ.  In  the  last  war  200  \vounde«l  sol- 
diers came  to  Philadelphia  one  night,  and  came  unheralded,  and  thej'  had  to 
extemporize  a  hospital  for  tliem.  and  the  Christian  women  of  my  church  and 
of  other  churches  went  out  that  night  to  take  care  of  tlie  poor  wounded  fellows. 
Tliat  night  I  saw  a  Christian  woman  go  tlirough  the  wards  of  tlie  hospital,  her 
sleeves  rolled  iip,  ready  for  hard  work,  her  hair  dislieveled  in  the  excitement  of 
the  hour.  Her  face  was  plain,  verx-  plain;  but  after  the  wounds  were  waslied  and 
the  new  iMindages  were  put  round  the  .splintered  liinbs,  and  the  exhausted  Uiy  fell 
off  into  his  £rst  pleasant  sleep,  she  put  her  hand  on  his  brow,  and  he  started  in 
his  dream  and  said:  *'Oh.  I  thought  an  angel  touche<l  me  !" 

There  may  have  been  no  classic  elegance  in  the  fesitures  of  Mrs.  Harris,  who 
came  into  the  ha-ipital  afler  the  "  seven  days  *'  awful  fight,  as  she  sat  down  by  a 
wounded  drummer  boy  and  heard  him  soliloquize:  "  A  ball  through  my  Iwdy, 
and  my  poor  mother  will  never  again  see  her  boy.  What  a  pity  it  is  !"  And 
she  leaned  over  him  and  said:  "Shall  I  be  your  mother  and  comfort  you?*' 
And  he  looked  up  and  said:  "Yes;  1*11  tr\-  to  think  she's  here.  Please  to  write 
a  long  letter  to  her  and  tell  her  all  a)x)ut  it^  and  send  her  a  lock  of  my  hair  and 
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comfort  her.  But  I  would  like  to  have  you  to  tell  her  how  much  I  sufFered — yes. 
I  wouhl  like  you  to  do  that,  for  she  would  feel  so  for  me.  Hold  my  hand  while- 
I  die." 

There  may  have  been  no  classic  elegance  in  her  features,  but  all  the  hosi>ital& 
of  Harrison's  T«anding  and  Fortress  Monroe  wouhl  have  agreed  that  she  was  lieau- 
lifnl;  and  if  any  rough  man  in  all  that  ward  had  insulted  her.  some  wounded  sol- 
dier would  have  leaped  from  his  couch,  ou  his  best  foot,  and  struck  him  dead  with 
a  crutch. 

I  charge  you  not  tode|)end  for  Iiappiuess  upon  the  discipleshipof  worldliness. 
I  have  seen  men  as  vain  of  tlieir  old-fashioned  and  their  eccentric  hat  as  your 
brainless  fop  is  proud  of  his  dangling  fooleries.  Fashion  sometimes  makes  a 
reasonable  demand  of  us,  and  then  we  ought  to  yield  to  it.  The  daisies  of  the  field 
have  their  fashion  of  color  and  leaf,  the  honeysuckles  Iiave  their  fa-shton  of  ear- 

Lprop,  aud  the  suow-flakes  flung  out  of  the  winter  heavens  have  their  fashion  of 
exquisiteness.  After  the  summer  shower  the  sky  weds  Uie  earth  willi  a  ring  of 
rainbow.  And  I  do  not  think  we  have  a  right  to  despise  the  elegancies  and  fash- 
ions of  this  world,  especially  if  they  make  reasonable  demands  upon  us;  but  the 
discipleship  and  worship  of  fashion  is  death  to  the  body,  and  death  to  the  s»jul.  I 
am  glad  the  world  is  improving.  Look  at  the  fashiun  plates  of  the  seveuteenlli 
and  eighteenth  centuries,  and  you  will  find  that  the  world  is  not  so  extravagant 
and  extraordinary  now  as  it  was  then,  and  all  the  ninrvelims  things  that  the  gran<i- 
daughter  will  do  will  never  equal  lliat  done  by  the  grandmother.  Go  still  farther 
back,  to  the  Bible  times,  and  you  will  find  that  in  those  times  fashion  wielded  a 
more  terrible  and  horrible  sceptre.  You  have  only  to  luni  to  the  third  chapter  of 
Isaiah  to  read:  "  Because  the  daughters  of  Zion  are  haughty  mid  walk  witli 
strelched-forth  necks  and  wanton  eyes,  walking  and  mincing  as  they  go,  and  mak- 
ing a  tinkling  with  their  feet:  in  that  day  the  Lord  will  take  away  the  braver>-  of 
their  tinkling  ornaments  alKMit  their  feel,  and  their  cauls,  aud  their  nmnd  tires  like 
tlie  moon;  the  chains,  and  tlie  bracelets,  and  the  mufflers,  the  boimcts,  and  the 

iheadbeuids,  and  the  tablets,  aud  Uie  ear-rings,  the  rings,  and  the  nose-jewels,  the 
langeable  suits  of  apparel,  and  Hie  mantles,  and  the  wimples,  and  llie  crisping 
pins,  the  glasses,  and  the  fine  linen,  and  the  hoods,  and  the  veils." 

Only  think  of  a  womau  having  all  that  on  !  I  am  glad  llie  world  is  getting 
better  and  that  fashion  which  has  dominated  in  the  world  so  ruinously  in  other 
days  has  for  a  little  time,  for  a  little  degree  at  any  rate,  relaxed  its  energies.  All 
the  splendors  and  exlravagan/.a  of  this  world  dyetl  into  your  n»be  and  flung  over 
j"our  shoulder  cannot  wrajv  ix.-acc  arotmd  your  heart  for  a  single  moment.  The 
gayest  wardrobe  will  utter  no  \*oice  of  condolence  in  the  day  of  trouble  and  dark- 

iness.     That  woman  is  grandly  dressed,  and  only  ihe.  who  is  wrappe<!  in  the  robe 

prf  a  Saviour's  righteousness.     The  home  may  be  very  humble,  the  hat  may  be 


V7hiten  it.  I  come  to  you,  youn^  women,  to-day  to  say  that  thi^  world  cannot 
make  ynu  happy.  I  know  it  is  a  bright  world,  with  glorious  smisbine,  and  golden 
rivers,  and  fire-worked  sunset,  and  bird  urcliestni,  mid  the  darkest  cave  has  it3 
cr>'stals.  and  the  wratliiest  wave  iLs  ftwuii  wTeatli.  and  llie  c«ildesl  midnight  iU 
flaming  anrora;  but  God  will  put  out  all  Uicse  lights  with  the  blast  of  his  own 
nostrils,  and  tlie  glories  of  this  world  will  perish  in  the  final  conflagraliou. 

GOOD  NIGHT  TO  TEARS  AND  POVERTY. 

The  snow  was  ver\-  deep,  and  it  was  still  falling  rapidly  when,  in  the  first  year 
of  my  Christian  uiinistrj-,  I  hastened  to  see  a  young  woman  die.  It  was  a  ver>- 
humble  home.  She  was  an  orphan;  her  father  had  been  shipwrecked  on  the  banks 
of  Newfoundland.  She  had  earned  her  own  li\*iug.  As  I  entered  the  room  I  saw 
notliing  aUraclive.  No  pictures,  no  tapestry,  in^  even  a  cushioned  chair.  The 
snow  on  the  window  casement  was  not  whiter  than  the  cheek  of  that  dying  girl. 
It  was  a  face  never  to  be  forgotten.  Sweetness  and  majesty  of  sotd  and  faith  in 
God  had  given  her  a  matchless  beauty,  an<3  the  sculptor  who  could  have  caught 
the  outlines  of  those  features  and  frozen  them  into  slcMie  would  have  made  himself 
immortal.  With  her  large  brown  eyes  she  looked  calmly  into  the  great  eternity. 
I  sat  d<i\vn  by  her  bedside  and  said:  "  Now  tell  me  all  jour  troubles,  and  sorrows, 
and  struggles,  and  doubts."  She  replied:  "  I  have  no  doubts  or  struggles.  It 
is  all  plain  to  me.  Jesus  has  smoothed  the  way  for  my  feel.  I  wish  when  you  go 
to  your  pulpit  next  Sunday,  you  would  tell  the  yoimg  people  that  religion  will 
make  Ihem  happy.  'O  death,  where  is  thy  sting?*  Mr.  Talmage,  I  wonder  if 
this  is  not  the  bliss  of  dying  ?"  T  said:  "  Yes,  I  think  it  must  lie."  I  lingered 
around  the  couch.  The  sun  was  setting,  and  her  sister  lighted  a  candle.  She 
lighted  the  candle  for  me.  The  dying  girl,  tlie  dawn  of  heax'en  in  her  face,  needed 
no  candle.  I  rose  to  go.  and  she  said:  "  I  thank  you  for  coming.  Good  night ! 
\\1ien  we  meet  again  it  will  be  in  heaven — in  heaven  !  Good  night  I  good 
night  !•' 

For  her  it  was  good  night  to  tears,  good  night  to  poverty,  giKxl  night  to  death: 
but  when  the  sun  rose  again  it  was  good  nioniing.  The  light  of  another  day  had 
burst  in  upon  her  soul.  Good  morning  !  The  angels  were  singing  her  welcome 
home,  and  the  hand  of  Christ  was  putting  upon  her  brow  a  garland.  Good  morn- 
ing !  Her  sun  rising.  Iter  palm  waving.  Her  spirit  exulting  before  the  throne 
of  God.  Good  morning  I  Good  morning  !  The  white  Hly  of  poor  Margaret's 
cheek  had  blushfil  iiiLtt  tlie  rose  of  healtli  imtnortnl,  and  the  snows  through  which 
we  carried  her  lo  the  countn,'  gravcyarrl  were  synilioU  of  thsil  nilH.-  which  she 
wears,  so  white  that  no  fuller  on  eartli  could  whiten  it.  My  sister,  my  daughter, 
may  your  lost  end  be  like  hers  I 
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IN  a  love  letter  which  Paul,  the  oltl  minister,  wrote  to  Timothy,  the 

young  minister,  the  family  record  is  brought  out.      Paul  practically 

says:  "  Timothy,  %vhat  a  good  grandmother  you  Iiacl.     You  ought 

to  be  better  than  most  folks,  because  uot  only  was  your  mother 

good,  but  your  grandiaolher.     Two  preceding  generations  ot  piety 

ought  to  give  you  a  mighty  push  in  the  right  direction."     The 

fact  was  thai  Timothy  needed  encouragement.     He  was  in  poor 

health,  having  a  weak  stomacli,  and  was  dys])eplic,  and  Paul  prescril)ed 

for  hiin  a  tonic,  "  a  little  wine  for  thy  stomach's  sake  " — not  nmch  wine, 

but  a  little  wine,  and  only  as  medicine.     And  if  the  wine  then  had  been 

as  much  adulterated  with  logwood  and  strycJniiue  as  our  modem  wines, 

he  would  not  have  prescribed  any. 

Bui  Timotliy,  not  strong  physically,  is  encouragwl  spiritually  by  the 
recital  of  grundmolherly  excellence,  Paul  hinting  to  him,  as  I  hint  to 
Iv-  yt>w.  that  God  sometimes  gathers  up  as  in  a  reser\'oir  away  back  of  tlie 
active  generations  of  to-day  a  godly  influence,  and  then  in  response  to 
prayer  lets  down  the  power  upon  children  and  grandchildren  and  great- 
grandchildren. The  world  is  wtx-fully  hi  want  of  n  table  of  statistics  in  rt-gard  to 
what  is  the  prutractcdness  and  immensity  of  influence  of  one  good  woman  in  the 
church  and  world.  We  have  accounts  of  how  much  c\*U  has  been  wrought  by 
Margaret,  the  mother  of  crimitials.  who  lived  near  too  years  ago,  and  of  liow  many 
hundreds  of  criminals  her  descendants  ftiniislied  for  the  penitentiaries  and  the 
gallows,  and  how  many  hundreds  of  thoiLsands  of  dollars  they  cost  this  countrj'  in 
their  arraignment  and  pris«m  support,  as  well  as  in  the  property  they  burglarized 
or  destroyed.  But  will  not  some  one  come  out  with  brain  ctmiprehensive  enough 
and  heart  warm  enough  and  pen  keen  enough  to  give  us  the  facts  in  regard  to 
some  good  woman  of  too  years  ago,  and  let  us  know  how  many  Christian  men  and 
women  and  refonncrs  and  useful  people  have  been  found  among  her  descendants, 
and  how  many  asylums  and  colleges  and  churches  they  Iniilt,  and  how  many 
millions  of  dollars  they  contributed  for  humanitarian  and  Christian  purposes? 

The  good  women  whose  tombstones  were  planted  in  the  eighteenth  century 
are  more  alive  for  good  in  the  nineteenth  century  tlian  they  were  before,  as  the 
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THE  WOMEN  OF  THE  LAST  CENTURY. 

celebrated  Frenchman  by  llie  name  of  Vohiey.  visited  this  country*  in  1796, 
and  be  says  of  woman's  diet  in  those  times:  "  If  a  premium  was  offered  for  a 
regimen  most  dcstnictive  to  health,  none  conid  be  densed  more  effiracious  for 
these  ends  than  Uiat  in  use  anii>iit;  ihc*;e  peofile."  That  ec!ii>sfs  nur  lulisler  salad 
at  midnight.  Evco'b^^dy 
talks  aljout  the  dissipa 
tiou  of  modern  society 
and  how  ^s-nmanly  health 
goes  down  under  it.  bnt 
it  was  wor%  a  hundre<l 
yean  ago,  for  the  chap- 
lain of  a  French  regi- 
ment in  otir  Revolulioti- 
or>-  War  wrote  in  17S2, 
his  book  of  American 

romen,  saying:    "They 
are  tall  and  well  propor- 
.ftoned,  their  features  are 

MR-rally  regular,  their 
coaiplcxions  are  gener- 
ally fair  and  without 
color,  At  twenty  years 
age  tlic  women  have 
'no  longer  the  freshness 
of  ycmlh.  At  thirty  or 
forty  they  are  decrepit." 
In  1R13  a  foreign  coumiI 
wrote  a  hix)lt  cntille<l, 
"A  Sketch  of  the  United 
States  at  the  Commence- 
uitrat  of  the  Present 
Century."  and  he  sa>s 
of  the  women  of  those 
tones:  "  At  the  age  of  thirty  all  their  charms  have  disappeared."  One  glance  at 
the  portraits  of  the  women  a  hundred  years  ago  and  their  style  of  dress  makes  us 
wonder  how  they  ever  got  their  breath.  All  this  makes  nie  think  that  the  express 
rail  train  is  no  more  an  improvement  on  the  old  canal  boat,  or  the  telegraph  no 
more  an  improvement  on  the  old-time  saddle-bags,  than  the  women  of  otir  day 
•re  an  improvement  on  tlic  women  of  the  last  centurj'. 
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But  still,  iiotwithstaiidiug  that  those  times  were  so  much  worse  ihaii  uurs, 
there  was  a  glorious  race  of  godly  women,  sevenlj-  and  a  hiiiulred  years  ago,  who 
held  the  world  back  from  sin  and  lifted  it  toward  virtue,  and  withinU  Ihdr  exalted 
and  sanctifurii  influence  before  this  the  last  good  luflueuce  would  have  perished 
fnini  llie  earth.  !u<leeil,  all  ovct  this  land  there  are  seated  to-day-iiot  so  uiuch 
in  churches,  for  luany  of  them  are  loo  feeble  to  come — a  great  many  aged  grand- 
raothers.  They  sometimes  feel  that  the  world  has  gone  past  them,,  and  they  have 
an  idea  that  they  are  of  Iittleaccouut.  Their  heads  sometimes  get  aching  from  the 
racket  of  the  grandchildren  down-stairs  or  in  the  next  room.  They  steady  them- 
selves by  the  l>anisters  as  they  go  up  and  dott^l.  When  they  get  a  cold  it  hangs  on 
to  them  longer  than  it  used  to.  They  cannot  bear  to  have  the  grandchildren 
punislied  even  when  they  deser\e  it,  and  have  so  relaxed  their  ideas  of  family 
discipline  tliat  they  would  spoil  all  the  youngs-ten?  of  the  household  by  loo  great 
lenienc>-.  These  old  folks  are  the  resort  when  great  troubles  come,  and  then:  is  a 
calming  and  soothing  jHiwer  in  tlie  touch  of  an  aged  hand  that  is  rdiiii»st  -''ni>er- 
natural.  They  feel  that  they  are  almost  through  with  the  journey  of  life,  and 
read  the  old  IJook  more  than  they  used  to,  hardly  knowing  which  most  tliey  enjoy. 
the  Old  Testament  or  the  New,  and  often  slop  and  dwell  tearfully  over  the  family 
record  half  way  l>etweeii.  We  hail  them  lo-daj'.  whether  in  the  house  of  God  or 
at  the  homestead.  Blessed  is  tliat  liouschold  thai  has  in  il  a  Grandmother  Lois. 
Where  she  is,  anyels  are  }i(»vering  round  and  G«xl  is  in  the  nxini.  May  her  last 
days  \k  like  those  lovely  a,utnnnial  days  thai  we  call  Indian  Summer. 

I  never  knew  the  joy  of  having  a  grandmother;  that  is  the  di.sadvantage  of 
"being  the  youngest  child  of  the  family.  The  elder  meml>ers  only  have  that  Ikiic- 
(licliou.  But  though  she  went  up  out  of  this  life  before  1  began  il,  I  have  heard 
of  her  faith  in  God,  that  brought  all  her  children  into  the  kingdom,  and  two  of 
Uiem  into  Uic  ministrj-,  and  then  brought  all  her  grandchildren  tnio  the  kingdom. 
myself  the  last  and  least  worthy.  Is  it  not  time  that  you  and  I  do  two  things, 
swing  open  a  picture  gallerj'  of  the  wrinkled  faces  and  stooped  shoulders  of  the 
past,  and  call  down  from  their  heavenly  thrones  Ihe  godly  grandmothers  to  give 
them  our  thanks,  and  tlien  persuade  the  mothers  of  today  tluil  they  arc  living  for 
all  time,  and  that  against  the  sides  of  every  cradle  in  which  a  child  is  rocked  beat 
the  Iwo  elemilies? 

Do  not  let  the  grandmothers  any  longer  think  that  they  are  retired,  and  lUt 
clear  back  out  of  sight  from  the  world,  feeling  thai  lhe>-  have  no  relation  to  it. 
Tlie  mnthers  of  the  last  century  arc  to-day  in  the  Senates,  the  Parliaments,  the 
palaces,  the  pulpits,  the  banking  houses,  tlie  professional  chairs,  the  pristuis,  the 
almshouses,  the  company  of  midnight  brigands,  the  cellars,  the  ditches  of  this 
centur>'.  Vou  have  been  thinking  about  the  importance  of  having  the  right  influ- 
ence upon  one  nurscri'.    You  have  been  iliinking  of  the  imjwrtanee  of  getting  these 
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ht-o  liille  feel  on  tlic  rijjht  path.  You  have  Ixtn  thinkiii];  of  your  child's  destiny 
for  the  next  eighty  years,  if  it  should  pass  on  to  be  an  octogenarian.  That  is 
well,  but  niy  subject  sweeps  a  thousand  years,  a  million  years,  a  quadrillion  of 
years.  I  cannot  stop  at  one  cradle.  I  am  looking  at  tlie  cradles  tliat  reach  all 
round  the  world  and  across  all  time.  I  am  not  talking  of  Mother  Eunice,  I  am 
talking  of  Grandmotlier  Lois.  The  only  way  you  can  tell  the  force  of  a  current  is 
by  sailing  up-stream;  or  the  force  of  an  (xx-an  wave,  by  running  the  ship  against 
it  Running  along  with  it  we  cannot  appreciate  the  force.  In  estimating  maternal 
influence  we  generally  run  along  with  it  down  the  stream  of  time,  and  so  we  don't 
understand  the  full  force.  Let  us  come  up  lo  it  from  the  eteniity  side,  after  it  has 
been  working  on  for  centuries,  and  see  all  the  good  it  has  done  and  all  the  evil  it 
has  accomplished,  multiplied  in  magnificent  or  appalling  compound  interest.  The 
difference  between  that  motlier's  influence  now  and  the  influence  when  it  has  been 
multiplied  in  hundretls  of  thousands  of  lives  is  the  difference  between  the  Missis- 
sippi River  way  up  at  the  top  of  the  continent,  starting  from  the  Hltle  Lake  Itasca, 
seven  miles  long  and  one  wide,  and  its  mouth  at  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  where 
navies  might  ride.  Between  the  birth  of  that  river  and  its  burial  in  the  sea  the 
Miss«iuri  pours  in.  and  tlie  Ohio  pours  in,  and  the  Arkansas  pours  in.  and  the  Red 
and  White  and  Yazoo  Rivers  pour  in.  and  all  the  Stales  and  Territories  between 
the  Alleghany  and  Rocky  Mountains  make  contritHttion.  Now,  in  order  to  (est 
the  pmver  of  a  mother's  iuQuence.  we  need  to  come  in  off  of  the  ocean  of  eternity 
and  sail  up  toward  the  one  cradle,  and  we  will  Qnd  lo.ooo  tributaries  of  influence 
pouring  in  and  pouring  down. 


ROLLING  ON  AND    FOREVER. 

But  it  is,  after  all,  one  great  river  of  power,  rolling  on  and  rolling  forever. 
W^w  can  fathom  it  ?  Who  can  bridge  it?  Who  can  stop  it?  Had  not  mothers 
better  be  intensifying  tlicir  prayers  ?  Had  ihey  not  better  be  elevating  their 
example?  Had  they  not  tiettcr  be  rousing  themselves  with  consideration  that  by 
their  fiiithfnlness  ur  neglect  they  are  starting  an  influence  which  will  be  stuj>eiidous 
after  the  last  mountain  of  earth  is  flat,  and  the  last  sea  has  been  dried  up,  and  the 
last  flake  of  the  ashes  of  a  consumed  world  shall  Iiave  been  blo\vn  away,  and  all  the 
telescopes  of  other  worlds,  directed  to  the  track  around  which  our  world  once 
.swnnig,  shall  di^over  not  so  much  as  a  cinder  of  the  burned-down  and  swept-off 
planet.  In  Ceylon  there  is  a  granite  column,  thirtj'-six  .'^qnare  feet  in  size,  which 
is  thought  \iy  the  natives  to  decide  the  world's  eontinnancr.  An  angel,  with  robe 
spun  from  zephyrs,  is  once  a  centur>'  to  descend  and  swi-ep  the  hem  of  tliat  robe 
across  the  granite,  and  when,  b>-  that  attrition,  the  column  is  worn  away,  thc>-say 
time  will  end.  But  by  that  process  that  granite  column  would  be  worn  out  of 
existence  before  mother's  influence  will  begin  to  give  way. 
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TiiH  ci'inixt;  Asr.iii., 
/•'twM  t/ifSrnf/fii»r4'  Aj!  I..  A.  NaUmpit. 


If  a  iiiolhcr  tell  ii  child  he  is 
not  good,  some  biigab<x>  will  come 
and  catch  him.  the  fear  excited  may 
niakt  tht*  child  a  coward,  aiid  the 
fact  thai  he  6iids  that  there  is  no 
biigalxjo  may  make  him  a  liar,  and 
tlie  ecJio  of  that  false  alanii  may  be 
heard  after  fiAeen  generations  have 
been  Iwni  and  have  expired.  If  a 
niollier  promise  a  child  a  reward  for 
good  behavior  and  afier  the  good 
behavior  forgew  to  give  the  reward. 
the  cheat  may  crop  out  in  some 
iattblcssness  halt  a  thousand  years 
ftirther  on.  If  a  mother  culture  a 
child's  vanity  and  eulogize  his  curls 
and  extol  the  night-black  or  sky- 
blue  i»r  nul-ltrown  of  the  child's 
eye.s,  and  call  out  in  his  presence 
the  admiration  of  spectators,  pride 
and  arrogance  may  be  prolonged 
after  half  a  dozen  family  records 
have  been  obliterated.  If  a  mother 
express  dnubl  about  some  .slalenient 
of  the  Holy  Itible  in  a  child's  pres- 
ence, long  after  the  gates  of  tliis 
historical  era  have  closed,  and  the 
gates  of  another  era  have  opened, 
the  result  may  be  seen  in  a  cham- 
pion hlasphemcr.  But.  on  the  other 
hand,  if  a  mother  wiilking  with  a 
child  see  a  suffering  one  by  the  way- 
side and  says:  "  My  child,  give  that 
teu-cent  piece  to  that  lame  Ijoy." 
tlie  result  may  be  seen  on  the  other 
side  of  the  following  ccntur>-  in 
some  George  Muller  building  a 
whole  village  of  orphanages.  If  a 
mother  sit  almost  e%er\-  evening  by 
the  trundle  bed  uf  a  child  aiui  teach 
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it  lessons  of  a  Saviour's  example,  of  the  imi'K>rtaiicc  oi  truth  and  ilie  Iiorror  of  a 
lie.  and  the  virtues  of  industry  and  kindness  and  sj'mpathy  and  self-sacrifice, 
long  after  the  mother  has  gone  and  the  child  Itas  gone  and  the  lettering  oti 
both  the  tombstones  shall  have  been  washed  out  by  the  storms  of  innumerable 
winters,  there  may  be  standing,  as  a  result  of  those  tnnidle  ImxI  les«)iis.  flaming 
evangels,  world-moving  reformers,  circulating  Stimmerfields.  weeping  Payaons. 
thnndcrriii;^  Whitrti'.Ms,  t.-niincipritiiiir  \V:i!^!itTi^t<>n-;. 


^k^ 


■-^ 


HOW  FAB  VRT?  -//WOT  /iJ<r  f\iittliHg  by  .-Irl:. 

Good  or  bad  influence  may  skip  one  generation  or  two  generations,  but  it  will 
be  sure  to  land  in  the  thini  or  fourth  generation,  just  as  the  Ten  Commandments. 
sjHraking  of  the  visitation  of  God  on  families,  says  nothing  alwut  the  second 
generation,  but  entirely  skips  the  second  and  speaks  of  Ihe  third  and  fourth  gene- 
rations: "  \'i.siting  the  iniquities  of  tlie  fathers  upon  the  third  and  fourth  genera- 
tions of  them  thai  hiiti-  me."  Parental  influence,  right  and  wTong,  may  jnmp 
over  a  generation,  but  it  is  sure  to  appear  further  on.  Timtrthy's  tninislr>'  was 
pmjcclcd  by  his  grandmother,  Loi.-;.  Tliea-  are  men  and  women,  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  the  Christian  Church,  who  are  such  as  a  result  of  the  consecration  of 
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grvat- great-gran dmoUiers.  Why,  who  do  you  think  Uie  U)rd  is?  You  talk  as 
though  His  mcmor\'  was  weak.  He  can  no  easier  remember  a  prayer  five  aiiiiules 
than  He  cau  five  centuries. 

A  FAMILIAR  SIGHT    EXPLAINED. 

This  explains  what  we  often  see — some  niau  or  woman  distinguished  for 
benevolence  when  the  father  and  mother  were  distinguished  for  penuriousness;  or 
you  see  some  young  raau  or  woman  with  a  bad  lather  and  a  hard  niotlier  come  out 

gloriously   for  Christ, 


y — 


V 


vi 


and  make  the  Church 
sob.  and  shout  and 
sing  under  their  ex- 
hortations. We  sUind 
in  comcpi  of  the  ves' 
try  and  whis[x:r  over 
the  matter  and  say: 
"  How  is  iliis.  such 
great  piety  in  sons 
and  daughters  of  such 
parental  worldliiiess 
and  sin  ?"  I  will  ex- 
plain it  to  yon  if  you 
will  fetch  me  the  old 
family  Bible  contain- 
ing the  full  record. 
Let  some  septuagen- 
arian look  with  me 
ch'ar  upnii  \hc  pnge  of 
births  and  marriages, 
and  tell  me  who  that  woman  was  with  the  old-fashioned  name  of  Jemima,  or 
Betsy,  or  Mdiilabel.  Ah.  there  she  is,  the  old  grandmuther  or  great-grand- 
mother, who  had  enough  religion  to  saturate  a  centuni'. 

There  she  is,  the  dear  old  sold,  Grandmother  Lois.  In  our  heautiftil  Green- 
wood cemetery,  there  is  the  resting-place  of  George  W.  Bethune,  once  a  minister 
of  Brooklyn  Heights,  hi&  name  never  spoken  among  intelligent  Atnericans  with- 
out suggesting  two  thiugs^eloqnence  and  evangelism.  In  the  same  tomb  sleeps 
his  grandmother,  Isabella  Graham,  who  was  the  chief  inspiration  of  his  min- 
isti>'.  You  are  not  surprised  at  the  j>oetT>'  and  pathos  and  pulpit  power  of  the 
grandson  when  yon  rend  of  the  faith  and  devotion  of  his  wonderful  ancestress. 
When  you  read  this  letter  in  which  she  poured  out  her  widowed  soul  in  longing 
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for  a  son's  salvation,  you  ivill  not  wonder  that  succeeding  generatiiniK  hn\'e  heeii 
blessed: 

N'EW  York,  Mny  ao,  1791. — Thia  day  my  only  son  left  me  in  bitter  wringings  of  ticart;  be 
is  a};aiu  Uuncbed  on  tbc  ocean — Ood's  ocean.  The  Lord  saved  him  from  shipwreck,  brought 
Ilim  to  my  honie,  ami  allowed  me  onre  more  la  indulge  my  afFedions  over  him.  Hi;  has  been 
with  mc  but  A  sliort  time,  und  ill  hiive  I  iuiin'u\'cd  it ;  be  is  gone  from  luy  night  aud  luy  Itexrt 
bursts  with  tumtiltnoiis  K^<^f.  Lord  linve  mercy  on  tlie  widoi*'*  »*iii,  "  tlic  only  i«on  of  bi* 
toother." 

1  ask  nothing  in  all  this  world  for  bitn  ;  I  repeat  my  petition,  mvc  his  soul  alive,  give  him 
•aWatinn  from  nin.  It  i.s  not  the  danger  of  tlie  sea-i  tltut  tlijUrvs-tes  nie  ;  it  is  not  the  hnnlnhlpM 
he  most  undergo  ;  it  in  not  the  dread  of  never  Ketng  him  more  in  this  world  ;  it  u  t>ccause  I 
cnnnnt  discern  the  new  birth,  nor  its  fniil,  but  every  ft>-uiplum  of  captivity  to  Satan,  the  world 
«nd  !>rlf-win.  Tliiit,  this  is  what  distresses  mc  ;  and  iu  connirction  with  thia  bin  being  s>hut  out 
from  ordinances  nt  a  distance  from  Christians;  sliut  up  with  those  who  forget  (Jo<I.  profnuc  I  lis 
name,  and  bmik  His  SablKithn;  men  who  often  live  and  die  like  lieahla,  yet  arc  a4.-cinintablc 
creatures,  who  must  an*vwr  for  even,-  moment  of  lime  and  every  won],  thought  and  action.  O 
Lord,  ninny  wonders  hast  Tliou  shown  me  ;  Tliy  ways  of  dealing  with  mc  and  mine  have  not 
been  cummou  ones ;  add  this  wonder  to  the  rest.  Call,  convert,  regenerate  itnd  establish  a 
sailor  in  the  faith.  IxinJ,  all  things  are  posHible  with  Thee;  glorify  Thy  Son.  and  extend 
His  kingdom  by  Kca  and  land  ;  take  the  prey  from  the  titroug.  I  n^ll  hitn  over  upon 
Thee-  Many  friends  try  to  comfort  me.  Miicerablc  comforters  arc  they  all.  Thou  art  the  God 
of  consolation  ;  only  confirm  to  me  Thy  precious  word,  on  which  Thon  causctlst  mc  to  hope  in 
the  day  when  Thou  sai<lst  to.  "1.^-avc  thy  fatherless  children,  I  will  prcacr^-e  them  ali\t!." 
Only  let  this  life  be  n  spiritual  life,  and  I  put  a  blank  in  Thy  hand  as  to  ^1  temporal  thing*.  I 
wail  for  Thy  salvaliou.     Amen. 

With  such  a  grandmother,  would  you  not  have  a  right  to  expect  a  George  W. 
Bethune  ?  and  all  the  thousands  converted  through  his  ministry  may  date  the 
saving  power  back  to  Isabella  Graham. 

God  will  fill  the  earth  and  the  heavens  with  such  grandmothers;  we  must 
some  day  go  up  an<l  thank  these  dear  old  souls.  Surely  God  will  let  us  go  up  and 
tell  thera  of  the  re,sidts  of  their  influence.  Aniong  our  first  questioiLS  >ti  heaven 
will  be:  "  Where  is  grandmother  ?' '  They  will  point  her  out,  for  we  would  hardly 
know  her  e\*eii  if  we  had  seen  her  on  earth;  so  Iwnt  over  with  j'ears  ouce,  and 
there  so  straight:  so  dim  of  eye  through  the  blinding  of  earthly  tears  and  uow  her 
e>'e  as  clear  as  heaven;  so  full  of  aches  and  pains  once  and  now  so  agile  with  celes- 
tial health,  the  wrinkles  blooming  into  carnation  roses,  and  her  step  like  the  roe 
on  tlie  motiiitains.  Yes,  I  nm.st  see  her,  my  grandmother  on  my  ihther'a  side, 
Mar\-  McCoy. 

You  must  see  those  women  of  tlie  early  nineteenth  centurj'  and  of  the 
eighteeiitli  century,  tlie  answer  of  whose  prayers  is  in  your  welfare  to-day.  God  bless 
all  the  aged  women  up  and  down  the  land  and  in  all  lands  !  Make  it  as  easy  for 
the  old  folks  as  you  can.  When  they  are  sick,  get  for  them  the  liest  doctors. 
Give  them  your  arm  when  the  streets  are  slippery- .     Slay  with   them  :dl   the  time 
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you  call.  Go  home  and  sec  the  oW  folks.  Find  the  place  for  them  in  the  hymn- 
book.  Never  be  ashametl  if  they  prefer  styles  of  apparel  a  little  antiquated. 
Xever  say  anything  that  implies  they  arc  in  the  way.  Make  the  road  for  the  last 
mile  as  .smooth  as  you  can.  Oh,  my  !  how  you  will  miss  her  when  she  is  gone. 
I  would  give  the  liouse  from  over  my  head  to  see  mother.  ■  I  have  so  mnny  things 
I  wonld  Tike  to  tcU  her,  things  that  have  happened  in  the  twt-iity-four  years  since 
she  went  away.  Morning,  noon  and  night  let  us  ihank  God  for  the  good  influ- 
ences tliat  have  come  down  from  good  mothers  all  the  way  back.  Timothy,  don't 
forget  your  niothtr  luiiiJce,  and  don't  forget  your  grandmother  Lois.  And  hand 
down  to  others  this  patrimony  of  blessing.  Pass  along  the  coronets.  Make 
religion  an  heirlooom  from  generation  to  generation.  Mothers  of  America,  conse- 
crate yourselves  tn  God  and  you  will  help  consecrate  all  the  age.<J  following  !  Do  not 
dwell  .so  mnch  on  your  liardship.s  that  you  miss  your  chance  of  wielding  an  influ- 
ence that  shall  look  down  upon  you  from  the  towers  of  an  endless  future,  I  know 
Martin  Luther  was  right  when  he  consoled  his  wife  over  the  death  of  their  daugh- 
ter by  saying:  "Don't  take  on  so,  wife;  remember  that  this  is  a  hard  world  for 
girls.*'  Yes,  I  go  further  and  say:  It  is  a  hard  world  for  women.  Ay.  I  go  fur- 
ther and  say:  It  is  a  liard  world  for  men.  But  fur  nil  women  and  men  who  thrust 
their  Ixjdies  and  .souls  iu  tlie  hand  of  Christ  the  shining  gatvs  will  SfXMi  swing  open. 
Don't  you  see  the  sickly  pallor  on  the  sky?  That  is  tlie  pallor  on  the  cold  cheek 
of  the  dying  night.  Pont  you  see  the  brightening  of  the  clouds?  Tliat  is  the 
flush  on  the  wann  forehead  of  the  inoniing.  Cheer  up  you  are  coming  within 
sight  of  llie  Celestial  City. 

Cairo,  capital  of  Ivg>pt,  was  called  "  City  of  Victor>-."  Athens,  capitil  of 
Greece,  was  called  "  Cit>-  of  Ihe  Violet  Crown;"  BnalU-ck  was  called  "  City  of  the 
Sun;"  Loudon  was  called  **  The  Citj'  of  MasLs."  Lucian's  imaginary  metropolis 
beyond  the  Zodiac  was  called  "  The  City  of  Lautents. "  But  the  city  to  which 
you  journey  hath  all  these  in  one,  the  victory,  the  crowns,  the  masts  of  those  that 
have  been  harl»red  after  the  stonu.  Ay,  all  but  the  lantenis  and  the  sun,  because 
they  have  uo  need  of  any  other  light,  since  the  Lamb  is  the  light  thereof. 


SONGS  FOR  VOUNC  AND  OLD,    FOR  AFFLICTION  AND    DEATH.     HARMONY  ON   EARTH 

AND  IN  HEAVEN. 

IRST  and  last  let  Cliri-st  be  our  soug.     Clirist  ought  to  be  the 
cradle  soiig.     What  our  mothers  sang  to  us  when  they  put 

us  lo  sleep  is   singing   yet.     We   may  have   forguiteii    the 

y/^f^^^B^j  words,  bnl  ihey  weiil  into  the  fibre  of  our  ftcml,  and  will 

^^'  I  5*^5^  forever  be  a  part  of  it.  It  is  not  so  much  what  you  formally 
teach  ytnir  c'hildre:i  as  what  you  .sing  to  them.  A  hymn  has 
wings  and  can  fly  everywhither.  One  hundre<l  and  fifty 
years  aft*r  you  are  dead,  and  **01d  Mortality  ' '  has  worn  out  his  chisel  in  recutting 
your  UKne  ou  the  tombstone,  your  great-grandchildren  wilt  lie  singing  the 
which  you  now  sing  to  your  little  ones  gathered  nbout  your  knee.  There  is  a^ 
place  in  Switzerland  where  if  you  distinctly  utter  your  \'oice  there  come  back  ten 
or  fifteen  distinct  echoes,  and  cxcry-  Christian  song  sinig  by  a  mother  iu  the  ear  of 
her  child  shall  have  lo.ooo  cchties  coming  back  from  nil  the  gales  of  heaven.  Oh, 
if  mothers  only  knew  the  iMiweruf  this  sacred  sjiell,  how  much  oftcncr  the  little 
ones  would  be  gathered,  and  all  our  homes  would  chime  with  the  songs  of  Jesus  ! 
We  want  stjmc  cimntcracting  influence  upon  onr  children.  The  very  moment 
your  child  stqis  into  the  street  he  steps  into  the  jiath  of  temptation.  There  are 
foiil-raOTilhed  children  who  would  like  to  besoil  your  little  ones.  It  will  not  do  to 
keep  your  little  boys  and  girls  in  the  house  and  make  them  house-plants :  they 
must  have  fresh  air  and  recreation.  God  save  ymir  children  from  the  scathing, 
blasting,  damning  influence  of  the  streets  !  I  know  of  no  counteracting  influence 
bul  the  power  of  Christian  culture  and  example.  Hold  before  your  little  ones  the 
pure  life  of  Jesus  ;  let  that  name  be  the  word  that  shall  exercise  evil  from  their 
hearts.  Give  to  your  inslnictioii  all  the  fascination  of  music,  morning,  noon  and 
night :  let  it  be  Jesus,  the  cradle  song.  This  is  important  if  your  cliildren  grow 
up,  but  perhaps  tliey  may  not.  Their  pathway  may  be  short.  Jesus  may  be 
wanting  that  child.  Then  there  will  be  a  simndless  step  in  the  dwelling,  and  the 
>'outhful  pulse  will  begin  to  flutter,  and  little  hands  will  be  lifted  for  help.  You 
cannot  help.  And  a  great  agony  will  pinch  at  your  heart,  and  the  cradle  wU  be 
empty,  and  the  world  will  be  empty,  and  your  soul  will  be  empty.  No  little  feet 
standing  ou  the  stairs.  No  toys  scattered  on  the  carpet.  No  quick  following 
from  room  to  room.     No  strange  and  wondering  questions.     No  upturned  face, 
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^H             Oh,  if  I  cnnUt  gather  up  in  one  jiarngraph  tlie  last  words  of  the  little  ones          ^H 
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^^    looks,  and  the  folded  hands,  and  sweet  dei»nrture,  methinks  it  would  be  grand  and          ^H 
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I  next  speak  or  Clirist  as  Uie  oM  man'!)  non^.  Qtijcic  music  loses  its  charm 
for  the  aged  ear.  The  school  girl  asks  for  a  scliottish  or  a  glcc  ;  but  her  grand- 
mollier  asks  for  "  Balenna,"  or  tlie  '  Portuguese  Hymn."  Fifty  years  of  trouble 
bave  taiwed  the  spirit,  aud  the  keys  of  tlic  music-board  must  have  a  solemn  tread. 
Though  the  voitv 
may  be  tremtilons, 
so  that  grandCa- 
thcr  will  not  trust 
it  in  cliurch,  slill 
he  has  the  psalm 
book  open  before 
him,  and  he  siugs 
with  his  soul. 
He  bums  his 
grandchild  asleep 
with  the  same 
tune  he  sang  forty 
years  ago  in  the 
old  country*  meet- 
ing-house. Some 
day  the  choir  sings 
a  tune  so  old  that 
tint  young  people 
do  not  know  it  ; 
bnl  it  Marts  the 
tears  down  the 
cheek  of  the  aged 
man,  for  it  rc- 
minds  him  of  the 
revival  scene  in 
which  he  partici 
pated.  and  of  the 
radiant  faces  that 
long  since  went  to 
dust,  and  of  the 
gray -haired  min- 
ister leaning  over 

tlie  pulpit  and  sounding  the  tidings  of  great  joy.     I  was  one  Thanksgiving  Day- 
in  my  pulpit,  in  Syracuse,  N.  Y..  and  Rev,  Daniel  Waldo,  at  ninety-eight  years. 

of  age,  stood  beside  mc.     The  choir  sang  a  tunc.     I   said.  "  I  am  sorrv  they 
13 
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saug  thai  acw  tunc:  uolxjdy  seems  to  know  it."     "  BIes«  you,  ray  son,"  said 
tilt:  old  man.  "    I  heard  that  seventy  years  ago." 

There  w:ls  ;t  sons  to-<iay  that  londitrc!  the  life  of  the  age<l  with  holy  fire,  and 
kindled  a  glory  on  their  vision  that  our  younger  eyesight  cannot  see.  It  wa.s  the 
song  of  .solvation — ^Jesus.  who  fed  than  all  their  lives  long;  Jesus,  who  wiped 
away  their  tears;  Jesus,  who  stood  hy  Ihein  when  all  else  failed;  Jesus,  in  \vhose 
name  their  marriage  was  consecrated,  and  whose  rt-surrection  has  jKiured  light 
upon  the  gra\'e.s  of  their  departed.  Blessed  the  IJlble  in  which  spectacled  old  age 
reads  the  promise,  "  I  will  never  leave  you.  never  forsake  you  1"  Blessed  the 
staff  on  which  tlie  worn-out  pilgrim  totters  on  toward  the  welcome  lyf  his 
Hedeeiner  !  Ules.sed  tlie  hynm<book  in  which  the  faltering  tongue  and  the  failing 
eyes  find  Jesus,  the  old  man's  song. 

I  speak  to  you  again  of  Jesus  as  the  night-song.  Job  speaks  of  Him  who 
givetli  sougs  in  the  night.  John  Welch,  the  old  Scotch  minister,  used  to  put  a 
plaid  acrirss  his  bed  on  cold  nights,  and  some  one  asked  him  why  he  put  that 
there.  He  said,  ""  Oh.  sometime  in  the  night  I  want  lo  sing  the  ^jraise  of  Jesus, 
and  to  get  down  and  pray;  then  I  just  take  that  plaid  ami  wrjiji  it  around  me.  to 
keep  myself  from  the  cold."  Songs  in  the  night !  Night  of  trouble  has  come 
down  upon  many  of  you.  Commercial  losses  put  out  one  star,  slanderous  abuse 
put  out  another  star,  domestic  bereavement  has  put  out  a  thousand  lights,  and 
gloom  has  been  added  to  gloom,  and  chill  to  chill,  and  sting  to  sting,  and  one 
midnight  has  set*med  to  borrow  the  fold  from  another  midnight  to  wrap  tt.self  in 
more  unbearable  darkness;  but  Christ  has  spoken  peace  to  your  heart,  and  you 
can  sing: 

Jesus,  lovrr  of  my  snul, 

I,et  me  l-.-  Thy  Ixw^m  Hy. 
While  the  1>illi>wrs  lu-ar  im-  mil. 

W^ile  tlic  lenipcsl  still  is  biy^h. 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  tlie  stnr-n  of  life  U  jiast ; 
Stfc  into  Ibe  haven  guide— 

Oh.  receive  niv  wiul  nl  last. 


SONGS    IN  THE    NICHT. 

Songs  in  the  night !  Songs  in  the  nighl !  For  the  ^icfc,  who  have  no  one  to 
turn  the  hot  pillow,  no  one  to  put  the  taper  on  the  stand,  no  one  to  put  ice  on  the 
temple,  or  pour  out  the  soothing  anodyne,  or  utter  one  chcerftil  word — yet  songs 
in  the  night  !  For  the  poor,  who  fufze  in  the  winter's  cold,  and  swelter  in  the 
summer's  heat,  and  nmnch  the  hard  crusts  that  bleal  the  sore  gums,  and  shiver 
under  blankt-U  that  cannot  any  longer  be  patched,  and  tremhle  because  rent-day 
is  come  mid  they  may  be  set  out  on  the  sidewalk,  nnd  hioking  into  the  star\'ed 
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desolation,  wUTi  pale  clieek  and  lustreless  eye.  Yet  songs  in  the  iiiplit !  For  the 
soldier  in  the  ficUl  hosiiital,  no  surgeon  to  bind  up  the  gunshot  t'raclure,  no  water 
for  the  hot  lijis,  no  kind  Iiand  to  bmsli  away  the  flies  from  the  fresh  wound,  no 
one  to  take  the  lonug  farewell,  the  groaning  of  others  poured  into  his  own  groon. 
the  blasphemy  of  otlicrs  plowing  up  his  own  spirit,  llie  condense<l  bitlerne^fi  of 
dying  away  from  home  among  strangers.  Yet  songs  in  the  night !  Songs  in  the 
night !  "Ah  !"  said  one  dying  soldier,  "  tell  my  mother  tliat  last  night  there  \vas 
not  one  cloud  between  my  soul  and  Jestis."  Songs  in  the  night !  Songs  in  the 
night ! 

The  Sabbath  day  has  come.  From  the  altars  of  10,000  churches  has  smokcil 
Up  the  savor  of  sacrifice.  Ministers  of  the  gospel  are  now  preaching  in  plain 
English,  in  broad  Scotch,  in  flowing  Italian,  in  harsh  Choctaw.  God's  people 
have  assembled  in  Hindoo  temple,  and  Moravian  church,  and  Quaker  meeting 
house,  and  sailors'  RL-thcI.  and  king's  chapel,  and  high-tnwered  csiiheilral.  They 
sang,  'and  the  song  floated  off  amidst  the  spice  groves,  or  struck  ihe  icelxrgs,  or 
floated  off  into  the  Western  pines,  or  was  drowned  in  tlie  clamor  of  the  great  cities. 
Lumbemien  sang  it,  and  the  factory*  girls,  and  the  children  in  the  Sabbath  class. 
and  the  trained  choirs  in  great  assemblages.  Trappers,  with  the  same  voice  with 
which  they  shouted  yesterday  in  the  stag  hunt,  and  marincis,  with  throats  tliat 
only  a  few  days  ago  sounded  in  the  hoarse  blast  of  the  sea  hurrioanv.  they  sang  it. 
One  theme  for  the  sermons.  One  burden  for  the  song.  Jesus  for  the  in\'ocation. 
Jesus  for  the  Scripture  lesson.  Jesus  for  the  baptismal  font.  Jesus  for  the  .sacra- 
mental cup.    Jesns  for  the  Ijenedictiotv. 

Hut  the  day  will  go  b\-.  It  will  roll  away  on  swift  wheels  of  light  and  love- 
Again  the  churches  will  be  lighted.  Tides  of  people  again  setting  do\vn  the 
streets.  Whole  families  coming  up  the  chnrch  aisle,  Wc  must  have  one  more 
sermon,  two  prayers,  three  songs,  ami  one  iH-ncdiction.  What  shall  we  preach? 
What  shall  wc  read  ?  What  shall  it  l>e,  childrvn  ?  Aged  men  and  women,  what 
£haU  it  be  ?    Young  men  and  maidens,  what  .shall  it  be  ? 


THE  EVERUSTING  SONG. 

We  sing  His  birth — the  bam  that  sheltered  Him,  the  mother  that  nursed 
Him,  the  cattle  that  fed  beside  Him,  the  angels  that  woke  up  the  shepherds. 
scattering  light  over  the  midnight  hills.  Wc  sing  His  ministr>' — the  tears  He 
wiped  away  from  the  eyes  of  the  orphans,  the  lame  men  who  forgot  their  crutches, 
the  damsel  who  &om  the  bier  bounded  out  into  the  sunlight,  her  locks  shaking 
down  over  the  flushed  check,  the  hungry  thousand  who  broke  the  bread  a.s  it 
blossomed  into  larger  loaves — that  mir,-iclc  by  winch  a  boy  will;  five  loaves  and, 
t^vo  fishes  l>ecamc  tlie  sutler  for  a  whole  army.  Wc  sing  His  sorrows— His  stone- 
bruised  feet,  His  aching  heart,  His  motuitain  loneliness.  His  desert  hunger,  His 
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stonn-peltetl  body,  the  etemity  of  anguish  that  shot  tlirough  His  last  ttiuiiKiits, 
and  the  immeasurable  ocean  of  torment  that  heaved  up  against  His  cmfis  in  one 
foamjug,  oninipolcnt  siirye,  tlie  sun  daslied  out.  and  the  dead,  shroud -wrapped, 
breaking  open  their  sepulchres  and  rushing  onl  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  We 
ang  His  resurrection — the  guard  that  could  not  keep  Him,  the  sorrow  of  His 
disciples,  the  cloud  piling  up  on  either  side  in  pillared  splendors  as  He  went 
through  treading  the  ]>aUiless  air,  higher  and  higher,  uutil  He  came  to  the  foot 
of  the  throne,  and  all  heaven  kept  jubilee  at  the  return  of  the  conqueror. 

On  earth  we  sing  har\*est  songs  as  the  wheat  comes  into  the  ham  and  tlie 
barracks  are  filled.  You  know  there  is  no  such  time  on  a  farm  as  when  they  get 
Ihe  crops  in;  and  so  in  heaveu  it  will  be  a  harvest  song  on  the  part  of  those 
■who  on  earth  sowed  in  tears  and  reaped  in  joy.  Lift  up  your  heads,  yc  ever* 
lasting  gates,  and  let  the  sheaves  come  in  !  Angels  .shout  sdl  through  the 
heavens,  and  multitudes  come  down  the  hilLs,  crying:  "Harvest  Iinme  !  liar\'est 
home  !' 

There  is  nothing  more  bewitching  to  one's  car  than  the  song  of  sailors  lar  out 
at  sea.  whether  in  day  or  night,  as  Ihej-  pull  away  at  the  ropes — the  music  is  weird 
and  thrilling.  Su  the  song  in  heaveu  will  l»e  a  sailor's  song.  They  were  voyagers 
once,  and  thought  they  could  never  gel  to  shore,  and  before  they  could  get  things 
snug  and  trim  the  cjclone  struck  them.  But  now  they  are  safe.  Once  they  went 
with  damaged  rigging,  guns  of  distress  booming  through  the  storm  ;  hut  the  pilot 
came  al>oard  and  he  brought  them  into  the  harbor.  Now  they  sing  of  the  breakers 
past,  the  light-houses  that  showed  them  where  to  sail,  the  pilot  that  took  them 
through  the  straits,  the  eternal  shore  on  which  they  landed. 

Ay.  it  will  he  the  children's  song.  You  know  ver>-  well  that  the  vast 
majority  of  our  race  die  in  infaucy,  and  it  is  estimated  that  eighteen  thousand 
millions  of  the  little  ones  are  standing  before  Ood.  When  they  shall  rise  up 
aWit  the  throne  to  sing — the  millions  and  the  millions  of  the  little  ones — ah  t 
that  will  l>e  music  for  you  !  These  played  in  the  streets  of  Babylon  and  Thebes; 
these  plucked  Hlics  from  the  foot  of  Olivet  while  Chri.st  was  preaching  about 
them:  these  wade<l  in  Siloam;  these  were  victims  of  Hero<rs  massacre:  these  were 
throwu  to  crocodiles  or  into  the  fire;  ^hese  came  up  from  Christian  hmues,  and 
these  were  foundlings  on  the  city  commons — children  e\pr%'where  in  all  that  land; 
children  in  the  towers,  children  on  the  seas  of  glass,  children  on  the  battlements. 
Ah !  if  you  do  not  like  children  do  not  go  there.  They  are  in  vast  majoritj-,  and 
what  a  song  when  they  lift  it  around  a!>out  the  throne ! 

The  Christian  singers  aud  composers  of  all  ages  will  be  tliere  to  join  in  that 
song.  Thomas  Hastings  will  be  there.  Lowell  Mason  will  be  there.  Bradbury 
will  Ix-  there.  Beethoven  and  ^^07.art  will  l)e  there.  They  who  sounded  the 
Cymbals  aud  tlie  trumpets  in  the  ancient  temples  will  be  there.      The  40,000 
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harpers  that  stood  at  the  nncietit  dedication  'vvill  be  then>.  The  200  singers  that 
assisted  on  that  day  will  be  there.  Patriarchs  who  lived  amidst  threshing-floors, 
shi-]jhcnL*i  whn  watched  amidst  Chaldean  hills,  prophtts  who  walked  wttli  Umg 
beards  and  coarse  apparel,  pronouncing  woe  against  ancient  abominations,  will 
meet  the  more  recent  martyrs  who  went  up  with  leaping  cohorts  of  fire;  and  some 
will  speak  of  the  Jesus  of  whom  they  prophesit'd,  and  others  of  the  Jesus  for 
whom  they  died.  Oh,  what  a.  song  !  It  came  to  John  upon  Patmos,  it  came  to 
Calvin  in  the  prison,  it  dropped  to  John  Knox  in  the  fire,  and  sometimes  that 
song  has  come  to  your  ear,  perliaps.  for  I  realty  do  think  it  sometimes  breaks  over 
the  iKiltlcments  of  heaven. 

THE  CHOtR  OF  HEAVEN. 

A  Christian  woman,  llie  wife  of  a  minister  of  the  gospel,  was  dying  in  the 
parsonage,  near  the  old   church,  where   an  Saturday  night   the   choir   used  to 

assem  ble 
and  rehearse 
for  the  fol- 
lowing Sab- 
bath,  and 
she  said: 
"How 
strangely 
sweet  the 
choir  re- 
hearses to- 
night; they 
have  been 
rehearsing 
there  for  an 
hour." 
the  choir  is 
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I  hear  them  sing;  how  ver>'  sweetly 


"No,"   said  some  one  alwut   her; 
not  rehearsing  tunight.'* 

■'  Yes."  she  said;  "  I  know  they  are. 
lhe>'  sing  !" 

Xow,  it  was  not  a  chotr  of  earth  that  she  heard,  bnt  the  choir  of  heaven.  I 
think  that  Jesus  sometimes  sets  ajar  tlie  door  of  hea%'en,  and  a  i>assagc  of  that 
rapture  greets  our  ears.  The  minstrels  of  heaven  .strike  such  a  tremendous  strain 
the  walls  of  jasper  cannot  hold  it. 

The  first  great  concert  I  ever  attended  was  in  Xew  York,  when  Julien,  in  the 
"  Crj-stal  Palace,"  stood  before  himdreds  of  singers  and  hundred  of  players  upon 
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inslnimeiUs.  Sonu'  of  y<m  iiiny  rMiii-niluT  that  occ;i.sioii;  it  was  llic  first  niif  of 
tilt  kind  at  which  I  was  present,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it.  I  saw  tliat  one  man 
slaiiding,  and  with  the  haml  and  foot  wield  that  great  lianuony.  beating  the  time. 
It  w:is  to  nic  ovcrwhfltniiig.  But,  oh,  tlio  grander  scene  when  they  shall  come 
from  the  Rast  and  fnmi  the  West,  and  froni  the  Xorth  and  from  the  South,  "a 
great  mnltitiule  that  no  man  can  immher,"  into  the  temple  of  the  skits,  host 
beyond  host,  rank  beyond  rank,  gallery  a>juve  galler;-.  and  Jesus  shall  stand 
before  that  great  host  to  conduct  the  haniiony.  with  His  wounded  hands  and  His 
wounded  feet !  Like  the  voice  of  many  waters,  like  the  voice  of  mighty  thnnder- 
iiigs,  they  shall  cr>-:  "  Worthy  is  the  lanil)  tlial  was  slain  to  receive  ble^ssin^'s,  and 
riches,  and  honor,  and  glory,  and  power,  world  without  end.  Amen  and  .\men  !" 
Oh,  if  my  ear  shall  hear  no  other  sweet  sound.*i,  uiay  I  hear  that !  If  I  join  no 
other  glad  as.semblage.  may  I  join  that. 

I  was  reading  of  the  battle  of  Agincourt,  in  which  Henr>'  V.  figured;  and  it 
is  said  afier  the  battle  was  won,  gloriously  won,  the  king  wanted  to  acknowledge 
the  divine  interposition,  and  he  ordered  tlie  chaplain  to  read  the  Psalm  of  David; 
and  when  he  came  to  the  word,  "  Not  unto  us.  O  Ix>rd,  but  unto  Thy  name  be 
the  praise,"  the  king  dismounted,  and  all  the  cavalr>'  dismounted,  and  all  the 
great  ho.st,  officers  and  men,  threw  themselves  on  their  faces.  Oh,  at  the  story  of 
the  Saviour's  love  and  the  Saviour's  deliverance,  shall  we  not  prostrate  ourselves 
before  Him  now.  hosts  of  earth  and  hosts  of  heaven,  falling  MiM>n  our  faces  and 
cr>'iiig:  "  Not  uuto  us,  not  unto  us,  but  unto  Thy  name  l>e  the  glory  !" 


,^^J 


-^\ 


STORV  oriental  aiitl  marvelous  is  thnl  of  Jnli.  Job  was  the 
riclicst  man  in  all  the  Hast.  He  had  camels  and  oxen,  and 
asses  and  sheep,  and,  whal  would  have  made  htm  rich  without 
anything  else,  seven  sons  and  three  daughters.  It  was  the 
habit  of  these  children  to  gather  together  for  family  reunion. 
One  day  Job  is  thinking  of  hiscliildren  as  gathered  together 
at  a  banquet  at  Ihf  elder  brother's  house. 

While  llie  old  man  is  seated  at  his  tent  dixir  he  sees  scime 
one  running,  evidently,  from  his  manner,  bringing  bad  news.  Whal  is 
the  matter  now  ? 

"  Oh,"  says  the  messenger.  "  a  foraging  party  of  Salieans  have  fallen 
u]nMi  llie  oxen  and  the  asses  and  destroyed  them  and  butchered  all  the 
servants  except  myself." 

Stand  aside.     Another  messenger  running.     What  is  (he  matter  now  ? 
"  Oh."  says  the  man,  "  U\e  lightning  lias  struck  the  sheep  and  the  .shepherds, 
and  all  the  shepherds  are  destroyed  except  myself." 

Stand    aside.      Another    messenger   running.      What    is   the    mutter   now  ? 
"Oh."  he  says,    "  the  Chaldeans  have  captured  the  camels  and  slain  all  the 
camel  drivers  except  myself." 

Stand   aside.      Another    nics.senger    ninning.      What   is  the   matter  now? 
"  Oh,"  he  says.  "  a  hurricane  struck  the  four  comers  of  the  tent  where  your 
children  were  as.*ieml)led  at  the  banqnet,  and  they  arc  all  dead." 

But  the  chapter  of  calamity  has  not  ended.  Job  was  smitten  with  elephanti- 
tt-sis.  or  black  leprosy.  Tumors  from  head  to  foot,  forehead  ridgc<I  witli  lubercles. 
eyelashes  fall  out,  nostrils  excoriated,  voice  destmyetl.  intolerable  exhalations  from 
the  entire  IkkIv.  until  with  none  to  dress  his  .sores,  he  siu  down  in  the  ashes,  with 
nothing  but  pieces  of  broken  pottery-  to  use  in  the  snrgery  of  his  wounds.  At 
this  moment,  wlien  lie  needed  all  encouragement  and  all  consolation,  his  wife 
comes  in,  in  a  fret  and  a  rage,  and  says: 

"This  is  intolerable.  Our  propert\'  gone,  our  children  slain,  and  now  you 
covered  up  with  this  loathsotue  and  disg\isling  disease.  Why  don't  you  swear? 
CunseGod.  and  die.'" 
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PROFANITY  EVERVWHERE. 
All,  Job  knew  right  well  that  swearing  wonid  not  cure  one  of  the  tumors  of 
bui  agonized  IxKiy,  would  not  bring  back  one  of  liis  destroyed  camels,  would  not 
restore  («ie  of  his  dead  children.  He  knew  that  profanity  wtmUI  only  make  the 
pain  more  nnl)earable.  and  the  poverty  more  distressing,  anil  the  Ijereavenient 
more  eNrrucialing.     Hut  jndging  from  the  profanity  abroad  in  our  day,  you  might 
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c»mie  t<»  the  a>nc1uslon  that  there  was  some  great  advantage  to  be  reaped  from  the 
habit  or  ensUim. 

Blasphemy  \%  all  abroad.  You  hear  it  in  ever>'  direction.  The  drayman 
swearing  at  his  cart,  the  sewing  girl  iniprecatiug  the  tangled  skein,  the  accountant 
cursing  the  long  line  of  truublesnnie  figures.  Swearing  at  the  store,  swearing  in 
the  loft,  swearing  in  the  cellar,  swearing  on  tlte  street,  swearing  in  the  factory. 
Children  swear;  men  swear;  women  swear.     Swearing  lirom  tlie  rough  calling  on 
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the  Almighty  in  the  low  restaurant  clear  up  to  the  rct-kless  "O  Ix>rd  '"  of  a 
'gHltering  drawing-room;  aucl  lUe  o.it:  i;»  as  much  bla-ipheiny  as  the  other. 

There  are  tiinas  when  we  must  cr>-  oiit  to  the  Lord,  by  reason  of  our  physical 
agony  or  our  mental  distress,  ami  that  is  only  throwing  out  our  weak  hand  toward 
thL-  strong  arm  of  a  fiither.  It  was  no  profaait>'  when  Jaines  A.  Uar6eld,  shot  in 
the  Washington  depot,  cried  out;  "  My  God,  what  dots  this  mean  !"  There  is 
no  profanity  in  calling  out  upon  God  in  tlie  day  of  trouble,  in  the  day  of  dark- 
ness, in  the  day  of  physical  anguish,  in  the  day  of  bereavement ;  but  I  am  speak- 
ing now  of  the  triviality  and  of  the  recklessness  with  which  the  name  of  God  is 
.sometimes  used.     The  whole  land  is  cursed  with  it. 

A  gentleman  coming  from  the  far  West  sat  in  the  car  day  after  day  behind 
two  persons  who  were  indulging  in  profanity,  and  he  made  up  his  mind  he  would 
make  a  record  of  their  profanities,  and  at  llie  end  of  two  days  several  sheets  of 
paper  were  filled  with  these  imprecations,  and  at  the  end  of  llic  journey  he  handed 
the  iKiper  to  one  of  the  persons  in  front  of  him. 

"  Is  it  ixjssible."  said  the  man.  "that  we  have  uttered  so  many  profanities 
the  last  few  days?" 

"  It  is,"  rephed  the  gentleman. 

"  Tlieu,**  said  the  man  who  had  taken  the  mauusoript.  "  [  will  ne^-er  swear 
again." 

lint  it  is  a  comparalively  unimportant  thing  if  a  man  makes  record  of  our 
improprieties  of  speech.  Tlieniore  memorable  consideration  is  that  every  improper 
word,  e\'er>-  oath  uttered,  has  a  record  in  the  book  of  God's  remembrance,  and 
that  the  day  will  come  when  all  our  crimes  of  speech,  if  unrciicnted  of,  will  be  our 
condemnation.  I  shall  not  deal  in  altstrnctions;  I  liate  alislnictions.  I  am  going 
to  have  a  plain  talk  with  the  world,  through  the  medium  of  this  book,  about  a 
habit  that  all  admit  to  be  vn-ong. 

The  habit  gn>w9  in  the  community  from  the  fact  that  )*oung  people  think  it 

manly  to  swear.     Little  children,  hardly  able  to  walk  straight  on  tlie  street,  j-et 

have  enough  tlistinctne.is  to  let  yon  know  that  they  are  damning  their  own  souls, 

'or  damning  the  souls  of  others.     Jt  is  an  awful  thing  the  first  lime  the  little  feet 

are  lifted  to  have  them  set  down  on  the  burning  pn\Tn)ent  of  hell ! 

Between  sixteen  and  twenty  years  of  age  there  is  apt  to  ctnne  a  lime  when  a 
j-oung  man  is  as  much  ashamed  of  not  being  able  to  swear  gracefully  as  he  is  of 
the  dizziness  of  his  first  cigji.  He  has  his  hat,  his  boot  and  his  coot  cf  the  right 
jpatlem,  and  now.  if  he  can  only  swear  without  awkwardness,  and  us  well  as  his 
comrades,  he  bclic\'cs  he  i-*  in  the  fashion.  There  are  yomjg  men  who  walk  in  an 
atnuisphere  of  imprecation — 'oaths  on  their  lips,  under  their  tongues,  nesting  in 
their  shock  of  hair.  They  nlislain  fnini  it  in  the  elegant  drawiiig-rnniii,  but  the 
Street  and  the  club  house  ring  with  their  profanities.     They  ha\-e  no  regard  for 
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rot  know.  O  fatlier,  tlmt  jonr  child  is  aware  of  tbc  feet  that  you  swear.  H« 
overlieurd  yon  tii  the  next  rnum.  nr  Sfmie  tme  lias  iiifomiwl  him  of  your  habit. 
He  is  practicing  now.  In  ten  years  he  will  swear  as  well  aa  you  do.  Do  not,  O 
father,  be  under  the  delusion  that  you  may  swear  and  your  son  not  know  it.  It  is 
an  awful  thing  to  start  the  habit  in  a  family — the  father  to  be  profane,  and  then  to 
have  the  echo  of  hi.s  example  come  back  from  other  generations,  so  that  genera- 
tions after  generations  curse  the  Lord. 

The  crime  is  also  fostered  by  master  mechanics,  boss  carpenters,  those  who 
are  at  the  head  of  men  in  hat  factories,  and  in  dock  yards,  and  at  the  head  of 
great  business  establislimeiits.  When  you  g<j  down  to  look  at  the  work  of  the 
scafiblding,  and  you  find  it  is  not  done  right,  what  do  you  say  ?  It  is  not  praying. 
is  it?    The  employer  swears:  his  employe  is  tempted  to  swear.     The  man  says; 

"I  don't  kunw  why  my  employer,  worth  $50,000  or  $100,000,  should  have 
any  luxurv^  I  should  be  denied,  .-iimply  tiecause  I  am  poor.  Because  I  am  poor  and 
dependent  on  a  day's  wages,  haven't  I  as  much  right  to  swear  as  he  lias,  with  his 
large  income?" 

Employers  swear,  and  that  makes  .so  many  employes  swear. 

The  habit  also  comes  from  irfirmit>'  of  temper.  There  are  a  good  many 
people  who,  when  they  arc  at  peace,  lia\Te  righteousness  of  speech,  but  when 
angered  they  blaze  with  imprecation.  Perhaps  all  tlie  rest  of  the  year  they  talk 
in  right  language,  but  now  they  pour  out  the  fur>*  of  a  whole  year  in  one  red-hot 
paragraph  of  five  minutes.  1  knew  of  a  man  who  excused  himself  for  the  habit, 
saying,  "  I  only  swear  once  in  a  great  while.  I  must  do  that  just  to  clear  myself 
ooL" 

The  habit  comes  also  from  the  profuse  use  of  by-words.  The  transition  fixjni 
a  by-word  which  may  be  perfectly  hannless  to  imprecation  and  profanity,  is  not  a 
ver>-  large  transition.  It  is  "My  stars!"  and  "  Mercj*  on  meV  and  "Good 
graciou.s !"  and  "  By  George  !"  and  "  By  Jove  !"  and  you  go  on  with  that  a  little 
while,  and  then  you  Hwear.  These  wonls,  ix-rfectly  harmless  in  themselves,  nre 
next  door  to  imprecation  and  b1as|>heniy.  A  [>rofiise  use  of  by-words  always  ends 
in  profanity.  The  habit  is  creeping  up  into  the  highest  styles  of  society.  Women 
have  no  patience  with  flat  and  unvarnished  profanity,  Tlity  will  order  a  man  out 
of  the  parlor  indulging  in  l)lnsphemy.  and  yet  you  will  sometimes  find  them  with 
fairj-  fan  to  the  face,  and  under  chandeliers  which  bring  no  blush  to  their  check, 
taking  on  their  lips  the  holiest  of  names  in  utter  triviality. 

WTiy,  my  readers,  the  English  language  \n  comprehensi\-e  and  capable  of 
expressing  all  maimer  of  feeling  and  everj'  degree  of  energ\\  Are  you  happy, 
Noah  Webster  will  give  you  a  thousand  words  with  which  to  expressyour  exhila- 
ration. Are  you  righteously  indignant,  there  are  whole  armories  in  the  vocabu- 
Iar>',  righteous  vocabulary — wliole  armies  of  denunciation,  andsconi,  and  sarcasm. 
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and  irony,  and  caricature,  aiid  wTalh.  You  express  yourself  against  some  inean- 
ntrss  or  Iiypocrisy  in  all  the  oaths  that  ever  smoked  up  I'roni  the  pit.  and  I  will 
conic  right  on  after  you  mid  give  you  a  thonsaiidfold  more  eiiipliasis  of  denuncia- 
tion to  the  same  meanness  and  the  same  hypocrisy  in  words  across  which  no  jJinie 
has  ever  trailed,  and  into  which  the  fires  of  liell  have  never  shot  their  forked 
tongues — the  pure,  the  innocent.  God-hunored  An^lo-Saxon  in  which  Milton 
saug,  and  John  Buuyan  dreamed  and  Shakespeare  dramatized. 

There  is  no  excuse  for  profanity  when  we  have  such  a  magnificent  language 
— such  a  flow  of  good  words,  potent  words,  mighty  words,  words  just  to  suit  ever>' 
crisis  and  ever>'  case.  Whatever  l>e  the  cause  of  it,  profanity  is  on  the  increase, 
and  if  you  do  not  know  it.  it  is  because  your  ears  have  been  hardened  by  the  din 
of  iniprecitions  so  thnt  yrm  are  u<»l  stirrwl  and  movwl  a^^  you  ought  to  lie  by  pro- 
fanities in  these  cities  which  are  enough  lo  bring  a  hurricane  of  fire  like  that 
which  consumed  Sodom. 

Do  you  know  that  this  trivial  use  of  God's  name  results  in  perj\iry  ?  Do  you 
know  that  people  who  take  the  name  of  Gi«i  on  their  lips  in  recklessness  and 
thoughtlessness  are  fostering  the  crime  of  perjury?  Make  tlie  name  of  God  a 
foot  ball  in  the  community,  and  il  has  no  power  when  in  conrt  room  or  in  legis- 
lative nsseinbly  it  is  cmi>loyed  in  solemn  adjuration  '  See  the  way  sometimes  they 
administer  the  oatli:  "S'help  you  God — kiss  the  book  !"  Smuggling,  which  is 
always  a  violation  of  the  oath,  becomes  in  s<jme  circles  a  grand  joke.  You  say 
to  a  man:  "  How  is  it  possible  for  yon  to  sell  these  goods  so  very  clu-ap?  I  can't 
understmc)  it." 

"  Ah  !"  he  replies,  with  a  twinWe  of  the  eye,  "  the  Custom  House  tariff  of 
these  goods  isn't  as  nmch  as  it  might  Ije."  An  oath  does  not  mean  as  much  ;is  it 
would  were  the  name  of  God  used  in  reverence  and  in  solemnity.  Why  is  it  tliat 
so  often  jurors  render  unaccountable  verdicts  and  judges  give  unaccountable 
charges,  aud  useless  railroad  .schemes  pass  in  our  State  capitols.  and  tliere  are  most 
unjust  changes  made  in  tariff — tariff" lifted  from  one  thing  and  put  upon  another? 

What  is  an  oath  ?  vVnything  solemn  ?  Anything  that  cjiUs  upon  thi.-  .'\Imighly  ? 
Anything  that  marks  an  e\'eiit  in  a  man's  liistory?  Oh.  no!  It  is  kissing  the 
Book !  There  is  no  habit,  I  tell  you  plainly — and  I  write  to  hundreds  aud 
Ihou.sands  of  men  to-day  who  will  thank  mc  for  my  assertion — I  tell  you,  my 
brother,  there  is  no  habit  that  so  de|>letes  a  man's  nature  as  tlie  habit  of  profanity. 
You  might  as  well  tr>'  to  raise  vineyards  and  orchards  on  the  sides  of  belching 
Stroinboli  as  to  raise  an\'thing  good  in  a  heart  from  which  there  pours  out  the 
scoria  of  profanity.  You  may  swear  yourself  down;  you  cannot  swear  yourself 
up.  WTien  the  Mohammedan  finds  a  piece  of  paper  he  cannot  read,  be  puts  it 
aside  very  cautiously  for  fear  the  name  of  God  may  be  on  it.  That  is  one 
extreme.     We  go  lo  the  other.     Now,  what  is  llie  cure  of  this  habit?    It  is  a 
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HOW  TO  OVERCOME  THE  HABIT. 

If  you  would  get  rid  of  this  hnt>it.  I  want  ymi,  my  friends,  to  dwell  upon  the 
ttselessness  of  it.  Did  a  volley  of  oaths  ever  start  a  heavy  load  ?  Did  they  ever 
extirpate  meanness  from  a  customer?  Did  lhe\'  ex'er  collect  a  bad  debt?  Did 
they  ever  cure  a  toothache  ?  Did  they  ever  stop  the  twinge  of  the  rheumatism  ? 
Did  they  ei'er  help  you  forward  otie  step  in  the  right  direction  ?  Come,  now,  tell 
me,  ye  who  have  had  the  most  experience  in  this  habit,  how  much  have  you 
made  nut  of  il?  Five  thousand  dollars  in  all  your  life?  No.  One  thousand? 
No.  One  hundred?  "So.  One  dollar?  No.  One  cent?  No.  If  the  haWt  be 
so  utterly  useless,  away  with  it. 

But  you  say:  "  I  have  struggled  to  overcome  the  habtt  a  long  while,  and  I 
have  not  been  successful."  You  struggled  in  your  own  strength,  my  brother. 
If  ever  a  man  wants  God,  it  is  in  such  a  crisis  of  his  histor>-.  God  alone  by  His 
grace  can  eniancipale  you  from  that  trouble.  Call  upon  Him  day  and  night  that 
you  may  be  delivered  from  this  crime.  Remember,  also,  in  the  cure  of  this  liabit, 
that  it  arouses  God's  indignation.  The  Bible  reiterates  from  chapter  to  chapter, 
and  verse  after  verse,  the  fact  that  profanity  accnrscs  this  life  aud  that  it  makes  a 
man  niiscrahle  for  clernit>  .  There  is  not  a  sin  in  all  the  catalogue  that  is  so  often 
peremjitorily  and  suddenly  punished  in  this  world  as  the  sin  of  profanity.  There 
is  not  a  city  or  a  village  but  can  give  an  illustration  of  a  man  struck  down  at  the 
moment  of  imprecation.  A  couple  of  years  ago,  briefly  referring  to  this  in  a 
sermou.  I  gave  some  instances  in  which  Gud  liad  struck  swearers  dead  at  the 
moment  of  their  profanity.  That  sermon  brought  to  me  from  many  parts  of  tliis. 
land  and  other  lands  statements  of  similar  cases  of  instantaneous  visitation  from 
God  upon  blasphemers.  My  opinion  is  that  such  cases  occur  somewhere  every 
day,  but  for  various  reasons  they  arc  not  reported. 

BLASPHEMERS  PUNISHED. 

In  Scotland  a  club  assembled  every  week  for  purposes  of  wickedness,  and 
there  was  a  competition  as  to  which  could  nse  the  mast  horrid  oath,  and  the  man 
who  succeeded  was  to  be  president  of  tlie  club.  The  comiK-tilion  went  on.  A 
man  uttered  an  oath  which  confounded  all  his  comrades,  and  he  was  made 
j>resident  of  the  cUib.  His  tongue  began  to  swell,  and  it  protruded  from  the 
mouth,  and  he  could  not  draw  it  in.  aud  he  died,  and  the  physicians  said:  "This 
is  the  strangest  thing  we  ever  saw;  we  ne\'er  saw  any  account  in  the  books  like 
unto  it;  we  can't  understand  it."    I  understand  it.     He  cursed  God,  and  died. 

At  Catskill,  X.  Y.,  a  group  of  men  stood  in  a  blacksmith's  sliop  during  a 
violent  thunder-storm.  There  came  a  crash  of  thunder  and  some  of  the  men 
trembleil.  One  man  said:  "  Why,  I  don't  see  what  you  are  afraid  of  I  am  not 
afraid  to  go  out  in  front  of  the  shop  aud  defy  the  Almighty.     I  am  not  afraid  of 
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lightning."  And  he  laid  a  wager  on  the  subject,  and  he  went  out,  and  he  shook 
his  fist  at  the  heavens,  crjing:  "Strike,  if  you  dare  !"  and  instantly  he  fell  under 
a  bolt  What  destroyed  him .'  An>'  uiysleo'  about  it  ?  Oh,  no.  He  cursed  God. 
and  died. 

Oh.  my  brother,  God  will  not  allow  this  sin  to  go  unpunished.  There  are 
styles  of  writing  with  manifold  sheets,  so  that  a  man  writing  ou  one  sheet  writes 
clear  through  ten,  fifteen  or  twenty  sheets,  and  so  every  profanity  we  utter  goes 


TOfl  STORM   CHILD  SCREAUING  ALONG  THE  BEACH. 

right  down  through  the  leaves  of  God's  book  of  remembrance.  It  is  no  excfp- 
tional  sin.  Do  you  think  you  could  coinit  the  profanities  of  last  week— the 
profanities  of  office,  store,  shop,  factory?  They  cursed  God,  they  cursed  His 
word.  lhe>*  cursed  His  only-begotten  Son. 

One  morning,  on  Fidton  street,  as  I  was  passing  along,  I  heard  a  man  swear 
by  tJie  name  of  Jesus.  My  hair  lifted.  My  blood  ran  cold.  My  breath  caught. 
My  foot  halted.  Do  you  not  suppose  that  God  is  agg^a^•ated?  Do  you  not 
suppose  tlial  God  knows  alxnit  it  ?    Dionysins  used  to  ha^'e  a  cave  in  which  his 
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culprits  were  incarcerated,  and  he  listened  at  the  top  of  lliat  cave,  and  he  could 
hear  every  groan;  he  could  hear  ever>-  sigh,  and  he  could  hear  every  whisper  of 
those  who  were  imprisoned.  He  was  a  tjrant.  God  is  not  a  tyrant;  but  He 
bends  over  this  world  and  He  hears  cverj'thing — every  voice  of  praise,  evcr>'  voice 
of  imprecation.  He  hears  it  all.  The  oaths  seem  to  die  on  the  air.  but  lliey  have 
eternal  echo.     Thcj-  come  back  from  the  ages  to  come. 

Listen  !  Listen  !  "  All  blasphemers  shall  have  their  place  in  the  lake  which 
burnetii  with  fire  and  brimstone,  which  is  the  second  death."  Antl  if,  according 
to  the  theory  of  some,  a  man  commits  in  the  next  world  the  sins  which  he 
committed  in  this  world — if  unpardoncrf,  unregcncrated — think  of  a  man's  going 
on  cursing  in  the  name  of  Go<l  to  all  c-lernity. 


GROWTH  OF  SWEARING. 

The  habit  grows.  You  start  with  a  small  oath,  you  will  come  to  the  large 
oath.  I  saw  a  man  die  with  au  oath  between  his  teeth,  Voltaire  only  gradually 
came  lo  his  iremendons  imprecation;  but  the  habit  grew  on  him  until  in  the  last 
moment,  supposing  Christ  stood  at  the  bed,  he  exclaimed;  "Curse  that  wretch  ! 
Curse  that  wretch  !"  Oh,  my  brother,  you  U-gin  to  swear  and  Ihere  is  nothing 
impossible  for  you  in  the  \\T<mg  (h'redion. 

Who  is  this  God  whose  name  you  are  using  in  swearing?  Who  is  He?  Li 
He  a  tyrant?  Has  He  pursued  you  all  your  life  long?  Has  He  starved  you, 
frozen  you,  tyrannized  over  you  ?  No.  He  has  loved  you;  He  has  sheltered  you; 
He  watched  you  last  night;  He  will  watch  you  to-night.  He  wants  to  love  you, 
wants  to  help  you,  wants  to  save  you,  wants  lo  comfort  you.  He  was  your  father's 
God  and  your  mother's  God.  He  has  housed  them  from  the  blast,  and  He  wants 
to  shelter  you.  Will  you  spit  in  His  face  by  an  imprecation  ?  Will  you  ever 
thrust  Him  back  by  au  oath  ? 

Who  is  this  Jesus,  whose  name  I  beard  in  the  imprecation  ?  Has  He  pursued 
you  all  your  life  long?  What  vile  thing  has  He  done  to  you  that  you  should  so 
dishonor  His  name  ?  Why,  He  was  the  lamb  whose  blood  simmered  in  the  iires 
of  sacriBce  for  you.  He  is  the  brother  that  took  olT  His  crown  that  you  might  put 
it  on.  He  has  pursued  you  all  your  life  long  with  niero*.  He  wants  you  to  love 
Him— wants  you  to  scr\'e  Him.  He  comes  with  streaming  ej-es  and  broken  heart 
and  blistered  feet  to  save  you.  On  the  craft  of  our  doomed  humanity  He  jiushed 
out  into  the  sea  to  take  you  off  the  wreck  ! 

Where  is  the  hand  that  will  ever  be  lifted  in  imprecation  again  ?  Let  that 
hand,  now  blootl-tipjKd.  Ijc  lifted  that  I  may  see  it.  Not  one.  Where  is  the 
voice  that  will  ever  be  uttered  in  dishonoring  the  name  of  that  Christ  ?  Let  it 
speak  now.  Not  one.  Not  one.  Oh,  I  am  glad  to  know  that  all  these  vices  of 
the  coDuuuuity  and  Cliese  crimes  of  our  nation  will  be  gone.     Society  is  going  to 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


2*3 


be  bettered.  The  world  by  the 
power  of  Christ's  gospel  is  going  to 
be  saved,  and  this  crime,  this  in- 
iquity, and  all  tlie  otlier  iuiquities 
will  vanish  before  the  rising  of  the 
sun  of  righteousness  upon 
tlie  nation. 


END  OF  SIN  AMD  CRIME. 

There  was    rme   day   in 
N«v  England  memorable  for 
storm    and    darkness.       I 
believe  I  never  saw  anotlier 
isuch  evening.   The  douds 
which  had  ]hxm  gath- 
ering all  ilay  unlini- 
Ijered  their  batteries. 
The    Housatonic. 
which   flows  quietly, 
save  as  the  paddles  of 
pleasure  partiL-s   rat- 
tle the  oar  locks,  was 
lashed  into  foam,  and  the 
waves  hardly  knew  where 
to  lay  themselves. 

Oh  !  what  a  time  it 
was !  The  hilk  jarred 
under  the  nimbling  of 
God's  chariots.  Blinding 
sheets  of  rain  drove  the 
cattle  to  the  bars,  or  beat 
against  the  window  pane 
as  though  to  dash  it  in. 
The  grain  fields  threw 
their  crowns  of  gold  at  the 
feet  of  the  storm  king. 
Wlien  night  came  in  it 
was  a  double  night.  Its 
mantle  was  torn  with  the 
lightnings,    and    Into    its 


J 


/J. 


AUKORA. 


au 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


locks  were  twislwl  tlie  leaves  of  nprootwl  otiks  and  the  shreatis  of  canvas  torn 
from  the  masti  of  the  beached  shipping.  It  was  such  a  night  as  makes  you 
thank  God  for  shelter,  and  open  the  door  to  let  in  the  spaniel  howling  outside 
with  terror. 

We  went  to  sleep  under  the  full  blast  of  heaven's  great  orchestra,  the  forests 
wijh  uplifted  voices,  in  chorus  that  filled  the  mountains,  praising  the  Lord.  \V*e 
woke  nut  until  the  fingers  of  the  sunny  morn  touched  our  eyelids.  We  looked  out 
the  window  and  the  Housatonic  slept  as  tiuict  as  an  infant's  dream.  Pillars  of 
clouds  set  against  the  sky  looked  like  the  castles  of  the  blest  built  for  heavenly 
hierarchs  on  the  beach  of  the  azure  sea.  All  the  trees  sijarkled  as  though  there 
had  been  some  great  grief  in  heaven,  and  each  leaf  had  Inx-n  GodanKjinted  to 
catch  an  angel's  tear.  It  seemed  as  if  our  Father  had  looked  upon  the  earth.  His 
wayward  child,  and  slooiKd  to  her  tear-wet  cheek  and  kissed  it.  So  will  the 
darkness  of  sin  and  crime  leave  our  world  before  the  dawn  of  the  moniing.  The 
light  shall  gild  the  city's  spire  and  strike  tlie  forests  of  Maine  and  the  masts  of 
Mobile  and  all  between.  And  one  end  resting  on  the  Atlantic  coast  and  the  other 
resting  on  the  Pacific  beach,  God  will  spring  a  great  rainbow  arch  of  peace,  in 
token  of  everlasting  covenant  that  the  world  shall  never  more  seen  delngeof 
crime. 

"  But."  says  some  one.  "preaching  against  the  evils  of  society  will  accom- 
plish nothing.  Do  you  not  see  that  the  evils  go  right  on  ?"  I  answer,  we  are  not 
at  all  di.scouraged. 

It  seemed  insignificant  for  Moses  to  stretch  his  hand  over  the  Red  Sea.  What 
power  could  that  have  over  the  waters?  But  the  east  wind  blew  all  night:  the 
waters  gathered  into  two  glittering  palisades  on  either  side.  The  billows  reared 
Q£  God's  hand  pulled  back  upon  their  cr>-stal  bits.  Wheel  into  tine,  O  Israel ! 
March  !  March  !  Pearls  crash  under  the  feet.  The  shout  of  hosts  mounting  the 
beach  answers  the  shout  nf  hosts  mid-sea.  until,  as  the  last  line  of  the  Israeliles 
has  gained  the  beach,  the  shields  clang,  and  tlie  cymbals  clap,  and  as  the  waters 
whelm  the  pursuing  foe.  swift-fingered  winds  on  the  white  keys  of  the  foam  play 
the  grand  march  of  Israel  delivered,  and  the  awful  dirge  of  Kgy]>tian  overthroA'. 
So  we  go  forth;  and  stretchout  the  hand  of  prayer  and  Christian  effort  over  these 
dark,  boiling  waters  of  crime  and  sin.  Those  who  resist  and  deride  and  pursue  «s 
will  fall  under  the  sea,  ami  there  will  be  nothing  left  of  them  hut  here  and  there. 
cast  high  and  dry  upon  the  beach,  the  ft{iti[iteretl  wheel  of  a  chariot,  and,  thnist 
out  from  the  surf,  the  breathless  nostril  of  a  rideless  cliarger. 
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ATTILA,  THE  SCOURGE,  AND  NATIONS  THAT  HAVE  PERISHED. 

,AXY  cfimmeiitators.  like  Patrick  and  U«>\vth,  Tliomas  Scott, 
Mntthc-w  Henry,  Albert  Barnes,  agree  io  sayiug  that  the  star 
Womiwot^d.  mentioned  in  Revelation,  was  Attila,  King  of 
the  Huns.  He  was  so  called  because  he  was  brilliant  as  n 
star,  aiifl,  like  wonnivood,  he  embittered  cvco'tliing  he  touched. 
We  have  studied  the  Star  of  Bethlehem,  and  the  Morning  Star 
of  the  Revelation,  and  the  Star  of  Peace,  1ml  my  present  sub- 
ject calls  us  lu  gaze  at  the  star  Wormwood,  and  my  theme 
might  be  called  Brilliant  Bitterness. 

A  more  extraordinary  character  history  does  not  furnish  than 
this  man  thus  referred  to,  Attila,  the  King  of  the  Huns.  One  day 
a  wounded  heifer  came  limping  along  tlirough  the  fields,  and  a  herds- 
man followed  its  bloody  track  on  tlie  grass  to  see  where  the  heifer  was 
wounded,  and  went  on  back  further  and  further,  until  he  came  to  ft 
sword  fast  in  tlie  earth,  the  point  downward,  as  though  it  had 
dropped  from  the  heavens,  and  against  the  edges  of  this  sword  the 
heifer  had  been  cut.  The  herdsman  pulled  up  that  sword  and  pre- 
sented it  t<)  Attila.  Attila  said  that  sword  must  have  dropped  from 
the  heavens  from  the  grasp  of  the  god  Mars,  and  its  being  given  to  him  meant  that 
Attila  shfmld  conquer  and  govern  the  whole  earth.  Other  mighty  men  have  been 
delighted  at  being  called  liberators,  or  the  merciful,  or  the  good,  but  Attila  called 
himself,  and  demanded  that  others  call  him,  tlie  Scourge  of  Goil.  At  the  head 
'of  700,000  troops  mounted  on  Cappadociau  horses,  he  swept  everj-thiog  from  the 
Adriatic  to  the  Black  Sea.  He  put  his  iron  heel  on  Macedonia  and  Greece  and 
Thrace.  He  made  Milan,  and  Pavia,  and  Padua,  and  Verona  beg  for  mercy, 
which  he  bestowed  not.  The  Byzantine  castles,  to  meet  his  ruinous  le\T,  put  tp 
\M.i  auction  massive  silver  tables  and  vases  of  solid  goWl.  A  city  captured  by  hiri, 
the  inhabitants  were  brought  tmt  and  put  into  three  classes:  the  first  class,  lluise 
who  could  bear  arms,  who  must  immediately  enlist  under  Attila  or  be  butchered; 
the  second  class,  the  beautiful  women,  who  were  made  captives  to  the  Huns;  the 
third  class,  the  agetl  men  and  women,  who  were  robbed  of  everj-thiug  and  let  go 
bade  to  the  citj'  to  pay  heavy  tax. 
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It  was  a  txffntnon  saying  that  the  grass  never  grew  again  where  the  hoof  of 
Atlila's  horse  had  irod.  His  armies  reddened  the  waters  of  the  Seine  aud  the 
Moselle  and  the  Rhine  with  carnage,  and  fought  oii  the  Catalonian  Plains  the 
fiercest  Ijnttle  since  the  world  stood — 300,000  deaii  left  on  the  field  !  On  and  on, 
until  all  tlwse  who  couJd  not  oppose  him  with  arras  lay  prostrate  on  their  faces  in 
prayer,  and,  a  cloud  of  dust  seen  in  the  distance,  a  bishop  cried:  "  It  is  the  aid 
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of  God  !"  and  all  the  people  took  up  Uie  cr\-;  "  It  is  the  aid  of  God  !"  As  the 
cloud  of  dust  was  blown  aside  the  banners  of  re-enforcing  armies  marched  in  to 
help  against  Attila,  the  Scourge  of  God.  The  most  nnim]xirtant  occurrences  he 
use<l  as  a  supernatural  resource,  and,  after  three  mouths  of  failure  to  capture  the 
City  of  Aquileta,  and  his  army  had  given  up  the  siege,  the  flight  of  a  stork  and 
ber  young  from  the  tower  of  the  city  was  taken  by  Iiim  as  a  sign  that  he  was  to 
capture  the  cit>-.  and  his  anny,  inspired  by  the  same  occurrence,  resumed  the  siege, 
and  took  the  walls  at  a  point  from  which  the  stork  had  emerged.     So  brilliant  was 
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the  conqueror  in  allire  ihat  his  enemies  could  uot  look  at  him,  but  shaded  their 
eves  or  IuhmkI  iheir  heads. 

Slain  on  the  evening  of  his  marriage  I)y  his  bride,  lUiico,  who  was  hired  for 
the  as-'iassiimlioii,  his  followers  bewailed  him  not  with  tears,  but  with  blood, 
cutting  themselves  with  knives  and  lances.  He  was  put  into  three  coffins — the 
first  of  Iron.  :he  second  of  silver,  and  tlie  third  of  gold.     He  was  lmrie<i  by  night, 
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and  into  his  grave  were  poured  the  most  valuable  coin  and  precious  stones, 
aniourting  to  the  wealth  of  a  kingdom.  The  grave  diggers  and  all  those  who 
assisted  at  the  burial  were  massacred,  so  that  it  would  never  be  known  where  so 
much  wealth  was  entombed.  The  Roman  Empire  conquered  the  world,  but  Attila 
conquered  the  Roman  Empire.  He  was  right  in  calling  himself  a  scourge,  but 
instead  of  being  the  scourge  of  God  he  was  the  scourge  of  hell.  Because  of  his 
briUiance  and  bittenicss  the  commentators  were  right  in  belie\-ing  him  to  be  the 
star  Wormwood.     A^  the  regions  he  devastated  were  ports  most  opulent  with 
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fountains  and  streams  and  rivers,  you  «ee  how  graphic  is  this  reference  in  Revela- 
tion; "  There  fell  a  great  star  from  heaven,  buniin^t  as  it  were  a  lamp,  and  it  fell 
upon  the  third  jiart  of  the  rivers  and  upon  the  fountains  of  waters,  and  tlie  name 
of  the  star  is  called  Wormwood." 

Have  you  e\'er  thought  how  many  embittered  lives  there  are  all  about  us, 
misanthropic,  morbid,  acrid,  saturnine?  The  Kuropean  plant  from  which  worm- 
wood is  extracted,  attcmisia  abii>tlhium,  is  a  perennial  plant,  and  all  the  year 
round  it  is  ready  to  exude  its  oil.  And  in  many  human  lives  there  is  a  perennial 
distillation  of  acrid  experiences.  Yea.  there  are  some  whose  whole  work  is  to 
shed  a  balcfnl  influence  on  others.  There  are  Allilas  of  the  home,  or  AttUas  of 
the  social  cirde,  or  Attilas  of  the  Church,  or  Attilas  of  the  State,  and  one-third 
of  the  waters  of  all  the  world,  if  not  two-thirds  the  waters,  are  poisoned  by  the 
falling  ol  the  star  Wormwood.  It  is  not  complimentary  to  human  nature  that 
most  men,  as  soon  as  they  get  great  power,  become  overbearing.  The  more  ptiwer 
men  have  the  better,  if  their  power  be  used  for  good.  The  less  power  men  have 
the  better,  if  they  use  it  for  evil. 


DESTRUCTION  OF  GREAT  CITIES. 

Tyre — the  atmosphere  of  the  desert,  fragrant  with  spices,  coming  in  caravans 
to  her  fairs;  all  seas  cleft  into  foam  by  the  keels  of  her  laden  inerchantnivn;  her 
niarkeLs  rich  with  horses  and  camels  from  Togarniah;  her  bazaars  filled  with 
upholster}-  from  Dedan,  with  emerald  and  coral  and  agate  from  Syria,  with  wines 
from  Helbon,  with  embroidered  work  from  Ashur  and  Chilmatl.  Where  now  the 
gleam  of  her  towers,  where  the  roar  of  her  chariots,  where  the  m,Tsts  of  her  ships? 
Let  the  fishermen  who  dry  their  nets  where  once  .she  stood,  let  the  sea  that 
mshcs  upon  the  barrenness  where  once  slie  challenged  the  admiration  of  all 
nations,  let  the  liarl>arians  who  set  their  rude  tents  where  once  her  palaces 
glittered,  answer  the  question.  She  was  a  star,  but  by  her  own  sin  turned  to 
wormwood  and  has  fallen. 

Hundred-gated  Thebes — for  all  time  to  l)C  the  study  of  the  antiquarian  and 
hienjglyphist;  her  .stui>endous  ruins  spread  over  twenty-seven  miles;  her  sculp- 
tures presenting  in  figures  of  warrior  and  chariot  the  victories  with  which  the  now 
forgotten  kings  of  Kgypt  shonk  the  nations;  her  obelisks  aiid  cohninis;  Caniac 
and  Luxor,  the  stnpcndous  temples  of  her  pride  I  Who  can  imagine  the  greatness 
of  Thebes  in  those  days  when  the  hippodrome  rang  with  her  sports,  and  foreign 
ro>'alty  bmved  at  her  shrines,  and  her  avenues  nwred  with  the  wheels  of  proces- 
sions in  the  wake  of  returning  conquerors?  Wliat  dashed  downi  the  vision  of 
chariots  and  temples  and  thrones?  What  hands  pulled  upon  the  columns  of  her 
glor>'  ?  What  nithlessncss  defaced  hersculptunxl  wall,  and  broke  obelisks,  and  left 
her  indescribable  temples  great  skeletons  of  granite?    What  spirit  of  destruction 
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tears  of  all  ages?  I^t  the  mum- 
mies break  their  loug  silence  and 
come  up  to  shiver  in  the  desolation, 
and  iHnnt  tn  faJlen  gates  and  shat- 
tered statues  and  defaced  sculpture, 
responding:  *'  Thclics  built  not  one 
temple  lo  Otxl.  Thulies  haied  right- 
eousnefw  and  loved  sin.  Thebes 
was  a  star,  but  she  turned  to  worm- 
wood and  has  fallen, " 
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WHY  BABYLON   FELL. 

Babylon,  with  her  250  towers 
and  her  brazen  gates  and  her  em- 
baltled  walls,  the  splendor  of  the 
earth  gathered  within  her  palaces, 
her  hanging  gardens  built  by  Neb- 
uchadnezzar to  please  his  bride, 
Ani\*tis,  who  had  Ijeen  brought  up 
in  a  mountainous  comitr\-  and  could 
not  endure  the  flat  country  round 
Habyloii  —  these  hanging  gardens 
built,  terrace  above  terrace,  lilt  at 
the  height  of  400  feet  there  were 
woo<ls  waving  and  fountains  play- 
ing, the  venhire,  the  foliage,  the 
glorj-  looking  as  if  a  mountain  were 
on  the  wing.  On  the  tiptop  a  king 
walking  with  his  queen,  among 
statues  snowy  white,  looking  up  at 
birds  brought  from  distant  lands, 
and  drinking  out  of  tankards  of  solid 
gold  or  looking  off"  over  ri\'ers  and 
lakes  upon  nations  snixlued  and 
tributarj-,  cr>-ing:  "Is  not  this  great 
Babylon  which  I  have  built  ?  " 

What  liattering  ram  smote  the 
walls?  What  plowshare  upturned 
the  gardens  ?  What  army  shattered 
the    brazen    gates?      What    long. 
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fierce  blast  of  storm  put  out  this  light  which  illumined  the  world?  What 
crash  of  discord  drove  down  the  music  that  poured  from  |tatace  window  and 
garden  grove  and  called  the  banqueters  to  their  rc\'el  and  the  dancers  to  their 
feet  ?  I  walk  upon  the  scene  of  desolation  to  find  an  answer  and  pick  up 
pieces  of  bitumen  and  brick  and  broken  potter,-,  Ihc  remains  of  Babylon,  and 
as  in  the  silence  of  the  night  I  hear  the  surging  of  that  billow  of  desolation 
which  rolls  over  the  scene,  I  hear  the  wild  waves  saying:  "  Babylon  was  proud. 
Babylon  was  impure.  Babylon  was  a  star,  but  by  sin  site  turned  to  wormwood 
and  has  fallen. ' ' 

From  the  persecutions  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  and  the  Huguenots  in  other 
lands,  God  set  ujKjn  these  shores  a  nation.  The  council  fires  of  the  aborigines 
went  out  in  the  greater  light  of  a  free  government.  The  sound  of  the  war-whoop 
was  exchanged  for  the  thousand  wheels  of  enterprise  and  progress.  The  mild 
winters,  tlie  fruitful  summers,  the  healthful  skies  charmed  from  other  lands  a  race 
of  hardy  men  who  loped  God  and  wanted  to  be  free.  Before  the  woodman's  axe 
foresLs  fell  and  rose  again  into  ships'  masts  and  churches'  pillars.  Cities  on  the 
bonks  of  lakes  begin  to  rival  cities  by  the  sea.  The  land  fpiakes  with  the  nisli  of 
the  rail  car  and  the  waters  are  churned  white  with  the  steamer's  wheel.  Fabidnus 
bushels  of  Western  wheat  meet  on  the  way  fabulous  tons  of  Eastern  coal.  Furs 
from  the  North  pass  on  the  rivers  fruits  from  the  Soutli.  And  trading  in  the  same 
market  is  Maine  lumberman  and  Soutli  Carolina  rice  merchant  and  Ohio  fanner 
and  Alaska  fur  dealer.  And  churches  and  schools  and  asylums  scatter  light  and 
love,  and  mercy,  and  salvation  upon  60.000.000  of  people. 


WHERE  THE  NATION'S  SAFETY  LIES. 

I  pray  that  our  nation  may  not  copy  the  crimes  of  the  nations  that  ha\'e 
perished,  and  our  cup  of  bleiiising  turn  to  wormwood  and  like  them  we  go  down. 
I  am  by  naliirc  and  by  grace  an  optiniLst,  and  I  expect  that  this  conntr>'  will  con- 
tinue to  advance  until  Christ  shall  come  again.  But  be  not  deceived  !  Our  only 
fety  is  in  righteousness  toward  God  and  justice  toward  man.     If  we  forget  the 

fgoodness  of  the  Lord  to  this  land;  if  the  political  corruption  which  has  poisoned 
the  fountains  of  public  virtue  and  bcslimcd  the  high  places  of  authority,  making 

^free  government  at  limes  a  hissing  and  a  l>>--word  in  all  the  earth;  if  the  drunken- 
less  and  licentiousness  that  stagger  and  blaspheme  in  the  streets  of  our  great  cities 
IS  though  they  were  reaching  after  the  fame  of  a  Corinth  and  a  Sodom  are  not 
Ued  of,  wc  will  yet  see  the  smoke  of  our  nation's  ruin;  the  pillars  of  our 
mtional  and  State  capitols  will  fall  more  disastrously  than  when  Samson  pulled 
down  Dagon;  and  future  historians  will  record  upon  the  page  bedewed  with  gen- 
erous tears  the  stor>-  that  the  free  nation  of  the  West  arose  in  splendor  which  made 
Ihc  world  stare.    It  had  magniticcut  i>ossiliiIitics.    It  forgot  God.    It  halwi  jn>.tice. 


S^alous-it* 


A  DIABOLICAL  SIN  THAT  SETS  ONE-HALF  THE  WORLD 
AGAINST  THE  OTHER. 

'HKRn  is  an  old  sin,  haggard,  furious,  monstrous  and  diaboli- 
cal, that  has  for  ages  walked  and  crawled  the  earth.  It 
combines  all  that  is  ubnuxious  in  tlie  rnccs.  human,  quadru- 
pedal, ornithological,  reptilian  and  iusectile,  horned,  tusked, 
hoofed,  Hanged,  stlnged;  the  eye  of  a  basilisk,  the  tooth  of 
an  adder,  Uic  jaws  of  a  crocodile,  the  crushing  folds  of  an 
anaconda,  the  slyness  of  a  scorpion,  the  tongue  of  a  cobra, 
and  the  coil  of  the  worm  that  never  dies.  It  is  ia  every  community,  in  e\-ery 
church,  in  cver>*  legislative  hall,  in  every  monetary-  institution,  in  e\*cr\-  drawing- 
room  levee,  in  ever>-  literar\-  and  professional  circle.  It  whlsiiers.  it  hisses,  it  lies, 
it  debauches,  it  blas[>hemes,  it  danms. 

It  is  grief  at  the  superiority  of  others;  their  superiority  in  talent,  or  wealth, 
or  beauty,  or  elegance,  or  virtue,  or  social,  or  professional,  or  political  recognition. 
It  is  the  shadow  of  other  people's  success.  It  is  the  shiver  in  our  pocket -Ixiok 
because  it  is  not  so  fat  as  some  one  else's  pocket-book.  It  is  the  t\vingc  in  our 
tongue  becfinse  it  is  not  so  floqEiait  as  some  one  else's  tongue.  It  is  l!ie  flutter  in 
our  rol)es  lK.-cause  they  are  not  .so  lustrous  as  sonie  one  else'.s  robes.  It  is  the  earth- 
quake under  our  hou.se  because  it  is  not  so  many  feet  front  deep  as  our  neighbor's 
house.  It  is  the  thunder  of  other  people's  popularity  souring  tlie  milk  of  our 
kindness.  It  is  the  father  and  mollier  of  one-half  of  the  discontent  and  outrages, 
and  detractions,  and  bankruptcies,  and  crimes,  and  woes  of  the  human  race. 

THE  FIRST  CASE  OF  JEALOUSY. 

It  was  antediluvian  as  much  as  it  is  postdiluvian.  It  i)ut  a  rough  stick  in  the 
hands  of  the  first  boy  that  was  e\'er  bom,  and  said  to  him;  "Now,  Caiu,  when 
Abel  is  looking  tlie  other  way,  crush  in  his  skull;  for  his  sacri&ce  has  been 
accepted  and  yours  rejected."  And  Cain  picked  up  tlie  stick  as  though  just  to 
walk  with  it,  and  while  Abel  was  watching  some  birds  in  the  tree-top,  or  gazing 
at  some  water-fall,  down  came  the  blow  of  the  Arst  assassination,  which  has  had  its 
echo  in  all  the  fratricides,  matricides,  uxoricides,  homicides,  infimticides  and  regi- 
cides of  all  ages  and  all  nations.  This  passion  of  jealousy  .so  disturbed  Caligula  at 
the  prominence  of  some  of  the  men  of  his  time,  that  he  cut  a  much-admired  curl 
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from  the  brow  of  Cindn- 
natuti,  and  took  the  embroi- 
dered collar  from  the  neck 
of  Torquatus,  and  had  Pto- 
Icmseus  killed  because  of 
his  purple  robe,  which 
attracted  too  much  atten- 
tion. After  Columbus  had 
placed  America  as  a  gem 
in  the  Spanish  crown,  jeal- 
ousy set  on  the  Spanish 
courtiers  to  depreciate  his 
achievement,  and  aroused 
animosities  till  the  great 
discoverer  had  his  heart 
broken.  Urged  on  by  this 
bad  pas^on,  Dionysius 
flayed  Plato  because  he  was 
wiser  than  himMrlf,  and 
Pliiloxenus  because  his 
music  was  too  popular. 
Jealotisy  made  Korah  lie 
about  Moses  and  Succotb 
depreciate  Gideon. 

Jealousy  made  the 
trouble  between  Jacob  and 
Esati.  That  hurled  Joseph 
into  the  pit.  That  stnicic 
the  twenty-three  fatal 
wounds  into  Julius  Ceesar. 
That  banished  Aristidcs. 
That  fired  Antony  against 
Cicero,  Tiberiits  exiled  an 
architect  becau.se  of  the 
fomc  he  got  for  a  beautiful 
jKirch,  and  slew  a  poet 
for  his  fine  tragedy.' 
That  set  Saul  in  a  rage 
afcainst  David.  How 
graptiically  the  Bible 
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puts  it  wheti  it  says:  "Saul  eyed 
David."  It  seems  to  take  posses- 
sion of  botli  eyes  and  makes  them 
flash  and  buni  like  two  port-holes 
ofln.-U.  "Saul  eyed  David."  That 
is,  he  looked  nt  liiiii  as  much  as  to 
say:  "You  little  ujistart,  how  dare 
you  attempt  anything  great.  I  will 
grind  yim  under  mv  lieel.  I  will 
exterminate  you.  I  will,  you  miser- 
able homunculus.  Crouch,  crawl, 
slink  into  Ihnl  rat-hole.  I  will 
trach  those  wumcn  to  sinj;  some 
other  song,  instead  of  "Saul  has 
slain  his  thotisands,  but  David  his 
.tens  of  thou.saiids."  When  Voltaire 
heard  thai  Frederick  the  Great  was 
forgetting  him  and  putting  his 
literary  admiration  on  Itacaulard 
d'Aniaud,  the  old  infidel  leaped 
out  of  his  bed  and  danced  the  floor 
in  a  maniacal  rage,  and  ordered 
his  swiftest  horses  hooked  up  to 
carr\'  him  to  the  Prn-wian  palace. 

That  despicable  pa.ssiou  of 
jealousy  led  Napoleon  I,  to  leave 
in  his  will  a  bequest  of  5000  francs 
to  the  ruffian  ^vho  shot  at  \\'elliog- 
ton  when  tlie  \iclor  of  Watcrhx)  was 
passing  through  Paris.  That  .sta- 
tioned the  grouty  elder  brother  at 
the  back  door  of  the  homestead 
when  the  prodigal  son  returned, 
and  threw  a  cliill  on  the  family 
reunion  while  that  elder  brother 
complained,  saying;  "Who  ever 
heard  of  givuig  roa.sl  veal  to  such 
a  profligate?"  Ay.  that  passion 
ro»e  up  and  under  the  darkest 
cloud  that  ever  shadowed  the  earth. 
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the  demolition  of  the  universe  would  crj":  "Satisfied  at  last,  here  I  am,  done,  the 
undisputed  and  everlasting  I,  me.  mine,  myself!"  That  passion  keeps  all  Hurope 
perturbed.  Nations  jealous  of  Germany,  of  Rngland,  of  Russia,  aud  those  jealous 
of  each  other,  and  all  of  tht*m  jealous  of  America. 

Go  into  all  occupations  and  professions,  and  if  you  want  to  know  how  much 
jealousy  is  j'cl  to  be  extirpated,  ask  master  builders  what  they  ihink  of  each 
olUers'  houses,  and  merchants  what  their  opinion  is  of  merchants  in  the  same  Hue 
of  business  in  the  same  street,  aud  ask  doctors  what  they  think  of  doctors,  and 
lawyers  what  they  think  of  lawj'ers,  and  ministers  what  they  think  of  ministers, 
aud  artists  what  they  think  of  artists.  As  Iouk  as  men  and  women  in  any  depart- 
ment keep  down  and  ha\'e  a  hard  struggle  tliey  will  be  faintly  praised  aad  the 
remark  will  be:  ' '  Oh,  yes:  he  is  a  good,  clever  sort  of  a  fellow, "  "  She  is  rather, 
yes.  somewhat,  quite^well,  I  may  say,  tolerably  nice  kind  of  a  woman."  But 
let  him  or  her  get  a  little  too  high  and  oflF  goes  the  aspiring  head  by  social  or  com- 
mercial decapitition. 

Remember  that  env>'  dwells  more  on  small  defects  of  character  than  on  great 
forces;  makes  more  of  the  fact  that  Doraitian  amused  himself  by  transfixing  flies 
with  his  penknife  than  of  his  great  conquests;  more  of  the  fact  that  ITandd  was  a 
glutton  than  that  he  created  imperishable  oratorios:  more  of  Coleridge's  opium 
habit  than  of  his  writing  " Christabel  "  and  "The  Ancient  Mariner;'*  more  of  the 
fact  that  Addison  drank  too  much  than  of  the  fact  that  he  was  the  editor  of  the 
"  Spectator;"  jealousy  that  derided  and  abused  Copernicus  even  to  his  death-bed; 
more  of  a  man's  peccadilloes  than  of  his  mighty  energies;  more  of  his  defeats  than 
of  his  victories. 


JEAIOUSV  AMONG  DOCTORS. 

Look  at  the  sacred  and  heaven- descended  scieucc  of  healing,  and  then  see  Dr. 
Mackenzie,  the  English  surgeon,  who  prolonged  the  life  of  the  Crown  Prince  of 
Germany  until  he  became  Emperor.  Yet  so  great  were  the  medical  jealousies  that 
for  a  time  Br.  Mackenzie  dared  not  walk  the  streets  of  Berlin.  He  was  under 
military  guard.  The  medical  stu^lents  of  Gennany  could  hardly  keep  their  hands 
from  him.  The  old  doctors  of  Germany  were  writhing  with  indignation.  The 
fact  is  that  in  prolonging  Frederick's  life  for  several  mouths  Dr.  Mackenzie  saved 
the  peace  of  Hunjpe.  There  was  not  an  intelligent  man  on  either  side  of  the 
ocwin  that  did  not  fear  for  the  result  if  the  throne  passed  immediately  from  wise 
and  good  old  Emperor  William  to  his  inexperienced  grandson.  But  when,  under 
the  medical  treatment  of  Dr.  Mackenzie,  the  Cro\\^l  Prince  Frederick  took  the 
throne,  a  wave  of  salisfoctJou  and  confidence  rolled  over  Christendom.  But  what 
shall  the  world  do  with  the  doctor  who  prolonged  his  life?  "Oh."  cried  out  the 
medical  jealousies  of  Europe,  "destroy  him;  of  course,  destroy  him." 
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WHiat  a  brutal  scene  of  jealousy  we  liad  in  this  counlrj-  when  President 
Garfield  lay  dying.  There  were  faithful  physiciaus  that  sacrificed  their  other 
practice  and  sacrificed  their  health  for  all  time  in  fidelity  to  that  dcatli-bed. 
Doctors  Bliss  and  Hamilton  and  Agnew  went  through  anxieties  and  toils  and 
^tifcucs  such  as  none  but  God  could  appreciate.  Nothing  pleased  many  of  the 
medical  profession.  The  doctors  in  charge  did  notliiiig  right.  We  who  did  not 
see  the  case  knew  better  than  those  who  agonizetl  over  it  in  the  sick-room  for 
many  weeks.  I,  who  never  had  anything  worse  than  a  run-roiuid  on  my  thumb, 
which  seemed  to  me  at  the  time  was  worthy  all  the  attention  of  the  entire  medical 
fraternity,  had  my  own  ideas  as  to  how  the  President  ought  to  be  treated.  And 
in  proportion  as  physicians  and  laymen  were  ignorant  of  the  case,  they  were  sure 
the  treatment  practicetl  was  a  mistake.  And  when  iu  post-mortem  the  bullet 
dropijed  out  of  a  difTerenl  part  of  the  lx>dy  fn>m  that  in  which  it  was  supposed  to 
have  been  lodged,  about  aoo.ooo  peopled  shouted ;  "I  told  you  so  !"  "  There  !  I 
kue\v  it  all  the  time."  There  are  some  doctors  who  would  rather  have  the  patient 
die  under  the  treatment  of  their  own  schools  than  bave  them  get  well  under  some 
other  pathy. 

Yea.  look  at  the  clerical  profession.  I  am  sorr>*  to  say  that  in  matters  of 
jealousy  it  is  no  better  than  other  professions.  There  arc  now  in  all  denomina- 
tions a  great  many  young  clergymen  who  have  a  facidty  for  superior  usefulness. 
But  tliey  are  kept  down  and  kept  back  and  crippled  by  older  ministers  who  look 
askance  at  these  rising  evangelists.  They  are  siutbbed.  The>'  arc  jostled.  They 
are  patronizingly  advised.  It  is  suggested  to  them  that  tlie>'  had  better  know  their 
place.  If  here  and  there  one  with  more  ner^'e  and  brain,  and  coiLsecration.  and 
divine  force  go  past  the  seniors  who  want  to  keep  the  chief  places,  the  young  are 
advised  in  the  words  of  Scripture:  "  Tarry  at  Jericho  till  their  beards  are  grown. "^ 
The>-  are  charged  with  sensationalism.  They  are  compared  to  rockets  that  go  up 
in  a  blaze  aud  cxime  down  .sticks,  and  the  brei.'ity  of  their  career  is  jubilantly 
prophesied.  If  it  be  a  denomination  with  bishops,  a  bishop  is  implore<l  to  sit 
down  heavily  on  the  man  who  will  not  l>e  moulded;  or  if  a  denomination  without 
bishops,  some  of  the  older  men  with  nothing  more  than  their  ov^x  natural 
^faeaviness  and  theological  avoirdupois  arc  advised  to  fiatten  out  tlie  innovator.  la 
^conferences  and  presbyterie^i.  and  associations  and  conventions  there  is  often  seen 
ic  most  damnable  jealonsy.  Such  ecclesiastical  tyrants  would  not  admit  that 
jeolousy  had  any  possession  of  them,  and  they  take  on  a  heavenly  air.  and  talk 
fiwcet  oil  and  sugar  plums,  and  liahn  of  a  thousand  flowers,  and  roll  up  their 
eyes  with  an  air  of  unctuous  sanctity  when  they  simply  mean  the  destruction  of 
[those  o\'er  whom  they  pray  and  snuffle.  There  are  cases  where  ministers  of 
religion  are  derelict  and  crimiual,  aud  thcj'  must  be  put  out. 
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the  nether  world  most  enjoy  it.  Albert  Hames,  than  whom  no  raati  has  accx>m- 
plished  more  good  in  the  last  tlinusatid  years,  was  decreed  to  sit  sileut  for  a  year 
in  the  pew  of  his  own  church  while  some  one  else  occupied  his  pulpit,  tlie  pre- 
tended offence  iK'ing  that  he  did  not  believx  in  a  hraitcd  atonement,  but  the  real 
offence  the  fact  that  all  the  men  who  tried  him  put  together  wonld  not  equal  one 
Albert  Rarnes. 

Yes;  amid  all  professions  and  business,  and  occupaticms,  and  trades,  and 
amid  all  circles  needs  to  be  beard  what  Gotl  says  in  regard  to  envy  and  jealousy, 
which,  tlumgh  not  exactly  the  same,  are  twins:  "  Envy  is  the  rottenness  of  tlie 
bone:"  "Where  en\y  and  strife  is,  there  is  confusion  and  every  evil  work;" 
"Jealousj*  is  the  rage  of  man."  That  which  has  downed  kings  and  emperors, 
and  apostles,  and  reformers,  and  ministers  of  religion,  nnd  thousands  of  g'xwl  men 
and  women,  is  too  mighty  for  you  to  contend  against  unaided.  The  e\*il  has  so 
many  roots  of  such  infinite  convolution  that  nothing  but  the  energ>' of  omnipo- 
tence can  pnll  it  out. 

Away  with  the  accursed,  stenchful,  blackening,  damning  crime  of  jealousy.' 
Allow  it  to  stay  and  it  will  eat  up  and  carry  off  all  the  religion  you  can  pack  into 
your  soul  for  the  next  half-century.  It  will  do  you  more  hann  than  it  does  any 
one  it  leads  you  to  assail.  It  will  delude  you  with  the  idea  that  you  can  build 
yourself  up  by  pulliug  somebody  else  doiA*n.  You  will  make  more  out  of  the 
success  of  others  than  out  of  tlieir  misfortunes.  Speak  well  of  everybody.  Stab 
no  man  in  the  back.  Re  a  honey-bee  rallier  than  a  spider;  1»e  a  dove  rather  than 
a  buzzard. 

Surely  this  world  is  large  enough  for  you  and  all  your  rivals.  God  has  given 
you  a  work  to  do.  Co  ahead  and  do  it.  Mind  you  own  business.  In  all  circles, 
in  all  businesses,  in  all  professions  there  is  room  for  straightforward  successes. 
I  Jealousy  entertained  will  not  only  bcdwarf  your  soul,  but  it  will  flatten  your  skull, 
bcmean  your  eye,  put  pinchcdni'ss  of  look  aljont  your  nostril,  give  a  Itad  curl  to 
the  lip,  and  expel  from  your  face  the  divine  image  in  which  you  were  created. 
Wlien  you  hear  a  m.in  or  woman  abusetl,  drive  in  on  the  defendant's  side.  Watch 
for  excellences  in  others  rather  than  for  defects,  monnng-glories  instead  of 
nigbt-shadc.  If  some  one  i&  more  beautiful  than  you,  thauk  God  that  you 
have  not  s*>  many  perils  of  vanity  to  contend  with.  If  some  one  has  more 
wealth  tliaii  you,  thank  God  that  you  have  not  so  great  stewardship  to 
answer  for.  If  some  one  is  higher  up  in  social  position,  tliank  God  that 
those  who  are  down  need  not  fear  a  fall.  If  some  one  gets  higher  office  in 
Church  or  State  than  you.  thank  God  there  arc  not  so  many  to  wish  for  the 
hastening  on  of  your  obsequies. 

The  Duke  of  Dantzig.  in  luxurious  apartment'^,  was  visited  by  a  plain 
frieud,  and  to  keep  his  friend  from  jealousy  the  Duke  said:  "You  can  have 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


*33 


May  God  put  congrntiilatioiis  for  others  into  our  right  hand  and  cheers  oil  our  lips 
for  those  who  do  brave  and  useful  things.  Life  is  short  at  the  longest;  let  it  all 
be  filled  up  with  helpfulness  for  others,  work  and  sympathy  for  each  other's 
misfortunes,  and  our  arras  be  full  of  wliite  mantles  to  cover  up  lliv  mistakes  and 
failures  of  others.  If  an  c^^l  report  about  some  one  come  to  us,  let  us  put  on  the 
most  favorable  cfjnstruction,  as  the  Rhone  enters  Lake  Leraan  foul  and  conies  out 
cr\'staHine.  Do  not  build  so  much  on  the  transitory  differences  of  this  world,  for 
soon  it  will  make  no  difference  to  ns  whetlier  we  had  ten  million  dollars  or  ten 
cents,  and  the  ashes  into  which  the  tongtie  of  Demosthenes  dissolved  are  just  like 
the  ashes  into  which  the  tongue  of  the  veriest  stauimerer  went. 

If  you  arc  assailed  by  jealousy,  make  no  answer.  Take  it  a.s  a  compliment, 
for  people  are  never  jealous  of  a  failure.  Until  your  work  is  done,  your  are  in^Til- 
neraUe.  Remember  how  our  Loril  behaved  under  such  exasperations.  Did  they 
not  trj*  to  catch  Him  in  His  word  ?  Did  they  not  call  Him  the  victim  of  intoxi- 
cants? Did  they  not  misinterpret  Him  from  the  winter  of  the  year  i  to  the  spring 
of  the  year  33 — that  is,  from  His  first  infaatilecrj-  to  the  last  groan  of  His  assassi- 
nation ?  Yet  He  answered  not  a  word.  Hut  so  far  from  demolishing  either  His 
mission  or  His  good  name,  after  near  nineteen  centuries  He  outranks  ever>thing 
under  the  skies,  and  is  second  to  none  above  them,  and  the  archangel  makes  salaam 
at  His  footstool.  Christ's  bloody  antagonists  thought  that  the>-  had  finished  Him 
when  they  wrote  over  the  cross  His  accusation  in  three  languages — Hebrew,  Greek 
and  Latin — not  realizing  tliat  they  were  by  that  act  introducing  Him  to  all  nations, 
since  Hebre^v  is  the  holiest  language,  and  Greek  the  wisest  of  tongues,  and  Latin 
the  widest  spoken. 

You  are  not  the  first  man  who  had  his  faults  looked  at  through  a  microscope 
and  his  virtues  through  the  wrong  end  of  a  telescope.  Pharaoh  had  the  chief 
butler  and  baker  endungeoned,  and  tradition  says  tliat  all  the  butler  had  done  was 
to  allow  a  fly  in  the  king's  cup,  and  all  the  baker  had  done  was  to  leave  a  gravel 
in  the  king's  bread.  The  world  has  the  habit  of  making  a  great  ado  abmit  wliat 
you  do  wrong  and  forgetting  to  say  anything  alxmt  what  you  do  right,  but  the 
same  God  will  take  care  of  you  who  prm'ided  for  Merlin,  the  Christian  niartjT, 
when  hidden  from  his  pui^nicrs  in  a  hay -mow  in  Paris,  a  hen  came  and  laid  an 
egg  close  by  him  every  moniing,  thus  keeping  him  from  star\*ntion.  Blessed  are 
they  that  are  persecuted,  although  persecution  is  a  severe  cataplasm.  Ointment 
may  smart  the  wound  before  healing  it.  %Tiat  a  soft  pillow  to  die  on  if  when  we 
leave  the  world  we  can  feel  tliat,  tliough  a  thousand  jh-oi'Ic  may  have  wronged  tis, 
we  have  wronged  no  one;  or  having  made  envious  and  ji-alons  attack  on  others, 
we  have  repented  of  the  sin  and  as  far  as  possible  made  reparation. 
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ITS  VALUE  COMPARED  WITH  WORLDLY  POSSESSIONS. 


HAVK  to  say  tliat  Uie  world  is  a  very  grand  property.  lis 
flnwers  are  God's  thoiigtits  in  bloom.  Its  rctfks  are  Gotl's 
fliouglits  ill  stotie.  Its  dewdrtijw  ;irc  God's  thoughts  iu  pearl. 
This  world  is  God's  child — a  wayward  child,  indeed;  it  has 
wandered  off  through  the  heavens.  But  neariy  2000  years 
ago,  one  Christma-s  nighl,  God  sent  out  a  sister  world  to  call 
that  wanderer  back,  and  it  hung  over  Bethlehcin  only  long 
enough  to  get  the  promise  of  the  wanderer's  return;  and  now 
that  lost  world,  with  soft  fet-t  of  light,  comes  tn.-ading  back  through  tlie  heavens. 
The  bills,  how  lieautiful  they  billow  up  the  cilge  of  Ihc  wave  white  with  tlie  foam 
of  crocuses  !  How  beautiful  the  rainbow,  the  arrhed  bridge  on  which  heaven  aiid 
rth  come  and  talk  to  vach  other  iu  tears,  after  the  storm  is  over  !  How  nimble 
le  feet  of  the  lamp-lighters  that  in  a  few  minutes  set  all  the  dome  of  the  night 
ablaze  with  brackets  of  fire  I  How  bright  the  oar  of  tlie  sjifTron  cloud  that  rows 
across  the  deep  .sea  of  heaven  !  How  beautiful  the  spring,  with  hridal  blossoms 
in  her  hair  !  I  wonder  who  it  is  that  beats  time  on  a  June  moniing  for  the  bird 
orchestra.  How  gently  the  harelx-U  tolls  iLs  fragrance  on  the  air  !  Tliere  may  be 
grander  worlds,  swartbii-r  worlds,  larger  worlds  than  this;  but  I  tliink  that  this  is 
a  mo-st  exquisite  world — a  mignonette  on  the  bosom  of  immensity  ! 

"Oh."yousay,  "take  my  soul!  gi\-e  me  that  world!  I  am  willing  to  take 
it  in  exchauge.  I  am  ready  now  for  the  bargain.  It  is  so  beautiful  a  world,  so 
sweet  a  world,  so  grand  a  world  !" 

Geologists  tell  us  that  it  is  already  on  fire  ;  that  the  heart  of  the  world  is  one 
great  living  coal;  that  it  is  just  like  a  ship  on  fire  at  sea,  tliL-  flames  not  bursting 
out  because  the  hatches  are  kept  down.  And  yet  you  propose  tu  palm  oil  on  me, 
in  return  for  my  soul,  a  world  for  which,  in  the  first  place,  you  give  no  title,  and, 
in  the  second  place,  for  which  you  can  give  no  insurance.  "Oh."  you  say,  "the 
water  of  the  oceans  wilt  wash  over  all  the  laud  and  put  out  the  fire."  Oh,  no. 
There  are  infiamniable  elements  in  the  water,  hydrogen  and  oxygeu.  Call  off  the 
hydrogen  and  the  Atlantic  and  the  Pacific  Oceans  would  blaze  like  heaps  of  shav- 
ings. You  want  me  to  take  this  world,  for  which  you  cau  give  no  possible 
insurance. 

(334) 
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Astronomers  have  swept  their  telescopes  through  the  sky,  and  have  found  out 
that  there  have  been  thirteen  worlds,  in  the  last  two  centuries,  that  have  disap- 
I»earcd.  At  first  they  looked  just  like  other  worlds.  Then  thej'  got  deeply  red 
—they  were  on  fire.  Then  they  got  ashcii,  showing  they  were  burned  down. 
Then  they  disappeared,  shuwuig  that  even  the  a:ihcs  weru  scattered.  And  if 
tlie  geologist  be  right  in  his  prophecj',  then  our  world  is  to  go  on  in  the  aanie  way. 
And  yet  you  want  me  to  exchange  my  soul  for  it.  Ah,  no  ;  it  is  a  world  that  is 
bunting  now.  Suppose  yon  brought  an  insurance  agent  to  look  at  your  property 
for  the  purpose  of  giving  you  a  policy  upon  it,  and  while  he  stood  iu  front  of  the 
hmise  he  shoiiUl  .say  :  "  That  hcmsc  is  on  fire  mnv  In  the  l>iiseme:it,*'  yon  ctiuld 
not  get  any  insurance  upon  it.  Vet  you  talk  about  this  world  as  though  it  were  a 
safe  investment,  a.s  though  you  could  get  some  insurance  upon  it.  when  down  in 
tlie  basement  it  is  on  fire. 

I  may  also  add,  tliat  this  world  is  a  properly  with  which  ever>'body  who  has 
taken  it  as  a  possession  Itas  had  trouble.  Now,  I  know  a  large  reach  of  land  that 
is  not  built  on.  I  ask  what  is  the  matter,  and  they  reply  that  cverj-lxxiy  who  has 
had  anything  to  do  with  that  |>roperty  got  into  trouble  alK>ut  it.  It  is  just  .so  with 
this  world  ;  e\'er>-body  that  has  had  anything  to  do  with  it,  as  a  possession,  has 
been  in  pcrplexit>".  How  was  it  with  Lord  B>Ton  ?  Did  he  not  sell  his  immortal 
soul  for  thf  purjHjsc  of  getting  llie  world  ?  Was  he  satisfied  with  the  possession  ? 
Alas!  alas!  the  poem  graphinUy  describes  his  case  when  it  says : 

Dranlc  everj"  cup  of  joy. 

Mnrd  every  tnimp  of  latuc ; 

UtbqIc  early,  deeply  drank. 

Drank  drau^^Iita  wtiu-h  coninton  millions  mij^ht  liAve  quenched, 

Tbeo  lUed  of  tbirst  because  tliere  -was  no  more  to  driiik. 


MOW  TO    MEASURE  A  MAN'S  PROPERTY. 

Oh,  yes,  he  had  trouble  with  it;  and  so  did  Napoleon.  After  conquering 
nations  by  the  force  of  his  sword,  he  lies  down  to  die,  his  entire  possession  the 
niilitar>'  boots  that  he  insisted  on  having  upon  his  feet  while  he  was  dying.  Or 
the  even  greater  sorrow  perhaps,  of  having  to  retreat  from  Moscow,  bis  army 
defeated,  liis  hopes  shattered,  and  his  pride  of  achievement  humbled.  So  it  has 
been  with  men  who  had  better  ambition.  Tlmckeray,  one  of  the  most  genial  and 
lovable  souls,  after  he  had  won  the  applause  of  all  inlclligent  lands  through  his 
wonderful  genius,  sits  down  in  a  restaurant  in  Paris,  looks  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room  and  wonders  whtwe  that  forlorn  and  wretched  face  is;  rising  up  after  a  while, 
he  finds  that  it  is  Thackeray  in  the  mirror.  Oh,  yes,  this  world  is  a  cheat.  Talk- 
ing about  a  man  gaining  the  world!  Who  ever  gained  half  nf  the  world?  Wlio 
ever  owned  a  hemisphere?    W*ho  ever  gained  a  continent?    Who  ever  owned 
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Asia?  UTio ever  gained  a  cit>- ?  Talk  about  gaining  the  world!  No  man  ever 
gaiued  it,  or  tlit:  Iiuudrcd-tliuusandtli  part  of  it.  You  are  demanding  that  I  soil 
my  jx)ul,  ODl  for  liK-  world,  but  for  a  fragment  of  it.  Here  is  a  uiau  who  has  bad 
a  large  estate  for  forty  or  fifty  years.  He  lies  down  to  die.  You  suy,  ' '  That  man 
is  worth  millions  and  iniHiotis  of  dollars  V '  Is  he  ?  You  call  up  a  sur\'eyor,  witii 
his  compass  and  chains,  and  you  say,  '■  There  is  a  property  extending  three  miles 
in  one  direction,  and  Uiree  miles  in  another  direction," 
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Is  that  the  way  to  measure  that  man's  property  ?  No  !  'iHu  mi.  not  want  any 
surveyor,  with  his  compass  and  chains.  That  is  not  the  way  you  want  to  measure 
that  man's  property  now.  It  is  an  undertaker  that  you  need,  who  will  come  and 
put  his  finger  in  his  vest  pocket,  and  take  out  a  tape  line,  and  he  will  measure  five 
feci  nine  inches  one  way,  and  two  and  a  half  feet  the  other  way.  That  is  the 
man's  property.  Oh.  no;  I  forgot;  not  so  much  as  that,  for  lie  does  not  own  even 
the  place  in  whicti  he  lies  in  the  cemeter>'.     The  deed  to  that  belongs  to  the 
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executors  and  the  heirs.  OIi,  what  ii  proiwrly  ynii  proixist  to  jfivc  me  foriny  soul ! 
If  you  sell  a  bill  of  goods  you  go  into  the  counting  room  and  say  to  your  partner: 
* '  Do  you  think  tliat  man  is  good  for  this  bill  ?  Cau  he  give  proper  security  ?  Will 
lie  meet  this  payment  ?" 

Now,  when  you  are  offered  tliis  world  as  a  possession.  I  want  you  to  test  the 
matter.  I  do  not  want  you  lo  go  into  this  bargain  blindly.  I  want  yon  to  ask 
about  the  title,  about  the  insurance,  about  whether  meu  ha^e  ever  had  any  trouble 
with  it,  about  whether  you  can  kLH;p  it,  about  whether  you  cau  get  all,  or  the  ten- 
tbousandUi,  or  one  liundred-thousandth  part  of  it. 

Now  let  us  look  at  the  oUicr  properly — Llie  soul.  We  cannot  make  a  bargain 
witliout  seeing  the  comparative  value.  The  soul.  How  shall  I  estimate  the  value 
of  it?  Wtrll,  by  its  exquisite  organization.  It  is  llic  most  wonderful  piece  of 
mechani.sm  ever  put  together.  Machinery  is  of  value  in  proportion  as  it  islnighty 
and  silent  at  the  same  lime.  You  look  at  the  engine  and  the  machinery  in  the 
Philadelphia  Mint,  and,  as  you  see  it  perfonniiig  its  wonderfid  work,  you  will  be 
surprised  to  find  how  silently  it  goes.  Machinery  that  roars  and  tears  soon 
destroys  itself;  but  silent  machinery  is  often  most  effective.  Now,  so  it  is  with 
the  soul  of  man,  with  all  its  tremendous  faculties — it  moves  in  silence.  Judg- 
ment, without  any  racket,  lifting  its  scales;  memory,  without  any  noise,  bringing 
down  all  its  treasures;  conscience  taking  its  judgment-scat  without  any  excite- 
ment; the  understanding  and  the  will  all  doing  their  work.  VeUxHt^,-,  majesty, 
might;  but  silence — silence.  You  listen  at  ihe  door  of  5'our  heart.  You  can 
hear  no  sound.  The  soul  is  all  quiet.  It  is  so  delicate  an  instnniicnt  that  no 
human  hand  can  touch  it.  You  break  a  bone,  and  with  sphnters  and  bandages 
the  surgeon  sets  it;  the  eye  Itecomes  inflamed,  the  apothecary's  wash  cools  it;  but 
a  sold  off  the  track,  imbalance*!,  no  human  power  can  readjust  it.  With  one 
sweep  of  its  wing  it  circles  the  nntven*.  and  oven-aults  the  throne  of  God.  WTiy, 
in  the  hour  of  death  the  soul  is  so  mighty  it  throws  aside  the  body  as  though  it 
were  a  toy.  It  drives  back  medical  skill  as  impoleut.  It  breaks  through  the 
circle  of  loved  ones  who  stand  around  t!ie  dying  couch.  With  one  leap,  it 
springs  beyond  star  and  moon  and  sun,  and  chasms  of  immensity.  Oh,  it  is  a 
soul  superior  to  oil  material  things  !  No  fires  can  consume  it;  no  floods  can 
drown  it;  no  rocks  can  crush  it;  no  walls  can  impede  it;  no  time  can  exhaust  it. 
It  wants  no  bridge  on  which  to  cross  a  chasm.  It  wants  no  plummet  with 
which  to  sound  a  depth.  A  soul  so  mighty,  so  swifl,  so  silent,  must  it  not  be  a 
priceless  soul  ? 

THE  VAIUE  AND  MEASURE  OF  A  SOUL. 

I  calculate  the  value  of  a  soul.  also,  by  its  capacity  fnr  happiness.  How 
much  joy  it  cau  gel  in  this  world  out  of  friendsliii»s,  out  of  books,  out  of  clouds. 
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out  of  the  sea,  out  of  flowers,  oui  of 
ten  tlioiLsand  tilings;  and  yet  all  the 
joy  it  has  here  does  not  test  its  ca- 
pacity. You  are  in  a  concert  before 
the-  curtain  rises,  and  you  hear  the 
tiistnitncnts  preparing — tlw  sharp  snap 
of  the  broken  string,  tlie  scrapings  of 
the  bow  across  the  viol.  "There  is 
no  music  in  that,"  you  say.  It  is  only 
getting  ready  fur  the  music.  And  all 
the  enjoyment  of  the  soul  in  this 
world,  the  enjoyment  we  think  is  real 
eujo>Tnent.  is  only  preparative;  it  is 
only  the  first  stages  of  tlie  thing;  it  is 
only  the  entrance,  the  beginning  of 
thai  which  shall  ]k  the  orchestral  har- 
monies and  splendors  of  the  redecmwl. 
You  cannot  test  the  full  power  ol 
the  soul  for  happiness  in  this  world. 
How  mudi  power  the  soul  has  here 
to  find  enjoyment  in  friendship !  but, 
oh.  the  grander  friendships  for  the  soul 
in  the  skies !  How  sweet  the  (lowers 
here !  but  how  much  sweeter  the>'  will 
be  there!  I  do  not  think  that  when 
flowers  die  on  earth  they  die  forever. 
I  think  that  the  fragrance  of  tin.-  flow- 
ers is  the  spirit  being  wafted  away  into 
glor>".  God  says  there  are  palm  trees 
in  heaven  and  fruits  in  heaven.  If 
so,  why  not  the  spirits  of  the  dead 
flowers?  In  the  sunny  valleys  of 
heaven  shall  not  the  marigold  creep  ? 
On  the  hills  of  heaven  will  not  the 
amaranth  bloom  ?  On  the  amethys- 
tine walls  of  heaven  will  not  the  jas- 
mine climb  ?  '*  My  Ixrloved  is  come 
down  in  his  ganlcn  to  gather  lilies." 
No  flowers  in  heaven?  WHiere,  then, 
do  they  get  their  garlands  for  the 
brows  of  the  righteous  ? 
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Christ  is  glorious  to  our  souls  now,  hut  how  much  grander  our  appreciation 
after  a  while  !  A  conqueror  comes  back  after  the  battle.  He  has  been  fighting 
for  us.  He  comes  upon  the  platform.  He  has  one  arm  in  a  sling,  and  the  other 
ami  holds  a  crutch.  As  he  mounts  the  platform,  oh.  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
audience!  They  say:  "  That  man  fought  for  us  and  imperiled  his  life  for  us;'* 
and  how  wild  the  huzza  that  follows  bazza  !  When  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  shall 
at  last  stand  out  before  the  multitudes  of  thi;  rcdt-cnied  of  heaven,  and  we  meet 
Him  face  to  face,  and  feel  that  He  was  wounded  in  the  head,  and  wounded  in  the 
hands,  and  wounded  in  the  feet,  and  wounded  iii  the  side  for  us,  methinks  we  will 
be  overwhelmed.  We  will  sit  some  time  gazing  in  silence,  imtil  some  leader 
amidst  the  white-robed  choir  shall  lift  the  baton  of  light,  and  give  the  signal  that 
it  is  lime  to  wake  the  song  of  jubilee,  and  all  heaven  will  then  break  forth  into: 
"Hosaunal  hosanna  !  hosanna  1    Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slain." 

^J■g■^^_-.>.^  W^r^,".    ^  I  calculate  further  the  value  of 

the  soul  by  the  price  that  has  been 
paid  for  it.  In  St.  Petersburg  there 
is  a  diamond  tltat  the  govenmicnt 
paid  $20o,rK>o  for.  "Well,"  yon 
say,  '  ■  it  must  have  been  ver>'  val- 
uable, or  the  government  would 
not  have  paid  $200,000  for  it."  I 
want  to  see  what  my  soul  is  worth, 
and  what  your  soul  is  worth,  by 
seeing  what  has  l>een  paid  for  it. 
For  that  immortal  soul,  the  richest 
blood  that  was  ever  shed,  the  deep- 
est groan  that  was  ever  uttered,  all 
THE  CROWS  or  THORNS.  ^^^^  ^^^.f^  ^f  ^j^^h  compresswl  into 

one  tear,  all  the  sufferings  of  earth  gathered  into  one  rapier  of  pain  and  struck 
through  His  holy  hcsirt.     Dcx-s  it  not  imply  tremendous  value? 

I  argue  also  the  value  of  the  soul  from  the  home  that  has  I>een  Hlte*!  uj)  for  it 
in  the  future.  One  woidd  have  thought  a  street  of  adamant  would  have  done. 
No;  it  is  a  street  of  gold.  One  would  have  thought  tliat  a  wall  of  granite  would 
have  done.  No;  it  is  the  flame  of  .sardonyx  mingling  with  the  green  of  emurald. 
One  would  have  thought  that  an  occasional  doxology  would  have  done.  Xo;  it 
is  a  perpetual  song.  If  the  ages  of  heaven  marchetl  in  a  straight  line,  some  day 
the  last  regiment,  perhaps,  might  jwws  out  of  sight;  but,  no,  the  ages  of  heaven 
do  not  march  in  a  straight  line,  but  hi  a  circle  around  about  the  throne  of  God; 
forever,  forever,  tramp,  tramp  !  A  soul  so  bought,  so  equipped,  so  provided  for, 
must  be  a  priceless  soul,  a  majestic  soul,  a  tremendous  soul. 
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been  nut  three  or  four  days  tlie  iiiachitier>-  got  disarranged  and  the  steam  bef^aii  to 
escape,  and  the  captain,  gathcriug  the  people  and  the  crew  on  deck,  said:  'Unless 
some  one  shall  go  down  and  shut  off  that  steam  and  arrange  that  niachiner}*  at 
the  peril  of  his  life,  we  nmst  all  \k  destroyed.'  He  was  iint  willing  to  go  down 
him.self.  No  otie  seemed  willing  to  go.  The  passengers  gathered  at  one  end  of 
the  steamer,  waiting  for  their  fate.  The  captain  said:  '  I  give  you  a  last  warning. 
If  there  is  no  one  here  willing  to  imperil  his  life  and  go  down  and  fix  that 
machinery,  we  must  all  be  lost."  A  plain  sailor  said:  'I'll  go,  .sir,'  and  he 
wrapped  himself  in  a  coarse  piece  of  canvas  and  went  down,  and  was  gone 
but  a  few  moments  when  the  escaping  steam  stopped,  and  the  machinery  was 
corrected.  The  captain  cried  out  to  the  jiassengers:  *  All  saved  !  Let  us  go 
down  below  and  see  what  has  become  of  the  poor  fellow.'  They  went  down. 
There  he  lay  dead." 

Vicarious  suffering  !  Died  for  all !  The  time  came  when  our  whole  race 
must  die  unless  some  one  should  endure  lortnre  and  sorrow  and  shame.  Who 
shall  come  to  the  rewue  ?  Shall  it  be  one  of  the  .seraphim  ?  Not  one.  Shall  it 
be  one  of  the  cherubim  ?  Not  one.  Shall  it  be  an  inhabitant  of  some  pure  and 
unfallen  world?  Not  one.  Then  Christ  said:  "Lo!  1  come  to  do  Thy  will, 
O  God."  Oh.  the  lo\-e  I  Oh,  tlie  endurance  !  Oh.  tlie  horrors  of  the  sacrifice  ! 
Shall  not  onr  s^nils  go  out  toward  Hiui,  saying:  ' '  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  take  my  soul. 
Thou  art  worthy  to  have  it.     Thou  hast  died  to  save  it." 


JVono^ttcism. 


THE  FEAR  OF  PUNISHMENT,  AND  THE  RESULT  OF 
CHRISTIAN  CIVtLIZATION. 

SOLAR  eclipse  was  prophesied  to  take  jilace  alxwit  the 
lime  of  llic  dcslnictioti  of  ancient  Jtrusak-m.  Josephus, 
the  hiJitorian,  says  that  tlie  prc^hccy  was  literally  ful- 
filled, and  about  that  time  there  were  strange  appear- 
ances in  the  Iieavens.  The  stni  was  not  destroyed, 
but  for  a  little  while  hidden. 

Christianity  is  the  rising  sun  of  our  time,  aiid  men 
liave  tried  with  the  uprolUng  vapors  of  skepticism  and  the  smoke  of  their  blas- 
phemy to  turn  the  suii  into  darkness.  Suppose  the  archangels  of  malice  and 
horror  should  be  let  loose  a  little  while  and  be  allowed  to  extinguish  and  destroy 
the  sun  iu  the  natural  heavens.  They  would  take  the  oceatis  from  other  worlds 
and  pour  them  on  this  luminary  of  the  planetar>'  system,  and  tlie  waters  go 
hissing  down  amid  the  ravines  and  the  caverns,  and  there  is  explneiion  after 
explosion,  until  there  are  only  a  few  peaks  of  fire  left  in  the  sun,  and  these  are 
cooling  down  and  going  out  until  the  vast  continents  of  flame  are  reduced,  to  a 
small  acreage  of  fire,  and  that  whitens  and  cools  off  until  there  are  only  a  few 
coals  left,  and  these  are  whitening  and  going  out  until  there  is  not  a  sjiark  left  in 
all  tlie  mountains  of  ashes  and  tlie  valle\'S  of  ashes  and  the  chasms  of  ashes.  An 
extinguished  sun.  A  dead  sun.  A  buried  sun.  Let  all  worlds  wail  at  the 
stupendous  obsequies. 

Of  course,  this  withdrawal  of  the  solar  light  and  heat  throws  our  earth  into  a 
universal  chill,  and  the  Tropics  become  the  Temperate,  and  the  Temperate  liecomes 
the  Arctic,  and  there  arc  frozen  rivers  and  frozen  lakes  and  frozen  oceans.  From 
Arctic  and  Antarctic  regions  the  inhabitants  gather  in  toward  the  centre  and  find 
the  equator  as  the  poles.  The  slain  forests  are  piled  up  into  a  great  bonfire,  and 
around  them  gather  tlie  shivering  \*illages  and  cities.  The  wealth  of  the  coal 
mines  is  hastily  poured  into  the  furnaces  and  stirred  into  rage  of  combustion,  but 
soon  the  bonfires  begin  to  lower,  and  the  furnaces  begin  to  go  out,  and  the  nations 
begin  to  die.  Cotopaxi,  Vesuvius.  Etna.  Stromholi.  Califomian  geysers  cease  to 
smoke,  and  the  ice  of  hailstorms  remains  unmelted  in  their  crater.  All  the 
flowers  have  breatlied  their  last  breath.  Ships  with  sailors  frozen  at  the  mast,  and 
helmsmen   frozen  at  the  wheel,  and  passengers  frozen  iu  the  cabin;    all  uatious 
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dying,  first  at  the  north  nnd  thtni  at  the  south.  Child  frosted  and  dead  in  the 
cradle.  Octogenarian  frosted  and  dead  at  the  hearth.  Workmen  with  frozen 
hand  on  the  hammer  and  frozen  foot  on  the  shuttle.  Winter  from  sea  to  sea. 
All -congealing  winter.  Perpetual  winter.  Globe  of  frigidity.  Hemisphere 
shackled  to  hemisphere  by  chaiius  of  ice.  Uni\ersal  Nova  Zenibla.  Yon  might 
fly  as  high  as  Icarus,  and  there  the  chill  would  be  as  great :  or  as  low  as  Orpheus 
descended,  and  yet  not  penetrate  beyond  the  universal  congelation.  The  earth 
and  ice-floe  grinding  against  other  ice-fioes.  The  archangels  of  malice  and  horror 
have  done  their  work,  and  now  they  may  take  their  thrones  of  glacier  and  look 
down  upon  the  niin  they  have  wrought. 

What  the  destruction  of  the  sun  in  the  natural  heavens  would  be  to  oor 
physical  earth  the  destniction  of  Christianity  would  be  to  the  moral  world — the 
sun  turned  into  darkness.  Infidelity  in  our  time  is  considered  a  great  joke. 
There  are  people  w!io  rejoice  to  hear  Christianity  caricatured,  and  to  he.ir  Christ 
assailed  with  quibble  and  quirk  and  misrepresentation  and  badinage  and  harle- 
quinade. 

I  propose  here  to  take  infidelity  and  atlieism  out  of  the  realm  of  jocularity 
into  one  of  tragedy,  and  show  you  what  they  mean,  and  what,  if  they  are  success- 
ful, they  will  accomplish.  There  ore  those  in  all  our  communities  who  would  like 
to  see  the  Christian  religion  overthrown,  and  who  say  the  world  would  be  better 
withont  it,  I  want  Ut  show  you  what  is  the  end  of  this  road,  ami  what  is  the 
terminus  ctf  this  cnisadc,  and  what  this  world  will  l>e  when  atheism  and  infidelity 
have  triumphed  over  it,  if  they  can.     I  say,  if  they  can.     I  reiterate  it,  if  they  can. 

In  the  first  place,  it  will  be  the  complete  and  unutterable  degradation  of 
womanhood,  converting  women  into  slaves  or  creating  in  her  the  fur>'  of  a 
Clytemnestra.  I  will  prove  it  by  facts  and  arguments  which  no  honest  man  will 
dispute.  In  all  communities  and  cities  and  States  and  nations  where  the  Christian 
religion  has  Ijeen  dominant  woman's  condition  has  been  ameliorated  and  improved, 
and  she  is  deferred  to  and  honoreil  in  a  tliousand  things,  and  every  gentleman 
Likes  off  his  hat  before  her.  If  your  associations  have  been  good,  you  know  that 
tlie  name  of  wife,  mother,  daughter,  suggests  gracious  surroundings.  You  know 
there  are  no  l>etter  schools  anil  seminaries  in  Brooklyn  or  in  any  cit>"  of  this 
country*  than  the  schools  nnd  seminaries  for  our  young  ladies.  You  know  that 
while  woman  may  suffer  injustice  in  iCngland  and  the  United  States,  slie  has  more 
of  her  rights  in  Christendom  than  shv  has  anywhere  else. 

Now,  compare  this  witli  woman's  ifmiJition  in  lands  where  Christianity  has 
made  little  or  no  advance — in  China,  in  Barbar>',  in  Borneo,  in  Tartar)-,  in  Kgypt, 
in  Hindoslan.  The  Burmese  sell  their  wives  and  daughters  as  so  many  sheep. 
The  Hindoo  Bible  makes  it  disgraceful  and  an  outrage  for  a  woman  to  listen  to 
miLsic,  or  look  out  of  the  window  in  the  absence  of  her  husband,  and  gives  as  a 
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lawful  ground  for  divorce  a  woman's  iMrginning  lo  cat  before  her  husband  has 
finished  his  meal.  WJiat  mean  those  whito  bundles  on  the  ponds  and  rivers  in 
China  in  the  moniing  ?  Infanticide  following:  infanticide.  Female  children 
destroyed  simply  becanse  they  are  female.  Woman  harnessed  to  a  plow  jis  an  ox. 
Woman  veiled  and  barricaded,  and  in  all  styles  of  cruel  seclusion.  Her  birth  a 
misfortune.  Her  life  a  torture.  Her  death  a  horror.  The  missionary  of  the 
cross  to-day  in  heathen  lands  preaches  generally  to  two  groups — a  group  of  men, 
who  do  as  they  please  and  sit  where  they  please;  the  other  group— women,  hidden 
and  carefully  secluded  in  a  side  apartment,  where  thc>'  may  hear  the  voice  of  the 
preacher,  but  may  not  be  seen.  No  refinement.  No  lilnrrty.  No  hoi>e  for  this 
life.  No  hope  for  the  life  lo  come.  Ringed  hose.  Cramjied  font.  Disfigured 
face.  Embmted  soul.  Now  compare  those  two  conditions.  IIow  far  toward  this 
latter  condition  that  I  .sjieak  of  would  woman  go  if  Christian  influences  were  with- 
drawn and  Christianity  were  destroyed  ?  It  is  only  a  question  of  dynaniics.  If 
an  obJL-cl  lie  lifted  to  a  certain  point  and  not  fastened  there,  and  tlie  lifting  power 
be  withdrawn,  how  long  before  that  object  will  fall  down  to  the  point  from  which 
it  started  ?  It  will  fall  do\\'n,  and  it  will  go  still  further  than  the  point  from  which. 
it  started.  Christianity  has  lift;ed  woman  up  fmni  the  very  depths  of  degradation 
almost  to  the  skies.  If  that  lifting  |Hiwer'  l>e  withdrawn,  she  falls  clear  liack  lo 
the  depth  from  which  she  was  resurrected,  not  going  any  lower  because  there  is 
no  lower  depth.  And  yet.  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  the  only  salvation  of 
woman  from  degradation  and  woe  is  the  Christian  religion,  and  the  only  influence 
that  has  ever  lifted  her  in  the  social  scale  is  Christianity — I  have  read  that  there 
are  women  who  reject  Christianity.  I  make  no  remark  in  regard  lo  those  jXTSons. 
I  make  no  remark  in  regard  to  thent.      In  the  silence  of  your  own  soul  make  your 

obsen-ations. 

THC  FEAR  OF  PUNISHMENT. 

If  infidelity  triumph  and  Christianitj'  Ijc  overthrown,  it  means  the  demorali- 
xatiou  of  societ>'.  The  one  idea  in  the  Bible  that  atheists  and  infidels  most  Iiale, 
is  the  idea  of  retribution.  Take  away  the  idea  of  retribution  and  punisluneut 
from  society,  and  it  will  begin  very  stKin  to  disintegrate;  and  take  away  from  the 
minds  of  men  the  fear  of  hell,  and  there  arc  n  great  many  of  them  who  would 
very  soon  turn  this  world  into  a  hell.  The  majority  of  those  who  are  indignant 
against  the  Uiblc  becaase  of  the  idea  of  punishment  are  men  whose  lives  are  bad 
or  whose  liearts  are  impure,  ond  who  hale  the  Bible  becanse  of  the  idea  of  future 
punidnnent  for  the  same  reason  that  criminals  hate  the  iwnilentiary.  Oh,  I  have 
heard  this  brave  talk  about  people  fearing  nothing  of  the  con-sequenccs  of  sin  in 
the  next  world,  and  I  have  made  up  my  mind  il  is  merely  a  coward's  whistling 
to  keep  his  courage  up.  I  have  seen  men  flaunt  their  immoralities  in  the  face  of 
the  community,  aud  I  have  heard  them  defy  the  judgment-day  and  scoff  at  the 
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The  mightiest  restraints  to-day  against  theft,  iininorality,  against  libertinism, 
against  crime  of  all  surts — the  mightii.'st  restraints  are  the  retributions  of  eternity. 
Men  know  lliat  they  can  escajje  the  law,  Imt  tUnvn  in  the  offender's  soul  tliere  is 
the  realization  of  the  fact  that  they  cannot  e.scape  Gml.  He  stands  at  the  end  of 
the  road  of  profligac>*.  and  He  will  not  clear  the  guilty.  Take  all  idea  of  retribu- 
tion and  punishineiit  out  of  the  lienrts  and  minds  of  men,  and  ii  would  not  l>e 
long  "before  Brooklyn  and  Nov  York,  and  Boston,  and  Charleston,  and  Chicago 
became  SocJoms.  The  only  restraints  against  the  evil  passions  of  the  world  to-day 
an  Bible  restraints. 

AS  THE  INFIDELS  WOULD  HAVE  IT. 

Suppose  now  these  generals  of  atheism  and  infidelity  got  the  victory,  and 
suppose  Ihcj"  niarshaled  a  great  army  made  up  of  the  mpjority  of  the  world. 
They  an;  in  companies,  in  regiments,  in  brigades — the  whole  army.  Forward, 
Biareh,  ye  hosts  of  infidds  and  atheists,  banners  flying  before,  banners  flying 
behind,  banners  inscribed  with  the  words:  "  Ko  God  !  Ko  Christ !  No  punisti- 
ment!  No  restraints!  Down  with  tlie  Bible!  Do  as  you  please!"  The  sun 
turned  into  darkness. 

Forward,  march  !  ye  great  anny  of  infidels  and  atheists.  And  first  of  all  you 
will  attack  the  churches.  Away  with  those  houses  of  worship  !  They  have  been 
-standing  there  so  long  deluding  the  people  with  consolation  in  their  bereavements 
'and  sorrows.  All  those  churches  ought  to  lie  extirfiated;  they  have  done  so  much 
to  relieve  tlie  lost  and  bring  home  the  wandering,  and  they  have  so  long  Iield  up 
the  idea  of  eternal  rest  after  the  paroxysm  of  this  life  is  over.  Turn  the  St.  Peters, 
and  St.  Pauls,  and  the  temples,  and  tabenmcles  into  club  houses.  Away  with 
those  churches ! 

Forward,  march  !  ye  great  anuy  of  infidels  and  atheists,  and  next  of  aU  they 
scatter  the  Sabbath -schools — -thi;  Sabbalh-st-hools  filled  witli  bright-eyetl,  bright- 
checked  litlle  ones,  who  are  singing  songs  on  Sunday  afternoon,  and  getting 
instruction  when  they  ought  to  be  on  the  street  comers  playing  marblea.  or  swear- 
ing on  the  commons.  Away  with  llieni !  Forward,  march  !  ye  great  anny  of 
infidels  and  atheists,  and  next  of  all  they  wilt  attack  Christian  asylums — the  insti- 
tutions of  mercy  supported  by  Christian  philanthropies.  Nc\*cr  mind  the  blind 
eyes  and  the  deaf  ears  ami  the  crippled  linibs  and  tin.-  wt-akent-d  intellects.  I,et 
paralyze*!  old  age  pick  np  its  own  f'Kxl,  ami  orjihaiis  fijj;ht  Ihc-ir  own  way,  and  the 
half  refonned  go  Kick  to  their  evil  habits.  Forward,  niarcli  !  ye  great  army  of 
infidels  and  atheists,  and  with  your  battle-axe  hew  down  the  cross  and  split  up  the 
manger  of  Bethlehem. 

On,  yo  great  anny  of  infidels  and  atheists,  and  now  they  come  to  the  grave- 
yards and  the  cemeteries  of  the  earth.     Pull  down  the  sculpture  above  Greenwood's 
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gate,  for  it  means  the  resurrection.  Tear  away  at  the  entrance  of  Laurel  Ilill  the 
figure  of  Old  Mortality  and  the  chisel.  On,  ye  great  army  of  infidels  and  atheists, 
into  the  Rraveyartk  and  cemeteries;  and  where  you  see  "Asleep  in  Jesus."  cut 
it  away,  and  where  you  find  a  niarhle  story  of  heaven,  blast  it;  and  where  you 
find  over  a  little  child's  grave.  "  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,'"  substitute 
the  words  "  Delusion  "  and  "Sham;"  and  where  you  find  an  angel  in  marble 
strike  off  the  wing;  and  when  you  come  to  a  family  vault,  chisel  on  the  door, 
"  Dead  once,  dead  forever." 

But  on,  ye  great  army  of  infidels  and  atlicists,  on  !  They  will  attempt  to 
scale  heaven.  There  are  lieighLs  to  Ije  taken.  Pile  hilt  on  hill  and  Pclion  upon 
Ossa,  and  then  they  hoist  the  ladders  against  the  walls  of  heaven.     Ou  and  on, 

until  they 
blow  up  the 
loundatiousof 
jasper  and  the 
gates  of  |iearl. 
They  charge 
up  the  steep. 
Now  they  aim 
for  the  throne 
oi'  Him  who 
lives  forever 
and  ever. 
They  would 
take  down 
from  their 
high  place  the 
Father,  the 
r><)wn  with  Him  from 


^\^S^;\J> 
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TUl!  DSI.DR13. 

"  UottTi  with  them  !"  they  say. 
Down  forever  !     Down  out  c 
He  has  no  right  to  sit  there.     Dow^l  with  him  !     Down  with  Christ ! 


Son.  the  Holy  Ghost, 
the  Uirone  !"  they  say. 


sight !     He  is  not  God. 


A  NEFARIOUS  PLOT. 

A  world  without  a  head,  a  uni\*erse  without  a  king.  Orjilian  constellations. 
Fatherless  galaxies.  Anarchy  supreme.  A  dethroned  Jehovah.  An  as.sassinated 
God.  Patricide,  regicide,  Deicide.  That  is  what  they  mean.  That  is  what  they 
will  have,  if  they  can,  if  they  can,  if  they  can.  Civilization  hurled  back  into 
semi-barbarism,  and  scmi-bar>>arism  driven  back  into  Hottentot  savngerj.  The 
wheel  of  progress  tnmed  the  other  way.  and  timied  toward  tlic  Dark  Ages.  The 
clock  of  the  centuries  put  back  2000  years.     Go  back,  you  Sandwich  Islands, 
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from  your  schools  and  from  your  colleges  and  from  your  reformed  condition  to 
what  you  were  in  iSzo,  when  the  missionaries  first  came.  Call  home  the  500 
missionaries  from  India  and  overthrow  their  zooo  schools,  where  Ihey  are  tr>*ing 
to  educate  the  heathen,  and  scatter  the  140,000  little  children  that  they  have 
g^hcred  out  of  barbarism  into  civilization.     Obliterate  all  the  work  of  Dr.  Duff 


CRTEP, 


in  India,  of  Da\nd  Abcel  in  China,  of  Dr.  King  in  Greece,  of  Judson  in  Tturmah, 
of  David  Brainard  amid  the  American  aborigines,  and  send  home  the  3000  mis- 
sionaries of  the  cross  who  arc  toiling  in  foreign  lands,  toiling  for  Christ's  sake, 
toiling  themselves  into  the  grave.  Tell  these  jooo  men  of  God  that  they  are  of 
no  ti«r.  Send  home  the  medical  missionaries  who  are  doctoring  the  bodies  as  wxll 
as  the  souls  of  the  dying  nations.     Go  home,  London  Missionary  Society.     Go 
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home,  American  Board  of  Foreign  Missions.  Go  home,  ye  Moravians,  and  relin- 
•quish  back  into  darkness,  and  sqimlar,  and  filth,  and  death  the  nations  whom  ye 
have  begun  to  lift. 

Oh,  my  friendii,  there  has  never  been  such  a  nefarious  plot  on  earth  as  that 
which  infidehty  and  atheism  have  planned.  We  were  shocked  n  few  years  ago 
because  of  the  attempt  to  blow  up  the  ParliauKMit  Houses  in  London;  but  if 
infidehty  and  atheism  succeed  in  their  attempt,  they  will  dj'uamite  the  world. 
I^t  them  have  their  full  way,  and  this  world  will  be  a  habitation  of  three  rooms — 
a  habitation  with  ju?it  three  rooms;  the  one  a  mad-house,  another  a  lazaretto,  the 
other  a  pandemonium.  These  infidel  bands  of  music  ha^-e  only  just  begun  their 
concert  —  yea,  they  have  only  been  stringing  their  instruments.  I  here  put 
before  you  their  whole  programme,  from  beginning  unto  close.  In  the  theatre  the 
tragedy  comes  first  and  the  farce  afterward,  but  in  this  infidel  drama  of  death  the 
farce  comes  first  and  the  tragedy  afterward.  And  in  the  former,  atheists  and 
infidels  laugh  and  mock,  but  in  the  latter.  Gt>d  himself  will  laugh  nnd  nuK-k.  He 
says  so.     "  I  will  laugh  at  their  calamity  and  mock  when  their  fear  cometh." 

From  such  a  chasm  of  individual,  national,  world-wide  ruin,  stand  bade.  O 
young  men,  stand  back  from  that  chasm  !  You  see  the  practical  drift  of  tlie 
alarum  which  I  here  thus  sound.  I  want  you  to  know  where  that  road  leads. 
Stand  back  from  that  chasm  of  ruin.  The  time  is  going  to  come  (you  and  I  may 
not  live  to  see  it.  but  it  will  come,  just  as  ccTlainly  as  there  is  a  God,  it  will  come) 
when  the  infidels  and  atheists  who  openly  and  out  and  out  and  above  l>oard  preach 
and  practice  infidelity  and  atheism  will  be  considered  as  criminals  against  society, 
as  they  are  now  criminals  against  God.  Society  will  push  out  the  leper,  and  the 
wretch  witli  sou!  gangrened  and  iclun'ous  and  verm  in -covered  and  rotting  apart 
with  his  bcastiality,  will  be  left  to  die  in  the  ditch  and  be  denied  decent  burial,  and 
men  will  come  with  spades  and  cover  up  the  carcass  where  it  falls,  that  it  jKiison 
not  the  air,  and  the  only  text  in  all  the  Bible  appropriate  for  the  funeral  sermon 
will  l>e  found  in  the  Itook  of  Jeremiah  xxil.  19:  "He  shall  be  huried  with  the 
btirial  of  an  ass." 

THE  SAME  SUN. 

A  thou.sand  voices  come  up  to  me  as  I  write,  saying:  "  Do  you  really  think 
infidelitj-  will  succeed?  Has  Chris'lianity  received  its  death-blow?  and  will  the 
Bible  become  obsolete?"  Yes,  when  the  smoke  of  the  chimney  arrests  and 
■destroys  the  noon-day  sun.  Josephus  says  about  the  time  of  the  destruction  of 
Jerusalem  Ihe  sun  was  lunied  into  darkness;  but  only  the  clouds  rolled  between 
the  sun  and  the  earth.  The  sun  went  right  on.  It  is  the  same  sun,  the  same 
luminaiy  as  when  at  the  beginning  it  shot  out  like  an  electric  spark  from  God's 
finger,  and  to-day  it  is  warming  the  nations,  and  to-day  it  is  gilding  the  sea.  and 
to-day  it  is  filling  the  earth  with  light.     The  same  old  sun.  uot  all  worn  out. 
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though  its  light  steps  igccoo.ooo  miles  a  second,  though  its  pulsations  are  four 
hundred  and  fifty  trillion  undulations  in  a  second.  Same  sun  with  beautiful  while 
light,  made  up  of  the  violet,  and  the  indigo,  and  the  blue,  and  the  green,  and  the 
red,  and  the  yellow,  and  the  orange — the  seven  beautiful  colors  now  just  as  when 
the  solar  siwclnmi  first  divided  them. 

At  the  beginning  God  said:  "  I^t  there  be  light,"-  and  light  was,  and  light 
is,  and  light  shall  be.  So  Christianity  is  rolling  on,  and  it  is  going  to  warm  all 
natious,  and  all  nations  are  to  bask  in  its  light.  Men  may  shut  Uie  window -blinds 
so  tliey  cannot  see  it,  or  they  may  smoke  the  pipe  of  speculation  until  ihey  are 
shadowed  under  their  own  vaporing:  but  the  I^rd  God  is  a  sun  !  This  white 
light  of  tlie  gospel,  made  up  of  all  the  beautiful  colors  of  earth  and  heaven — \'iolet 
plucked  from  amid  the  spring  grass,  and  the  indigo  of  the  Southern  jungles,  and 
the  blue  of  the  skies,  and  the  green  of  the  foliage,  and  the  yellow  of  the  autumnal 
woods,  and  the  orange  of  the  Southeni  groves,  and  tlic  red  of  the  sunsets.  All 
the  beauties  of  earth  and  heaven  brought  out  by  this  spiritual  spectrum.  Great 
Britain  is  going  to  lake  all  Eurojie  for  GikI.  The  United  States  is  going  to  take  all 
America  for  God.  Roth  of  them  together  will  take  all  Asia  for  God.  All  three  of 
them  will  take  Africa  for  God,  and  the  world  will  be  redeemed,  with  Christ  the 
ruler,  and  love  and  righteousness  will  prevail  universally. 
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have  in  the  thirtj'-third  chapter  of  Isaiah  a  command 
:-^.  J.  given,  or  rather  implied,  that  the  "lame  take  the  prey." 
It  also,  and  more  directly,  perhaps,  predicts  the  utter  demo- 
lition of  the  ;Vssyrian  host.  Not  only  robust  men  should  go 
'''^^S/IC&M:  i  forth  and  gather  the  Kjwils  of  conquest,  but  even  men  crip- 
pled of  ami  and  crippled  of  foot  should  go  out  and  capture 
much  tUat  was  valuable.  Their  physical  disadvantages 
should  not  hinder  tlieir  great  enrichment.  So  it  lias  Ijcen 
in  tbe  past,  so  it  is  novv,  so  it  will  be  iu  the  future.  So  it  is  in  all  departmetiLs. 
Men  labor  under  seemingly  great  disadvantages,  and  amid  the  most  unfavorable 
circumstances,  yet  making  grand  achievements,  getting  great  blessing  fur  them- 
selves, great  blessnig  for  the  world,  great  blessing  for  the  Church,  and  so  "  the 
lame  take  the  prey." 

Do  you  know  that  the  three  great  poets  of  the  world  were  totally  blind  ? 
Homer.  Ossian,  John  Milton.  Do  yon  know  that  Mr.  Prescoit,  who  wrote  that 
^enchanting  Ixmk,  "The  Conquest  of  Mexico,"  never  saw  Mexico,  could  not  e\-im 
see  the  paper  on  which  he  was  writing?  A  framework  across  the  sheet,  between 
which,  up  and  down,  went  the  pen  immortal.  Do  you  know  that  Gambassio,  Oie 
sculptor,  could  not  see  the  marble  liefore  him,  or  the  chisel  with  which  he  cut  it 
into  shapes  bewitching  ?  Do  you  know  that  Alexander  Pope,  whose  poems  will 
'last  as  long  as  the  English  language,  was  so  much  of  an  in\'alid  that  he  had  to  l»e 
sewed  up  every  morning  in  rough  canvas  in  order  to  stand  on  his  feet  at  all  ? 

Do  you  know  that  Stuart,  the  celebrated  painter,  did  much  of  bis  wonderful 
work  under  tlie  shsdoiv  of  the  dungeon,  where  he  had  been  unjustly  imprboned 
for  debt  ?  Do  you  know  that  Iteniosthenes  by  almost  superhuman  exertion  first 
had  to  conquer  the  lisp  of  his  own  speech  before  he  conquered  assemblages  with 
his  eloquence?  Do  you  know  that  Bacon  struggled  all  through  innumerable  sick- 
nesses, and  that  Lord  Bynjii  and  Sir  Walter  Sortt  went  limping  on  clubfixit  throujjh 
all  their  life,  and  that  many  of  the  great  jKXrbs  and  painters  and  orators  and  histo- 
rians and  heroes  of  the  world  had  something  to  keep  them  back,  and  pull  them 
down,  and  impede  their  way.  and  cripple  their  physical  or  their  intellectual  movc- 
|inent,  and  yet  that  Ihey  pushed  on  and  pushed  up  until  they  reached  the  spoils  of 
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worldly  success,  and  amiii  the' 
huzza  of  the  nations  and  cen- 
turies  "  the    lame    took    the 
prey?*" 

You  know  that  a  vast  mul- 
titude or  these  nieti  started 
under  the  disadvantage  of  al>- 
scure  parentage.  Columbus, 
the  son  of  the  weaver.  Fer- 
guson, Uic  astronomer,  the  son  of 
the  sheplierd.  America  the  prey  of 
the  one:  worlds  on  worlds  tht:  prey 
of  the  other.  Bnt  what  is  true  In 
secular  directions  is  more  true  in 
spiritual  and  religious  directions, 
and  I  proceed  to  prove  it. 

There  are  in  all  comnuinities 
many  invalids.  They  never  kne\v 
a  well  day.  They  adhere  to  their 
occupations,  but  they  go  panting 
along  the  streets  with  exhaustions, 
and  at  cventimc  they  lie  down  on 
the  lounge  with  achings  beyond 
all  me<licamenl.  They  have  tried 
all  prescriptions;  they  have  gone 
through  all  the  cures  which  were 
proclaimed  infaltihte,  nm\  they  have 
come  now  to  surrender  to  perpetual 
ailments.  They  consider  the>'  are 
among  many  disadvantages,  and 
when  they  see  those  who  are  buoy- 
ant in  health  pass  by,  they  almost 
en-vj-  their  rol>ust  frames  and  easy 
respiration. 

Hut  I  have  noticed  among  that 
invalid  class  those  who  have  the 
greatest  knowledge  of  the  Bible, 
who  are  in  nearest  intimacy  with 
Jesxis  Christ,  who  have  the  most 
glowing  experiences  of  the  truth, 
»7 
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who  have  had  the  most  remarkable  answers  lo  pra>-er,  and  who  have  Ihe  most 
exhilaranl  nntccipatious  of  heaven.  The  teraptatious  which  weary  us  who  are  in 
robust  health  ihey  have  conquered.  They  have  divided  among  them  the  s],K>ils  of 
the  couquest.  Many  who  are  alert  and  alliletic  and  strung  kjiti-r  iu  the  way. 
These  are  the  lame  that  take  the  prey.  Rol>ert  Hall  an  invalid.  Edward  Payson 
an  iuvalid,  Ricliard  RaxtLT  an  invalid,  Samuel  Rutherford  an  invalid.  Through 
raisL-d  letters  the  art  of  priming  has  been  brought  to  the  attention  of  the  blind. 

You  take 
up  llie  Bible 
for  the  blind 
and  you  close 
youreyesaiid 
you  ruu  your 
fingers  over 
the  raised 
letters  and 
you  say: 
•Why.  I 
never  could 
get  any  in- 
formation in 
this  way. 
What  a  slow, 
1 11  ni  t>  r  o  u  s 
way  of  read- 
inf^!      God 

help  the  hlinil."  And  yet  I  fmd  among  tliat  class  of  persoiLS,  among  the  blind, 
the  deaf  and  the  dumb,  the  most  thorough  acquaintance  with  God's  word.  Shut 
out  frura  all  other  sources  of  information .  no  sooner  does  their  hand  touch  the 
raist-d  letter  than  they  gather  a  pmyer.  Without  eyes,  they  look  off  ui«>u  the 
kingdoms  of  God's  love.  Without  hearing,  they  catch  the  minstrelsy  of  the 
skies.  Dumb,  yet  with  pencil  or  with  irradiated  countenance,  thej-  declare  the 
glon'  of  God. 

THE  DEAF  AND  DUMB. 

\  large  audience  a.'wembled  in  New  York  at  the  anniversarj'  of  the  Deaf 
nnd  Dumb  Asylum,  and  one  of  the  visitors,  with  chalk  on  the  blackboard, 
wrote  this  question  to  the  pupils:  "  Do  you  not  find  it  ver>-  hard  to  be  deaf 
and  dimib  ?'* 

And  one  of  the  impiU  took  the  chalk  and  wrote  on  the  blackboard  this  sub- 
lime sentence  iu  answer:  "When  the  song  of  the  angels  shall  burst  upon  our 
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enraptured  ear.  we  will  scarce  regret  Utat  our  cars  were  hl-vct  marred  with  earthly 
sounds." 

Ob,  the  brightest  eyes  in  heaven  will  be  those  that  never  saw  on  earth.  The 
ears  most  alert  in  licavcn  will  be  those  that  in  this  world  heart!  neither  voice  of 
friend,  nor  thrum  uf  liarp,  nor  carol  of  bird,  uor  doxology  of  cougregattoiis. 

A  lad  who  had  been  blind  from  infancy  was  cured.  The  octdlst  operated 
upon  the  lad,  and  then  put  a  very  heavy  bandage  over  the  ej*es,  and  after  a  few 
weeks  had  gone  by  the  bandage  was  removxd,  and  the  mother  said  to  her  child: 
* '  Willie,  can  yon  wc  ?"     He  said:   "  Oh  !  mainnia,  is  this  heaven  ?" 

The  contrast  between  the  darkness  before  and  the  brightiie.'k'i  afterward  was 
overwhelming.  And  I  tell  you  the  glories  of  heaven  will  be  a  thousand-fold 
brighter  for  those  who  never  saw  anything  on  earth.  While  many  with  good 
vision  closed  their  eyes  in  night,  and  many  who  had  a  good  artistic  and  cultured 
ear  went  down  into  discord,  these  allltcted  ones  cried  imto  the  Lord  in  their  trou- 
ble, and  he  made  their  sorrows  their  advantage,  and  so  "  the  lame  took  the 
prey." 

In  the  seventh  century  there  was  a  legend  of  St.  Modobert.  It  was  said  lliat 
his  mother  was  blind,  and  one  day  while  looking  at  his  mollicr  he  felt  so  sympa- 
tlietic  for  her  blindness  that  he  rushed  forward  and  kissed  her  blind  eyes,  and  the 
legend  says  her  vision  came  immediately.  Tliat  was  only  a  legend,  but  it  is  a 
tnith.  a  glorious  truth,  that  a  kiss  of  God's  eternal  love  has  brought  to  many  a 
blind  eye  etenuil  illuniinaticKi. 

There  are  those  in  all  cominnnities  who  toil  mightily  for  a  li\'clihood.  They 
bave  scant  wages.  Perhajw  they  are  diseased,  or  have  physical  infinnities,  so 
they  arc  hindered  from  doing  a  continuous  day's  work.  A  city  missionarj-  finds 
them  up  the  dark  alley,  with  no  fire,  with  tliiu  clothing,  with  very  coarse  bread. 
They  never  ride  in  the  street  car;  tliey  cannot  afford  tlie  five  cents.  They  never 
see  any  pictures  save  those  in  the  show-window  on  tl»e  street,  from  which  they  are 
often  jostled,  and  looked  at  by  some  one  who  seems  to  say  in  the  look:  "  Move  on. 
What  are  you  doing  here  looking  at  pictures?" 

Vet  many  of  them  live  on  niouutains  of  transfigwration.  At  their  rowgh  table 
He  who  fed  the  five  thousand  breaks  the  bread.  They  talk  often  of  the  good 
limes  that  are  coming.  This  world  has  no  charm  for  them,  but  heaven  entrances 
their  spirit.  The>-  often  divide  their  scant  cnist  with  some  forlorn  wretch  who 
knocks  at  their  door  at  niglit.  and  on  the  blast  of  the  night  wind,  as  the  door 
opens  to  let  him  in,  is  heard  the  voice  of  Him  who  said:  "  I  was  hungT>^  and  yt 
fed  me."  Xo  cohort  of  heaven  will  be  too  bright  to  tran^x>rt  them.  By  God's 
help  they  have  vanquished  the  Assyrian  hosts.  They  have  divided  among  them 
the  spoils.     Lsime,  lame,  yet  they  took  the  prey. 
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A    LAME    OLD    MAN. 

I  was  riding  ntong  a  country  road  one  day,  aud  I  saw  a  man  oa  crutches.  I 
overtook  him.  He  was  vcr>-  old.  He  was  gaing  very  slowly.  At  that  rate  it 
would  have  taken  him  two  hours  to  go  a  mile. 

I  said:  "  Wouldn't  you  like  to  ride  ?" 

He  said:  "Tliank  you,  I  would.  God  bless  5*ou."  When  he  sat  be-side  me. 
he  said:  " '  You  sec,  I  am  very  lame  aud  verj-  old,  but  Uie  I<ord  has  been  a  good 
Lord  to  me.  I  have  buried  all  my  children.  The  Lord  ga\-e  them  and  tlie  Lord 
had  a  right  to  take  Iheni  away.  Blesswl  be  His  Tianic,  I  was  very-  sick,  aud  I 
bad  uo  money,  and  my  neighbors  came  in  and  look  earc  of  mc,  and  I  wanted 
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nothing.     Z  siificr  a  great  deal  with  pain,  but  then  I  have  so  many  mercies  left. 
The  Lord  has  been  a  good  I^ord  to  nie." 

And  before  we  had  got  far  I  was  ui  doubt  whether  I  was  giving  hiiu  a  ride  or 
he  WJis  giving  me  a  ride.     He  said: 

"  Now,  if  you  please.  I'll  get  out -here.  Just  help  me  down  on  my  crutches, 
if  you  please.  God  bless  you.  Thank  you.  sir.  Good  morning.  Good  mont- 
iug.     You  have  liecii  feet  to  the  lame,  sir,  you  have.     Good  morning." 

Strong  men  had  gone  the  road  that  day.  I  do  not  know  where  they  came 
out.  but  ever\-  hobble  of  that  old  man  wa-*  toward  tht-  shining  gate.  With  his  old 
crutch  he  had  stnick  down  many  a  .Seiuiacberib  of  temptation  which  has  mastered 
you  and  me.     Lame,  so  fearfully  lame,  so  awfully  lame;  but  he  took  the  prey. 

There  are  in  all  communities  many  orphans.  During  our  last  war,  and  in 
the  years  immediately  following,  how  many  childrvu  we  heard  say:  "Oh*  my 
father  was  killed  in  the  war." 

Have  you  ever  noticed — T  fear  you  have  not— how  well  those  children 
turned  out  ?     Starting  under  the  greatest  disadvantage,  no  ori>han  a.sy! 
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do  for  them  what  their  father  would  have  done  liad  he  lived.  The  skirmisher  sat 
otie  night,  by  the  light  of  fagots,  iu  the  swamp,  writing  a  letter  home,  when  a 
sharpshooter's  bullet  ended  the  letter,  which  was  ne\'er  folded,  never  jxisted,  and, 
never  read. 

Those  children  came  up  under  great  disadvantage.  Ko  father  to  fight  their 
Ll»ay  for  them.  Perliaps  there  was  in  the  old  family  Bible  an  old  yellow  letter 
Jiastc'd  fa-st,  which  told  the  slor>'  of  that  father's  long  march,  and  how  he  suffered 
in  the  hospital;  but  they  looked  still  further  on  in  the  Bible,  and  thej-  came  to  the 
Story  of  how  God  is  the  father  of  the  fatherless,  and  the  widow's  portion,  and  they 
soon  took  their  fatlier's  place  in  that  houst-hold.  They  battled  the  way  for  their 
mother.  The>'  came  on  up,  and  many  of  them  have  in  the  years  since  the  war 
taken  positions  in  church  and  State.  WTiile  many  of  those  who  suffered  nothing 
during  those  times  have  had  sons  go  out  into  lives  of  indolence  and  vagabondage, 
those  who  started  under  so  many  disadvantages  Ijccause  they  were  so  early  bereft 
— these  arc  the  lame  who  t<x»k  the  prey. 

There  are  those  who  would  like  to  do  good.  They  say:  *'0h  !  If  I  only 
had  wealth,  or  if  I  had  eloquence,  or  if  I  had  high  social  position,  how  much  I 
would  accomplish  for  God  and  the  Church." 

I  tell  you  tliat  you  have  great  opportunities  for  usefulness. 


WHAT  WORKINGMEN    HAVE  [>ONE. 

Who  built  the  Pyramids?  The  king  who  onlercd  them  built  ?  No;  tlie  plain 
workmen  who  added  stone  after  stone  and  stone  after  stone,  Who  built  the  dikes 
of  Holland  ?  Tlitr  Goveniment  that  ordered  the  enterprise  ?  No;  the  plain  work- 
men who  cniricd  the  earth  aild  rung  their  trowel  on  the  wall.  Who  are  those  who 
have  built  these  vast  cities?  The  capitalists?  No;  the  carpenters,  the  masons, 
the  plumbers,  the  plasterers,  the  tinners,  the  roofers,  dependent  on  a  day's  wages 
for  a  livclihcKid.  And  so  iu  the  great  work  of  assuaging  human  suffering  and 
enlightening  human  ignorance  and  halting  human  iniquity.  In  that  great  work, 
the  chief  part  is  to  be  done  by  ordinary  men,  with  ordinary  speech,  in  an  ordinary 
manner,  and  by  ordinary  means.  The  trouble  is  that  in  the  army  of  Christ  we  all 
want  to  be  captains  and  colonels  and  brigadier- generals.  We  are  not  willing  to 
march  with  (he  rank  and  file  and  to  do  duly  with  the  private  soldier.  We  want  to 
belong  to  the  reserve  corps,  and  read  about  the  battle  while  wanning  ourselves  at 
the  camp-fires,  or  ou  furlough  at  home,  our  fcet  upon  an  ottoman,  we  sagging  back 
into  an  arm-chair. 

As  you  go  down  tlie  street  you  see  an  excavation  and  four  or  five  men  arc 
working,  and  perhaps  twenty  or  thirty  leaning  on  the  rail  looking  over  at  them. 
That  is  the  way  it  is  in  the  Church  of  God  to-day.  Where  you  find  one  Christian 
bard  at  work  Uiere  are  fifty  men  watching  the  job. 
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Oh,  my  friends  !  why  do  you  not  go  to  work  and  preach  this  gospel  ?  You 
say,  '*  I  have  no  pulpit.  "  You  have.  It  may  lie  the  carpeiiler's  bench;  it  may 
be  the  mason's  wall.  The  robe  in  which  you  are  to  proclaim  this  gospel  may  lira 
shoemaker's  apron.  But  woe  unlo  you  if  you  preach  not  this  gospel  somewhere, 
somehow  !  If  this  world  is  ever  brought  to  Christ  it  will  \)e  Ihnnigh  the  unani- 
mous and  long-continued  effon.<i  of  men  who.  waiting  for  no  special  endowment, 
consecrate  to  God  what  thej-  have.  Among  the  most  useless  people  in  the  world 
Are  men  witli  ten  talents,  while  many  a  one  with  only  two  talenLs,  or  no  talent  at 
all,  is  doing  a  great  work,  and  so  "  the  lame  take  the  prey." 

SABBATH-SCHOOL  TEACHERS. 

There  are  thousands  of  ministers  of  whom  you  have  never  heard — in  log 
cabins  at  the  West,  in  mission  chapels  at  the  East — who  are  warring  against  the 
legions  of  darkness,  successfully  warring.  Tract  distributers,  month  by  month 
untlemiining  the  citadels  of  sin.  Yuu  do  not  know  their  going  or  their  coming, 
but  the  f(»otfalls  of  their  ministry  are  heard  in  the  palace.-*  of  heaven.  Who  are 
the  workers  in  our  Sabbath- schools  throughout  this  land  to-day  ?  Men  celebrated, 
men  of  vast  estate  ?  For  tlie  most  part,  not  that  at  all.  1  have  noticed  that  the 
chief  characteri.stic  of  the  most  of  those  who  are  successful  in  the  work  istltat  they 
know  their  Bibles,  are  earnest  in  prayer,  are  anxious  for  the  salvation  of  the  young, 
and  Sabbath  by  Sabbath  arc  willing  to  sit  down  xinobscri'cd  and  tell  of  Christ  and 
the  resurrectiou.  These  are  the  humble  workers  who  are  recruiting  the  great 
anny  of  Christian  youth — not  by  might,  not  by  power,  not  by  profomid  argument, 
not  by  brilliant  antithesis,  but  by  the  blessing  of  God  on  plain  talk,  and  humble 
storj',  and  silent  tear,  and  anxious  look.      "  The  lame  take  the  prey." 

Oh  !  this  work  of  saving  the  youth  of  our  countr>' — ^liow  few  appreciate  what 
ft  in.  Tliis  generation  tramping  on  to  the  grave — we  will  soon  all  be  gone.  What 
next? 

An  engineer  on  a  locomotive  going  across  the  Western  prairies  day  after  day, 
saw  a  little  child  come  out  in  front  of  a  cabin  and  wave  to  him;  so  he  got  in  the 
habit  of  waving  back  to  the  Utile  child,  aud  it  was,  the  day's  joy  to  him  to  see  this 
little  one  come  out  in  front  of  tlie  cabin  door  and  wave  to  him,  while  he  answered 
back. 

One  day  the  train  was  belated  and  it  came  on  to  the  dusk  of  the  evening. 
As  the  engineer  stood  at  his  post  he  saw  by  the  headlight  that  little  girl  on  the 
track,  wondering  why  the  train  did  not  come,  looking  for  the  train,  knowing 
nothing  of  iLs  peril.  A  great  horror  seized  upon  the  engineer.  He  reversed  the 
engine.  He  gave  it  in  charge  of  the  other  man  on  board,  and  then  he  climbed 
over  the  i-ngine  and  he  came  down  on  the  cow-catcher.  He  siid,  though  he  had 
reversed  the  engine,  it  seemed  as  though  it  were  going  at  lightning  speed,  faster  and 
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&ster,  though  it  was  really  stuwing  up,  ami  with  almost  sufK-Tnalural  clutch  he 
caught  that  child  by  the  hair  and  lifted  it  up.  and  wlien  the  train  stopped  and  the 
passengers  gathered  around  to  see  what  was  the  matter,  there  the  old  engineer  lay, 
faiutetl  dead  away,  tlic  little  child  alive  and  in  his  swarthy  arms. 

"Oh  !"  you  say,  "  that  was  well  done."  But  I  want  you  to  exercise  some 
kindness  and  s<inie  appreciation  toward  tlio.se  in  the  community  who  are  snatchiug 
the  little  ones  from  under  the  wlieeLs  of  temptatigu  and  siu— suatcbing  iln-ni  from 
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REClTim;   INCIDENTS  OP  BIS  VAI.OB. 


under  thundering  rail-trains  of  eternal  disaster,  bringing  them  up  into  respecta- 
bility in  this  world  and  into  glarj-  for  the  world  to  come. 


THE  ROYAL  FAMILY. 


God  has  a  n)\*al  family  in  (he  world.  Now.  if  I  should  a.sk:  "  Who  are  the 
royal  femiliesof  histor>*?"  )'au  wotildsay:  "  House  of  Hapsburg,  house  of  Stuarts, 
house  of  Bourbons."  They  lived  In  iwlaces  and  had  great  equipages.  But  who 
are  the  Lord's  royal  family  ?    Some  of  them  may  sen*e  you  tn  the  household,  some 
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of  tUem  are  in  the  uiilighted  garreLs,  some  of  them  walk  dovm  the  street,  on  tlieir 
anij  a  basket  of  broken  food;  some  of  them  are  in  the  alrashonse,  dcspise<I  and 
rejected  of  men;  yet  in  the  last  great  day  while  it  will  Iw  fwuid  that  some  of  us 
who  fared  sumptuously  everj'  day  are  hurled  back  into  discomfiture,  there  are  llie 
lame  that  will  take  tlic  prey. 

Years  ago,  on  a  Iwal  on  the  North  RivtT.  the  j^lol  gave  a  very  sharp  ring  to 
the  !>el!  for  the  boat  to  slow  up,  The  engineer  attended  to  the  niachiner>'.  aud 
then  he  came  up,  witli  some  alarm,  on  deck  to  sec  what  was  the  matter.  He  saw 
it  was  a  moonlight  night  and  there  were  olwtacles  in  tlie  way.  He  went  to  the 
pilot  and  said:  "Why  did  yon  ring  the  bell  in  that  way?  Why  do  you  want 
to  stop,  there's  notliiiig  the  matter?" 

And  tlie  pilot  said  to  him:  "There  in  a  mist  gathering  on  the  river;  don't 
you  see  that?  And  there  is  night  gathering  darker  and  darker,  and  I  can't  see 
the  way." 

Then  the  engineer,  looking  around  and  seeing  it  was  a  bright  moonlight, 
looked  into  tlie  face  of  tlic  pilot  and  saw  that  he  was  dying,  ami  then  that  he  was 
dead.  G(xl  grant  that  when  our  last  moment  conit-s  we  may  Ik-  found  at  our  past 
doing  our  whole  duty,  and  when  the  mist."?  of  the  river  of  death  gather  in  our 
eyelids  may  the  good  Pilot  take  tlie  wheel  from  our  liauds  and  guide  us  into  the 
calm  harbor  of  eternal  rest ! 


t>rop  the  nticlior,  furl  the  aail, 
I  urn  SHfc  within  the  \-<ri]. 
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DEEP    DAMNATION    THAT    CURSES   AND    IMPOVERISHES    MIIUONS-THE  SLAVERY 

OF  THE  POOR. 

>HE  only  BrguiiK-nt  that  can  be  made  ngainst  the  Saturday 
afternoon  clwing  is  thai  this  weekly  vai.-ation  may  be 
turned  into  wassail.  Better  have  no  Sattmlay  afternoon 
free,  from  now  until  the  day  of  your  death,  if  the  lii]uor 
saloon  adds  you  to  its  disciplcship.  The  mm  business  is 
pouring  its  vitriolic  and  damnable  liquids  down  the  throats 
of  hmidrcds  of  thou»inds  of  laborers,  and  while  the  ordi- 
nar>-  strikes  are  ruinous  both  to  employers  and  employes.  I  pro- 
.  claim  a  strike  universal  against  strong  drink,  which,  if  kept  up, 
will  be  the  relief  of  the  working-classes  and  the  salvation  of  the 
nation.  I  will  undertake  to  s&y  that  there  is  not  a  healthy  laborer 
in  the  Uniteil  States  who  within  the  next  ten  years,  if  he  will 
refuse  all  intoxicating  beverage  and  Ije  saving,  may  nrpt  become 
a  capitalist  on  a  small  scale.  Our  country  in  a  year  spends 
$1,500,000,000  for  rum.  Of  course,  the  working- classes  do  a 
great  deal  of  this  expenditure.  Careful  statistics  show  that  the 
wage-eaniing  classes  of  Great  Britain  expend  in  liquor  /i^ioo,- 
000.000  or  $500,000,000  a  year.  Sit  down  now  and  calculate, 
O  workingman  I  how  much  you  have  expended  in  these  directions.  Add  it  all 
up.  Add  up  what  your  neigltlxiTs  have  exiKiidci),  and  realize  that  instead  of 
answering  the  beck  of  other  people  ymi  might  have  I>een  your  own  capitalist. 
When  you  deplete  a  workingraan's  physical  energ>'  you  deplete  his  capital. 

The  stimulated  workman  gives  out  before  the  unstimulated  workman.  My 
father  said:  "  I  becatne  a  temperance  matt  in  early  life,  because  I  noticed  iu  the 
bar\'cst-field  that,  thotigh  I  was  physically  weaker  than  other  men,  t  cotdd  hold 
out  longer  than  they.  They  took  stimulants,  I  took  none."  A  brickmaker  in 
England  gives  his  experience  in  regard  to  this  matter  among  men  in  his  employ. 
He  says,  after  investigation:  "The  beer-drinker,  who  made  the  fewest  bricks, 
made  659.000:  the  abstainer,  who  made  the  fewest  bricks.  746,000.  The  differ- 
ence, in  l»elia!f  of  the  abstainer  over  the  indnlger,  87,000.  There  came  a  very 
exhausting  time  in  the  Britisli  Parliament.     The  session  was  prolonge<l  until 
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nearly  all  the  members  got  sick  or  worn  out.     Out  of  653  members  c 

througb  undamaged;  they  were  tt-eiolalers. 

Better  be  like  Daniel,  who  refused  the  king's  wine  because,  though  a  young 

man.  he  was  wi.'ie  enou>;h  to  know  that  intoxicanLs,  or  stimulants,  if  you  prefer, 

weaken  both  miud  and 
body,  and  are  always 
hurtful  to  the  brain  and 
dauuiatiou  to  the  soul. 

When  an  arm;'  goes 
out  to  the  battle  tlic  sol- 
dier who  has  water  or 
cofiee  in  bis  canteen 
marches  easier  and  fights 
better  than  the  soldier 
who  has  whisky  in  liis 
canteen.  Kuui  helps  a 
man  lo  fight  when  he 
has  only  one  contestant. 
and  lliat  at  the  street- 
conier.  But  when  he 
goes  forth  to  maintain 
some  great  battle  for 
inW  BW      ^^^^H  God  and  hi.*;  country'  he 

wants  no  rum  about  him. 
ii^^_.  _^^^^^H  When  the  Russians  go 
to  \^ar  a  corporal  passes 
along  the  line  and  smells 
the  breath  of  C'\ery  sol- 
dier. If  there  be  in  his 
breath  a  taint  of  intoxi- 
cating liquor,  the  man  is 
sent  back  to  the  barracks. 
Why?  He  cannot  endure 
fatigue.  All  our  young 
nicn  know  this.  When 
they  are  preparing  for  a 

regatta,  or  for  a  ball  club,  or  for  an  athletic  wrestling,  they  abstain.    Our  working 

people  will  be  \viser  after  a  while,  and  the  money  they  fling  away  on  hurtful 

iiidulgaices  they  will  put  into  co-operative  associations,  and  so  become  capitahsts. 

Have  Saturday  afternoons  free,  Init  by  all  means  liave  them  sober. 
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DAKIKL   REFUSING  THE  XiSC'S  \ 


(Bcncrnl  JosJ^utt. 


THE  CAPTURE  OF  Al,  AND  THE  GREAT  BATTLES  WHtCH  ARE  FOUGHT  FOR  GLORY  AND 

FOR  LIFE. 

[NF,  .Sabbath  evening,  with  my  family  around  me,  we  were 
talking  over  the  scenes  dcscriljcd  in  Ihccighlli  cliapter  of 
Joshua,  of  the  manner  in  which  the  great  city  of  Ai  was 
captured.  There  is  the  old  city,  shorter  by  name  than  any 
other  cit>'  in  the  ages,  spelled  with  two  letters — A,  I — Ai. 
Joshua  and  his  men  wanted  to  take  it.  How  to  do  it  is  the 
question.  On  a  former  occasion,  in  a  straiglitforwanl,  facc- 
to-face  fight,  they  had  been  defeated;  but  now  they  are 
^  ■*£;■,■'  goi"g  to  take  it  by  auibnscade.     General  Joshua  has  two 

divisions  in  his  army — ihc  one  division  the  battle-worn 
commander  will  lead  himself,  the  other  division  he  sends  off  to  encamp  in  an 
ambush  on  the  west  side  of  the  city  of  Ai.  No  torches,  no  lanterns,  no  sound  of 
heavy  battalions,  but  thirty  thousand  swarthy  warriors  moving  in  silence,  speaking 
only  in  a  whisper;  no  clicking  of  swords  against  shields,  lest  the  watchman  of  Ai 
discover  it  and  the  stratagem  be  a  failure.  If  a  roistering  soldier  in  the  Isracl- 
itish  army  forgets  hunself,  all  along  the  line  the  word  is  **  Hush  !"  Joshua  takers 
the  other  division,  the  one  with  which  he  is  to  march,  and  puts  it  oo  the  north 
side  of  the  city  of  Ai,  and  then  spends  the  night  in  reoonnoitering  in  the  valley. 
There  he  is,  thinking  over  the  fortunes  of  the  coming  day,  with  something  of  the 
feeling  of  Wellington  the  night  before  Waterloo,  or  of  Meade  and  Lee  the  night 
before  Gettysburg.  There  he  stands  iti  the  night,  and  says  to  himself:  "  Yonder 
is  the  division  in  ambush  on  the  west  side  of  Ai.  Here  is  Uie  division  I  ha\'e 
tinder  my  especial  command  on  the  north  side  of  Ai.  There  is  the  old  cit>*  slum- 
bering in  iXs  sin.  To-morrow  will  be  the  battle.  Look  !  the  rooming  already 
begins  to  tip  the  hills." 

The  military  officers  of  Ai  look  out  in  the  morning  ver>-  early,  and,  while 
they  do  not  see  the  di\'tsion  in  ambush,  they  behold  the  other  division  of  Joshua, 
and  the  cr>'.  "To  arms!  To  arms!"  rings  through  all  the  streets  of  the  old 
town,  and  e\*ery  sword,  whether  hacked  and  bent  or  newly  welded,  is  brought  out 
and  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  city  of  Ai  pour  through  the  gates,  an  infuriated 
torrent,  and  their  cr\-  is:  "Come — we'll  make  quick  work  with  Josliua  and  his 
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troops!"  No  soouer  had  these  people  of  Ai  come  out  against  the  troops  of 
Joshua  than  Joshua  gave  such  a  command  as  he  scMom  gave:  "Fall  back  !'* 
Why,  they  could  not  believe  their  own  ears.     Is  Josliua's  courage  failing  him? 


"ABOUT  FACE -CHARGE." 


The 


retreat  is  Iwateii  and  the  Israelites  arc  flying,  throwing  blankets  and 
canteens  on  every  side  under  this  worse  than  Bull  Ruu  defeat.  And  you  ought  to 
hear  the  soldiers  of  Ai  cheer,  and  cheer,  and  cheer.  But  thcj*  huzza  to  soon. 
The  men  lying  in  anibusli  are  straining  their  vision  to  gel  some  signal  from  Joshua 
that  they  may  know  what  time  to  drop  upon  the  city.  Joshua  takes  bis  Imrnished 
spear,  glittering  in  the  sun  like  a  shaft  of  doom,  and  points  it  toward  tlie  city, 
and  wheu  the  men  up  yonder  in  the  anibtish  see  it.  with  hawk-like  swoop  they 
drop  upon  Ai,  and  without  stroke  of  sword  or  stab  of  spear,  take  the  city  and  put 
it  to  the  torch.  So  much  for  the  division  that  was  in  ambush.  How  about  the 
division  under  Joshua's  command  ?  No  sooner  does  Joshna  stop  in  ilic  fight  than 
all  his  men  stop  with  him,  and  as  he  wheels  they  wheel,  for  in  a  voice  nf  thunder 
he  cried:  "Halt!"  One  strong  arm  dri\-ing  back  a  torrent  of  flying  troops. 
And  tlien,  as  he  jwints  his  spear  through  the  golden  light  toward  that  fatal  city, 
his  troops  know  that  they  are  to  start  for  it.  What  a  scene  it  was  when  the 
division  in  ambush,  which  had  takeh  the  city,  marched  down  against  the  men  of 
Ai  on  the  one  side,  and  the  troops  under  Joshua  doubled  up  their  enemies  from 
the  other  side,  and  the  men  of  Ai  were  caught  between  ihwe  Iwu  hnrricaiies  of 
Israclitish  courage,  thrust  before  and  behind,  stablied  in  breast  and  back,  ground 
Ixrtween  the  upper  and  nellier  niillstOTies  of  God's  indignation.  Woe  to  the  city 
of  Ai  !     Cheer  for  the  triumphs  of  Israel  1 

But  there  is  such  a  thing  as  victorious  retreat.  Joshua's  falling  back  was  the 
first  chapter  in  his  successful  besiegement.  And  there  are  times  in  your  life  when 
the  U-st  thing  ytni  can  do  is  to  run.  You  were  once  the  victim  of  strong  drink. 
The  demijohn  and  the  decauter  were  your  fierce  foes,  They  came  down  upon  you 
with  greater  fur>-  than  Oie  men  of  Ai  uiwu  the  men  of  Joshua.  Vour  only  safety 
is  to  get  away  from  them.  Your  dissipating  companions  will  come  around  for 
your  overthnaw.  Ruu  for  your  life  !  Fall  back  !  Fall  back  from  the  drinking 
saloon.  Fall  back  from  the  wine  party.  Vour  flight  is  your  advance  !  Your 
retreat  is  your  viclorj-.  There  is  a  saloon  down  on  the  next  .street  that  has  been 
the  riiin  of  your  soul.  Then,  why  do  you  go  along  that  street  ?  Why  do  you 
not  pass  through  some  other  street  rather  than  by  the  place  of  your  calamity  ?  A 
spoonful  of  brandy,  taken  for  me<licinal  purposes  by  a  man  who  twenty  years 
before  had  been  refonned  from  drunkenness,  hurled  into  inebriety  and  the  grave 
one  of  the  best  friends  I  ever  had.  Your  retreat  is  your  victory.  Here  is  a  con- 
verted in6dcL     He  is  so  strong  now  in  his  faith  iu  the  gosjwl  he  says  he  can  read 
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anything.  What  are  your  reading?  Bolingbroke?  Andrew  Jackson  Davis* 
tracts?  Tyndall's  Glasgow  Universit>'  address  ?  Drop  Ihem  and  nni.  You  will 
be  an  infidel  before  you  die  unlcs.s  you  quit  that.  These  men  of  Ai  will  be  loo 
much  for  yow.  Turn  your  back  on  the  rntik  and  file  of  unbelief.  Fly  before  they 
cut  you  with  their  swonls  and  transfix  you  with  their  javelins. 

There  are  people  who  h.ive  been  well-nigh  mined  because  they  risked  a  fool- 
hardy expedition  iu  the  presence  of  mighty  and  overwhelming  temptations,  and 
the  men   of  Ai  made  a    morning 


rtiieal  of  them.  So  also  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  victorious  retreat 
in  the  religious  world.  Thousand 
of  times  the  kingdom  of  Christ  has 
seemed  to  fall  back.  When  the 
I  blood  of  the  Scotch  Covenanters 
gave  a  deeper  dye  to  the  beallier 
of  the  Highlanders:  when  the 
Vaudois  of  France  chose  extemii- 
iiatinn  rather  than  make  an  un- 
christian .surrender;  wheit  on  St. 
Bartholomew*. s  Day  mounted  as- 
sassii\s  rode  through  the  streets 
of  Paris.  cr>'ing:  '*  Kill  !  Blood- 
letting is  good  in  August !  Kilt ! 
Death  to  the  Huguenots  I  Kill  !'* 
when  Lady  Jane  Grey's  head  rolled 
from  the  executioner'sblock;  when 
Calvin  was  imprisoned  in  the  ca.v 
tlc;  when  John  Knox  die*!  for  the 
truth;  when  John  Buuyan  lay  rut- 
ting in  Bedford  jail,  saying:  "  If 
God  will  help  nie,  and  my  physical 
life  continues,  I  will  stay  here  until 
the  moss  grows  on  my  eyebrows 
rather    than   give  up   my   faith." 
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SCCtTROINR  OP  JKSUS. 

The  days  of  retreat  for  the  Church  were  days  of  victor>'. 

The  Pilgrim  Fathers  fell  back  from  the  other  side  of  the  sea  to  Plymouth 
Rock,  but  now  are  marshaling  a  continent  for  the  Christian ization  of  the 
world.  The  Church  of  Christ  falling  back  from  Piedmont,  falling  back  from 
Rue  St.  Jacques,  falling  back  from  St.  Denis,  falling  back  from  Wurtemburg 
castles,  falling  back   froui   the  Brussels  market  place,  yet  all  the  time  triumphing. 
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Notwithstanding  all  the  .shockiiiK  reverses  whicli  the  Church  of  Christ  suffers, 
what  do  we  see  to-day  ?  Three  thousand  missionaries  of  the  cross  on  heathen 
ground;  sixty  thousand  ministers  of  Jesus  Christ  in  this  land;  at  least  two  hundred 
milliousof  Christlaus  ou  tlie  earth.  All  nations  lo-clay  kiiulliug  in  a  blaze  of 
revival.     Falling  back,  yet  advancing  until  the  old  Wesleyaii  hymn  will  prow 

true: 

The  Lion  of  Judah  &hnll  hrvnk  ihe  chain 
And  give  as  Ihe  victory  again  and  again  I 

Rut  tliere  is  a  more  nmrkcd  ilhistralinn  of  victorious  retreat  in  the  life  of  our 
Joshua,  the  Jesus  of  tlie  ages.  First  falling  back  from  an  appalling  heiglit  to  au 
appalling  depth,  falling  from  celestial  hilk  to  terrestrial  valleys,  from  tliroue  to 
nian>;er,  yet  that  did  not  seem  to  suffice  Him  as  a  relreat.  Falling  back  still 
furtiier  from  Bethlehem  to  Nazareth,  from  Nazareth  to  JenLsaleni,  Iwck  from 
Jerusalem  to  Golgotha,  back  from  Golgotlia  to  the  mausoleum  in  the  rock,  back 
down  over  the  precipices  of  perdition  until  He  walked  amid  the  caverns  of  the 
eternal  captives,  and  drank  of  the  wine  of  the  wratb  of  Almighty  God  amid  Ihe 
Ahabs  and  the  Jezebels  and  the  Bclshazzars.  O  men  of  the  pulpit  and  men  of  the 
jiew,  Christ's  di-six-nt  from  heaven  to  earth  does  not  measure  half  the  distance, 
Tt  was  from  glory  to  perxlilion.  He  <lcscendcd  into  hell.  All  the  recimls  of 
earthly  retreat  are  as  nothing  compared  with  this  falling  back.  Santa  Anna,  with 
the  fragments  of  tlie  nnny.  flying  over  the  plateaux  of  Mexico,  and  Napoleon 
and  his  anny  retreating  from  Moscow  into  the  awful  snows  of  Russia,  are  not 
worthy  to  be  mentioned  with  this  retreat,  when  all  the  powers  of  darkness  seem 
to  be  pursuing  Christ  as  He  fell  back,  until  the  body  of  Hiui  who  came  to  do  such 
wonderful  things  lay  pulseless  and  stripped.  Methiuks  that  the  city  of  Ai  was 
not  so  emptied  of  its  inhabitants  when  they  went  to  punsne  Joshua  as  perdition 
was  emptied  of  de^nls  when  tliey  started  for  the  pursuit  of  Christ,  and  He  fell  back 
and  back,  down  lower,  down  lower,  chasm  lielow  chasm,  pit  below  pit,  until  He 
seemed  to  strike  the  bottom  of  objurgation  and  scorn  and  torture.  Oh,  the  long, 
loud,  jubilant  shout  of  hell  at  the  defeat  of  the  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

But  let  not  the  powers  of  darkness  rejoice  (luitc  so  soon.  Do  you  hear  that 
Kslurbance  in  the  tomb  of  Arimathca  ?  I  hear  the  sheet  rending  !  What  means 
that  stone  hurled  down  the  side  of  the  hill  ?  Pu-sh  Him  hack;  the  d«ad  nuist  nol 
stalk  in  this  open  sunlight.  Oh,  it  is  our  Joshua.  Let  Him  come  out.  He  comes 
forth  and  starts  for  the  city.  He  lakes  the  spear  of  the  Roman  guard  and  points 
that  way.  Church  militant  marches  up  on  one  side  and  the  Church  triumphant 
down  on  the  other  side.  And  the  powers  of  darkness  being  caught  between  these 
ranks  of  celestial  and  terrestrial  valor,  nothing  is  left  of  Ihem  save  just  enough  to 
illustrate  the  direful  overthrow  of  hell  and  our  Joshua's  eternal  victiir>'.  On  His 
head  l>e  all  the  crowns.  In  His  hand  be  all  the  sceptres.  At  His  feet  be  all  the 
btunan  hearts;  and  here,  Ix>rd,  is  one  of  them. 
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house.  You  make  a  fortune  by  iniquitous  traffic.  Do  you  expect  to  keep  it? 
Your  money  will  scatter,  or  it  will  stay  long  enough  to  curse  your  children  after 
you  are  dead.  Call  over  the  roll  of  bad  men  who  prospered  and  see  how  short 
was  their  prosperity.  For  a  while,  like  the  men  of  Ai,  they  went  from  conquest 
to  conquest,  but  after  a  while  disaster  rolled  back  upon  thera  and  thej'  tt-ere  divided 
into  three  parts;  Misfortune  tiKik  their  property,  and  the  grave  took  their  body, 
and  tlie  lost  world  took  their  soul.  I  am  always  interested  in  the  building  of 
theatres  and  the  building  of  dissipating  saloons.  I  like  to  have  lliem  built  of  the 
best  granite  and  have  the  rooms  made  large  and  to  have  the  pillars  made  ver\'  firm. 
God  is  going  to  conquer  them,  and  they  mil  be  turned  into  asylums  and  art  gal- 
leries and  churches.  The  stores  in  which  fraudulent  men  do  business,  the  sjilendid 
banking  institutions  where  the  pre-sideiit  and  cashier  put  all  their  property  in  their 
wives'  hands  and  then  fail  for  $200,000 — all  these  institutions  are  to  become  the 
places  where  honest  Christian  men  do  business.  MTiere  are  William  Tweed  and 
his  associates?  Where  are  Ketcham  and  Swartwont.  aljscoiiding  swindlers? 
Where  i.s  James  Fisk.  the  libertine  ?  Wliere  is  John  Wilkes  Booth,  the  assassin, 
and  all  the  other  misdemeanants  !  The  wicked  dp  not  li\'e  out  half  their  days. 
Disembogue,  O  world  of  darkness  !  Come  up  Hildcbrand,  and  Heim*  II.,  and 
Koljert  Robespierre,  and  with  blistering  and  blaspheming  and  ashen  lips  hi.ss 
out:  "The  triumph  of  the  n-icked  is  short."  Alas  for  the  men  of  Ai  when  Joshua 
stretches  out  his  spear  toward  the  city! 


THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  TAKING  GOOD  AIM. 

Tn  the  strategem  by  which  .-^i  was  captured  we  have  an  illastration  of  the 
importance  of  taking  good  aim — that  is,  of  thorough  preparation.  There  is  Jashua, 
but  how  are  those  jwople  in  ambush  up  yonder  to  know  when  they  are  to  drop  on 
the  city  ?  and  how  are  these  men  around  Joshua  to  know  when  they  are  to  stop 
their  fight  and  advance  ?  There  mu-st  be  some  signal — a  signal  to  .stop  the  one 
division  and  to  start  the  other.  Joshua,  with  a  spear  on  which  were  ordinarily 
hung  the  colors  of  battle,  points  toward  the  city.  He  stands  in  such  a  cons^iicuous 
position,  and  there  is  so  much  of  tlie  moniing  light  dripping  from  that  spear-tip 
that  all  an3imd  the  horizon  can  sec.  It  was  much  as  to  say:  "  There  is  the  citj*. 
Take  it.  Take  it  now.  Roll  down  from  the  west.  Surge  up  from  the  north.  It 
is  ours,  the  city  of  Ai."  God  knows  and  we  know  that  a  great  deal  of  Christian 
attack  amounts  to  nothing,  simply  because  we  do  not  take  good  aim.  Nobody 
knows,  and  we  do  not  know  ourselves,  which  point  we  want  to  take,  when  we 
ought  to  make  np  our  minds  what  God  will  have  us  to  do,  and  point  our  spear  in 
that  direction,  and  then  hurl  oar  body,  mind,  soul,  time,  eteniity  at  that  one  tar- 
get. Many  are  called  by  Christ,  as  was  Matthew,  but  few  leave  their  tithe- 
gathering,  or  their  worldly  eugagenieuts  to  follow  Him  who  gave  His  life  for  the 
iS 
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world.  In  our  pulijit  and  pews,  and  Sunday  schools  and  prayer  meetings,  we 
want  to  get  a  reputation  for  saying  pretty  things,  and  sowc  point  our  spear  toward 
the  flowfrs;  or  wx-  want  a  n.-piitaliun  for  sdying  snljlinc  things,  and  wtr  pninl  imr 
siiear  toward  the  stars;  or  we  want  lo  get  a  rcpulalion  for  historical  knowledge, 
and  we  point  our  spear  toward  the  past;  or  we  want  to  get  a  reputation  for  liber- 
ality, so  we  swing  our  spear  all  around;  and  it  strikes  all  points  of  the  horizon,  and 
you  can  make  out  of  it  whatever  you  please;  while  there  is  the  old  world,  proud, 

rebellious  and 
nriUL'd  against 
all  righteous- 
ness; and  instead 
of  running  any 
further  away 
from  its  pursuit, 
wc  ought  to  turn 
nrtjiuul,  plant 
our  foot  in  the 
strength  of  the 
eternal  God,  lift 
the  old  cross  and 
point  it  in  the 
direction  of  the 
world's  conquest 
till  the  rtileemed 
of  eartli,  march- 
ing up  from  one 

aide  and  the  glorified  of  heaven  inarcliJug  down  from  the  other  side,  the  last 
battlement  of  sin  is  compelled  to  swing  out  the  streamers  of  Iiuuauuel.  O  Church 
of  Gttd,  take  aim  and  concjuer. 

THE  BRAVERY  THAT  CONFRONTS  STEEL  AND    BULLET. 

It  is  comparatively  easy  to  keep  on  a  parade  amid  a  shower  of  bouquets  and 
handclapping  and  the  wliole  street  full  of  huzzas,  but  it  is  not  so  ensj-  to  stand  up 
in  tlie  day  of  battle,  the  face  blackened  with  smoke,  the  unifonn  covered  with  the 
earth  plowe<i  up  by  whizziug  bullets  and  biu^sting  shells,'  half  the  regiment  cut  to 
pieces,  and  yet  the  commander  cr\-ing;  "  For\vard,  march  !"  Then  it  requires 
old-fashioned  valor.  My  readers,  the  grept  trouble  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  in 
this  day  is  the  cowards.  They  do  splendidly  on  a  parade  day,  and  at  the  com- 
munion, when  they  have  on  their  I>est  clothes  of  Christian  profession;  I«it  put 
them  out  in  the  great  battle  of  life,  at  the  first  sliari>shooting  of  skepticism  they 


f^.\ 


Mt'SBANDt.y  svupAruv. 


376 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


dodge,  they  fall  back,  tliey  break  ranks.  We  confront  the  enemy,  we  open  the 
battle  against  fraud,  and  lo  !  wc  find  on  our  side  a  great  many  people  that  do  not 
try  to  pay  their  debts.  And  we  open  the  battle  against  intemj>erance,  and  we  find 
on  our  own  side  a  great  many  people  who  drink  too  much.  And  we  open  the 
battle  against  profanity,  and  we  find  on  our  own  side  a  great  many  men  who  make 
hard  speeches.  And  we  open  the  battle  upon  infidelit>*.  and  lo!  we  find  on  our 
own  side  a  great  many  men  who  are  not  quite  sure  about  the  Book  of  Jonah. 
And  while  wc  ought  to  be  massing  our  troops  and  bringing  forth  more  than  llie 
united  courage  of  Austerlitz,  end  Waterloo,  and  Gettysburg,  we  have  to  be 
spending  nur  lime  hunting  up  ambuscades.  There  are  a  great  many  in  the 
Lord's  army  who  like  to  go  out  on  a  campaign  with  satin  slippers  and  holding 
umbrellas  over  their  heads  to  keep  off  the  dew,  and  having  rations  of  canvas-back 
ducks  and  lemon  castards.  If  they  cannot  have  them,  they  want  to  go  home. 
They  think  it  unhealthy  among  so  many  bullets  t 

I  believe  that  the  next  twelve  montlis  will  be  the  most  stupendous  year  th?t 
Heaven  e\^r  saw.  The  nations  are  cjuaking  now  with  the  coming  of  God.  It 
will  be  a  year  of  successes  for  the  men  of  Joshua,  but  of  doom  for  the  men  of  Ai. 
Year  of  mercies  and  of  judgments.  Year  of  invitation,  and  of  warning.  Year 
of  jubik-e  and  of  woe.  Which  side  are  you  going  to  be  on  ? — with  the  men  of  Ai 
or  the  iiieu  of  Joshua. 
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THE  SPLENDORS  OF  THE  HEAVENS    COMPARED  WITH  THE 
I  GLORY  OF  THE  RIGHTEOUS. 

VERY  man  has  a  thousand  rooLs  and  a  thousand  branches. 
His  roots  reach  down  through  aU  Uic  earth;  his  branches 
spread  through  all  the  heavens.  He  speaks  with  voice, 
ly^  with  eye,  with  hand,  with  fool.  His  silence  often  is 
thunder,  and  bis  life  is  an  anthem  or  a  doxolog>-. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  negative  influence.  Wc  are 
all  positive  in  the  place  we  occupy,  making  the  world 
better  or  making  it  worse,  on  the  Lord's  side  or  on 
the  de\'irs,  making  up  reasons  for  our  blessedness  or 
banishment,  and  we  have  already  done  a  mighty  work 
in  peopling  heaven  or  hell.  I  hear  people  tell  of  what 
they  arc  going  to  do.  A  man  who  h.is  burned  down  a 
city  might  as  well  talk  of  somu  evil  that  he  expects  to  do, 
or  a  man  who  has  saved  an  empire  might  an  well  talk  of 
some  good  that  he  expects  to  do.  By  the  force  of  your 
e\'il  influence  you  have  already  consumed  infinite  values,  or 
you  ha\*e,  by  the  power  of  a  right  influence,  won  whole  kingdoms  for  God. 
It  would  \tc  absurd  for  me  by  elaborate  argument  to  prove  tliat  the 
world  is  oiT  the  track.  You  might  as  well  stand  at  the  foot  of  an  era- 
bantment,  amid  the  wTcck  of  a  capsized  rail-train,  pronng  by  elaborate 
argument  that  something  is  out  of  onler.  Adam  tumbled  over  the  embankment 
Mxty  centuries  ago,  and  the  whole  race,  in  one  long  train,  has  gone  on  tumbling 
in  the  same  direction.  Crash !  crash  !  The  only  question  now  is,  by  what 
leverage  can  the  cruslictl  thing  be  hfted  ?  By  what  hammer  may  the  fragments 
be  reconslrucleil? 

I  want  to  show  you  how  we  may  turn  many  to  righteousness,  and  what  will 
be  our  future  pay  for  so  doing. 

We  may  turn  them  by  the  charm  of  a  right  example.  A  child,  coming  from 
a  6lthy  home,  was  taught  at  school  to  wash  its  face.  It  went  home  so  much 
improved  in  apjwarance  that  its  mother  washetl  her  face.  .\nd  when  the  father 
of  the  houseliuld  come  hoiue  and  saw  the  iuipruvcmeut  in  dumesUc  appearance^ 
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he  ^\■aslIed  his  face.  The  neighbors  happening  in  saw  the  change,  and  tried  the 
same  experiment  until  all  that  street  was  purified,  and  the  next  street  mpied  its 
example,  and  the  whole  city  felt  the  result  of  one  schoolboy  washing  his  fact. 
That  is  a  fable  by  which  we  set  forth  that  the  bt-sl  way  ta  gel  Ihe  world  washed 
of  its  sins  and  pollution  Is  to  have  our  own  heart  and  life  cleansed  and  purified. 
A  man  with  grace  in  his  heart,  and  Christian  cheerfulness  in  his  face,  and  holy 
consistency  in  his  behavior,  is  a  jierpctual  sennon:  and  the  sermon  differs  from 
others  in  that  it  has  but  one  head,  and  tlie  longer  it  rinw  tlie  better.  There  are 
honest  men  who  walk  down  Wall  street,  making  ihc  teeth  of  iniquity  chatter. 
There  arc  happy  men  who  go  into  a  sick-room.  and.  by  a  look,  help  the  broken 
bone  to  knit,  and  the  excited  ner\'es  drop  to  calm  beating.  There  are  pure  men 
whose  presence  silences  the  tongue  of  uncleainiess.  The  mightiest  agent  of  good 
on  earth  is  a  consi.stent  Christian.  I  like  the  Ilible  folded  between  lids  of  cloth,  or 
calfskin,  or  morocco,  but  1  like  it  better  when,  in  the  sliapc  of  a  man,  it  goes  out 
into  the  world — a  Bible  illustrated.  Courage  is  lieautifnl  to  read  ahfuit:  hnl 
rather  would  I  see  a  man  with  all  the  world  against  him  confident  as  though  all 
the  world  were  for  him.  Patience  is  beautiful  to  read  about:  but  rather  would  I 
see  a  bufTeted  soul  calmly  waiting  fnr  the  time  of  deliverance.  Faith  is  beautiful 
to  read  alMut;  but  ratlier  would  I  find  a  man  in  the  midnight  walking  straight  on 
as  though  he  saw  everything.  Oh,  Ikjw  many  souls  have  been  turned  to  God  by 
tlie  charm  of  a  bright  example  ! 


THE  SWIFT  FEET  OF  PRAYER. 

When,  in  the  Mexican  War.  the  troops  were  wavering,  a  general  rose  in  his 
slimips  and  dashe<l  into  the  enemy's  lines,  shouting.  "Men,  follow!"  Thej-, 
seeing  his  courage  and  disposition,  dashed  on  after  him  and  gained  the  \'ictor\'. 
Wlial  men  want  to  rally  them  for  God  is  an  example  to  lead  them.  All  your  com- 
mands to  others  to  advance  amount  to  nothing  so  long  as  you  slay  behind.  To 
Affect  them  aright,  you  need  to  start  for  heaven  yourself,  looking  back  only  to  give 
the  stirring  cr>'  of  "Men,  follow  !" 

Again,  we  may  turn  many  to  righteousness  by  prayer.  There  is  no  such 
detective  as  prayer,  for  no  one  can  hide  away  from  it.  It  puts  its  hand  on  the 
shoulder  of  a  man  ten  thousand  miles  off.  It  alights  on  a  ship  mid- Atlantic.  The 
little  child  cannot  understand  the  law  of  electricity,  or  how  the  telegraphic  opera- 
tor, by  touching  the  instrument  here,  may  dart  a  message  under  the  sea  to  another 
continent;  nor  can  we,  with  our  small  intellects,  understand  how  the  touch  of  a 
Christian's  prayer  shall  instantly  strike  a  soul  on  the  other  side  of  the  earth.  You 
take  ship  and  go  to  some  otlier  country,  and  get  there  at  ele\'en  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing. You  telegraph  to  New  York,  and  the  message  gets  here  at  six  o'clock  iu  the 
same  morning.     In  other  words,  it  seems  to  arrive  here  five  hours  before  it  started. 
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Like  that  is  prayer.  God  says:  "Before  they  call  1  will  hear."  To  overtake  a 
loved  one  on  the  road  you  may  spur  up  a  lathered  steed  until  he  shall  outrace  the 
one  that  brought  the  news  to  Ghent,  but  a  prayer  shall  catch  it  at  one  gallop.  A 
boy  nmning  away  from  home  may  take  the  midnight  train  from  the  country  vil- 
lage an<i  reach  the  seaport  in  time  to  gain  the  ship  that  sdils  on  the  ninrrow,  but  a 
mother's  prayer  will  be  on  the  deck  to  meet  him,  and  in  the  hammock  lieibre  he 
swings  into  it,  and  at  the  capstan  before  he  winds  the  rope  around  it,  and  on  the 
sea  against  the  sky,  as  tlie  vessel  plows  on  toward  it.  There  is  a  mightiness  in 
prayer.  George  Mullet  prayed  a  company  of  poor  boys  together,  and  then  he 
prayed  up  an  asylum  in  which  they  might  be  sheltered.  He  turned  his  face 
toward  EtHuburgh  and  jiraycd.  and  there  came  a  thousand  jxjunds.  He  tume<l 
his  face  toward  I/iudon  and  prayexi,  and  there  came  a  thousand  pounds.  He 
turned  his  face  toward  Dublin  and  prayed,  and  there  came  a  thousand  pounds. 
The  breath  of  Elijah's  prayer  blew  all  the  clouds  off  the  sky,  and  it  was  dry 
weather.  The  breath  of  Elijah's  prayer  blew  all  the  clouds  together,  and  it  was 
wet  weather.  Prayer,  in  Daniel's  time,  walked  the  cave  as  a  lion-tamer.  It 
reached  up.  and  took  the  sun  bj*  its  golden  bit  and  stopped  it.  We  have  all  yet 
to  try  the  fiitl  power  of  prayer.  The  time  will  come  when  the  American  Church 
will  pray  with  its  face  toward  the  West,  and  all  the  prairies  and  inland  cities  will 
surrender  to  God;  and  will  pray  with  face  toward  the  sea,  and  all  the  islands  and 
ships  will  become  Christian.  Parents  who  have  wayward  sons  will  gel  down  on 
their  knees  and  say,  "  Lord,  send  my  boy  home,"  and  the  boy  in  Canton  shall 
get  right  up  from  the  gaming-table,  and  go  down  to  the  wharf  to  find  out  which 
ship  starts  first  for  America. 

HOW  TO  PRAY. 

Not  one  of  us  yet  knows  how  to  pray.  All  we  have  done  has  only  been  pot- 
'tering  and  guessing  and  experimenting.  A  boy  gets  hold  of  his  father's  .saw  and 
hammer  and  tries  to  make  somL-lhing.  hut  it  is  a  poor  affair.  The  father  comes 
and  lakes  the  same  saw  and  hammer  and  builds  the  house  or  the  ship.  In  the  child- 
hood of  our  Christian  faith  we  m.ike  but  poor  work  with  these  weapons  of  prayer, 
but  when  we  come  to  the  stature  of  men  in  Christ  Jesus,  tlicu,  under  these  imple- 
ments, the  temple  of  God  will  rise,  and  the  world's  redemption  will  be  launched. 
God  cares  not  for  the  length  of  our  prayers,  or  the  nunilx-r  uf  our  prayers,  or  the 
beauty  of  our  prayers,  or  the  place  of  our  prayers;  but  it  is  the  faith  in  them  that 
tells — belie\-ing  that  prayer  soars  higher  than  the  lark  ever  sang,  plunges  deeper 
than  diving-bell  ever  sank,  darts  quicker  than  lightning  ever  flashed.  Though  we 
ha\'e  used  only  the  back  of  this  weapon  instead  of  tlie  edge,  what  marvels  have 
been  wrought !  If  saved,  we  are  all  the  captives  of  some  earnest  prayer.  Would 
God  that,  in  desire  for  the  rescue  of  souls,  we  might  in  prayer  lay  hold  of  the 
resources  of  the  Lord  Omnipotent. 
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As  stars  the  rcdreraccl  have  a  Iwrrowetl  light.  What  makes  Mars,  aiid  Venus, 
and  Jupiter  so  lumiuous?  Whew  tlie  sun  tlirows  down  his  torch  in  the  heavens 
t!.ie  stars  pick  up  the  scattered  brands  and  hold  them  In  procession  as  the  queen  of 
the  night  advances;  so  all  Cliristian  workers  standing  around  the  throne  will  sliine 
in  the  light  borrowed  from  the  Sun  of  Righteousness— Jesus  in  their  faces,  Jesus 
in  their  songs,  Jesus  in  their  triumph.  Christ  U'ft  heaven  onct:  for  a  tour  of 
redemption  on  earth,  yet  the  >(lorified  ones  knew  He  wonld  ciiine  buck  again.  Bui 
let  Him  abdicate  His  throne,  and  go  away  to  stay  forever,  the  music  would  .stop, 
the  congregation  disperse,  the  temples  of  God  be  darkened,  the  rivers  of  light 
stagnate,  and  every  chariot  would  become  a  hearse,  and  ever>-  bell  would  toll,  and 
there  would  not  be  room  on  the  hillsides  to  bur\-  the  dead  of  the  great  metropolis, 
for  there  would  be  pestilence  in  heaven.  But  Jesus  hvcs.  and  so  all  the  redeemed 
live  with  Him.  He  shall  reaijitiize  them  as  His  comrades  in  e.irthly  toil,  and 
Temeniber  what  tliey  did  for  tlie  honor  of  His  name  and  for  the  spre;id  of  His  king- 
dom. All  their  prayers  and  tears  and  work  will  rise  before  Him  as  He  looks  into 
their  faces,  and  He  will  divide  His  kingdom  with  them;  His  i)cace.  their  peace; 
His  holiness,  their  holiness;  His  joy,  their  joy.  The  glory  of  tlie  central  throne 
reficcted  from  the  surrounding  thrones,  the  last  spot  of  sin  struck  from  the  Chris- 
tian orb,  and  the  entire  nature  alremble  and  aflasb  with  light,  Ihey  sliall  shine  a^ 
the  stars  forever  and  ever. 


LIKE  THE  STARS. 

Christian  workers  shall  be  like  the  stars  in  the  fact  that  they  ha%-e  a  light  inde- 
pendent of  each  other.  Look  up  at  the  night,  and  see  each  world  show  its  distinct 
glory.  It  is  not  like  the  conflagration,  in  which  you  cannot  tell  where  one  flame 
sti>iw  and  another  begins.  Neptune,  Herschel,  and  Mercury  are  as  distinct  as  if 
each  one  of  them  were  ihe  only  star;  so  our  individualism  will  not  he  lost  in 
heaven.  A  great  multitude — yet  each  one  as  observable,  as  distinctly  recognized. 
as  greatly  celebrated,  as  if  in  all  the  space,  from  gate  to  gate,  and  from  hill  to  liill, 
he  were  the  only  inhabitant;  no  mixing  up — no  mob — no  indiscriminate  rush, 
each  Christian  standing  illustrious — all  the  story  of  earthly  achievement  adhering  lo 
each  one.  His  self-denials,  and  pains,  and  services,  and  victories  published.  Before 
men  went  out  to  the  last  war  tlic  orators  told  them  that  they  would  all  be  remem- 
bered by  their  counlr>',  and  their  names  are  connneniorated  in  poetn,-  and  song; 
but  go  to  the  graveyard  in  Richmond,  and  yon  will  find  there  6000  graves,  over 
each  one  of  which  is  the  iuseriplion,  "  Linkuown."  The  world  does  not  remem- 
ber its  heroes,  bnl  there  will  be  no  unrecognized  Christian  worker  in  heaven. 
Kach  one  known  by  all,  grandly  known;  known  by  awlamatiun;  nil  the  past  story 
of  work  for  God  gleaming  in  check,  and  brow,  and  foot,  and  jialm.  They  sliall 
shine  with  distinct  light  as  the  stars,  forever  and  ever. 


Christian  workers  shall  sliine  like  the  stars  in  chtsters.  lu  looking  up,  yon 
find  the  worlds  in  family  circles.  Brothers  and  sisters — they  lake  hold  of  each 
other's  hands  and  dance  in  groups.  Orion  in  a  group.  The  Pleiades  in  a  group. 
The  solar  system  is  only  a  company  of  children,  with  bright  faces,  gatliered  around 
one  grwit  fire-place.  The  worlds  do  not  straggle  off.  They  go  in  sciuadrons  and 
fleeU,  sailing  through  immcnsit>'. 

So  Christian  workers  in  heaven  will  dwell  in  neighborhoods  aud  clusters.  I 
am  sure  that  some  pet^le  I  will  like  in  heaven  a  great  deal  l»etter  than  others. 
Yonder  is  a  constellation  of  stately  Christians.  They  live  on  eartli  by  rigid  rule. 
They  never  laugh.  They  walk  e^'ery  hour,  anxious  lest  they  should  lose  their 
dignitj'.  But  they  loved  God;  and  yonder  they  shine  in  brilliant  constellation. 
Yet  I  shall  not  long  to  get  into  tliat  particular  group.  Yonder  is  a  constellation 
of  small-hearted  Christians — asteroids  in  the  eternal  astronomy.  While  some  souls 
go  up  from  Christian  battle,  and  blaze  hke  Mars,  these  asteroids  dart  a  feeble  ray 
like  Vesta.  Yonder  is  a  ci^nstellation  of  martyrs,  of  apostles,  of  patriarchs.  Our 
souls,  as  they  go  up  to  heaven,  will  seek  out  tlic  most  congenial  societj-.  Yonder 
is  a  constellation  almost  merr^'  with  the  play  of  light.  On  earth  they  were  full  of 
sympathies  and  songs,  and  tears,  and  raptures,  aud  congratulations.  When  they 
prayed,  their  words  took  fire;  when  they  sang,  the  tune  could  not  hold  them;  when 
they  wept  over  a  world's  woes,  they  sobbed  as  if  heart-broken;  when  they  ^vorked 
for  Christ,  they  llanie«l  with  enthusiasm.  Yonder  they  are — circle  of  light !  Con- 
steltatiou  of  joy  I  Galnxj-  of  fire  I  Oh  that  you  and  I,  by  that  grace  which  can 
transform  the  worst  into  the  best,  might  at  last  sail  in  the  wake  of  that  fleet,  and 
wheel  in  tliat  glorious  group,  as  the  stars,  forever  and  ever. 


FUGHT  OF  WORLDS. 

Christian  workers  will  shine  like  the  stars  in  swiftness  of  motion.  The  worlds 
do  not  stop  to  shine.  There  are  no  fixed  stare  save  as  to  relative  position.  The 
star  most  thoroughly  fixed  flies  thousands  of  miles  a  minute.  The  astronomer, 
using  his  telescope  for  an  Alpine  .stock,  leaps  from  world-crag  to  world-crag,  and 
finds  no  .star  standing  still.  The  chamois  hunter  has  to  fly  to  catch  his  prey,  but 
not  so  swift  is  his  game  as  that  which  the  scientist  tries  to  shoot  through  the  tower 
of  obscn'ator>'.  Like  petrels,  mid- Atlantic,  tliat  seem  to  come  from  no  sliore,  and 
be  bound  to  no  landing-place— AjHog,  flying — so  these  great  flocks  of  worlds  rest 
not  as  they  go — wing  and  whig — age  after  age— forever  and  ever.  Tlie  eagle 
hastens  to  its  prey,  but  we  sliall  in  spet^  beat  the  eagles.  Yon  have  noticed  the 
velocity  of  the  swift  horse  under  whose  feet  the  miles  slip  like  a  smooth  ribbon, 
and  as  he  passes  the  four  hoofe  strike  the  earth  in  such  quick  beat,  your  pulses 
take  the  some  vibration.  But  all  these  things  are  uot  swift  in  comparison  with 
the  motion  of  which  I  speak.     The  moon  moves  54,000  miles  in  a  day.     Yonder, 
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Neptune  flashes  ou  1 1 ,000  miles  in  an  liaur.  Yonder,  Mercury*  goes  109.000  niiles 
ia  an  hour.  So,  like  the  stars,  the  Christian  worker  shall  shine  in  svviflness  of 
motion.  You  hear  now  of  father,  or  mother,  or  child  .sick  1000  miles  away,  and 
it  takes  you  two  days  to  gel  to  them.  You  hear  of  some  case  of  suffering  that 
demiitiils  your  immediate  atteiitiou,  but  it  takes  you  an  hour  to  get  there.  Oh,  the 
joy  when  you  shall  take  slarn.-  speed,  and  be  equal  to  100,000  miles  an  hour. 
Having  oa  earth  got  used  to  Christian  work,  you  will  not  quit  when  death  strikes 
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yoa.  You  will  on!y  take  on  more  velocity.  There  is  a  dying  child  in  London, 
and  its  sj)irit  must  be  taken  up  to  God;  you  are  there  in  an  instant  to  do  it.  There 
is  a  youHK  man  in  New  York  to  be  arrested  from  going  into  that  gate  of  sin:  you 
are  there  in  an  instant  to  arrest  him.  All  space  open  before  you.  with  nothiug  to 
hinder  you  in  missinn  of  light,  and  love,  and  joy,  you  shall  shine  in  swiftness  of 
motion  as  the  stars,  forever  and  ever. 
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Christian  workers,  like  the  stars,  shall  shine  in  magnitude.  The  most 
illiterate  man  knows  that  these  things  in  the  sky,  looking  like  gilt  buttons,  are 
great  masses  of  matter.  To  weigh  them,  one  would  thtuk  that  it  would  require 
scales  with  a  pilhir  hundreds  of  thousands  of  miles  high,  and  chains  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  miles  long,  and  at  the  bottom  of  the  chains  basins  on  either  .side 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  miles  wide,  and  that  then  Omuiix>tencc  alone  could  put 
the  mountains  into  the  scales  and  the  hills  into  the  balance.  But  ]mny  man  has 
been  equal  to  the  undertaking,  and  has  set  a  little  balance  on  his  gt-ometr>-,  and 
weighed  world  against  world.  Yes,  he  has  pulled  out  his  measuring  line  and 
announceil  that  Herschel  is  3(i.rxx.>  miles  in  diameter,  Satnni  79.000  miles  iu 
diameter,  and  Jupiter  89,000  miles  iu  diameter,  and  that  the  smallest  pearl  on  the 
beach  of  heaven  is  immense  beyond  all  imagination.  So  all  they  who  have  toiled 
for  Christ  on  earth  shall  rise  up  to  a  magnitude  of  privilege,  and  a  magnitude 
of  strength,  and  a  magnitude  of  holiness,  and  a  magnitude  of  joy;  anil  the 
weakest  saint  in  glor>' becomes  greater  than  all  we  can  now  imagine  of  an  archangel. 

A  GLORY  THAT  NEVER  FADES. 

It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  he.  Wisdom  that  shall  know  every- 
thing: wealth  that  shall  possess  everj-tliing;  strength  thai  shall  do  everything; 
glory  that  shall  circumscribe  everything  I  We  shall  not  be  like  a  taj»er  set  in  a 
sick  man's  window,  or  a  bundle  of  sticks  kindled  on  the  beach  to  warm  a  shiver- 
ing crew;  but  yon  must  take  the  diameter  and  the  circumference  of  tlic  world  if  you 
would  get  any  idea  of  the  greatness  of  our  estate  when  we  shall  shine  as  the  stars, 

forever  and  ever. 

I^istly,  and  coming  to  this  point  my  mind  almost  breaks  down  under  the  con- 
templation— ^like  the  stars,  all  Christian  workers  shall  shine  in  duration.  The 
same  stars  that  look  down  upon  us  looked  down  upon  the  Chaldean  shepherds. 
The  meteor  that  I  saw  flashing  across  the  sky  the  other  night,  I  wonder  if  it  was 
not  tlie  same  one  tliat  pointed  down  to  where  Jesus  lay  in  the  manger,  and  if. 
ha\"ing  pointed  out  His  birthplace,  it  has  ever  since  been  wandering  through  the 
heavens,  watching  to  see  how  the  world  would  treat  Him.  When  Adam  awoke 
in  the  garden  in  the  cool  of  the  day,  he  saw  coming  out  through  the  dusk  of  the 
evening  tlie  same  worlds  that  greet  us  now. 

The  star  at  which  the  mariner  looks  to-night  was  the  light  by  which  the 
.ihips  of  Tarshifth  were  giiided  across  the  Mediterranean  and  the  Venetian  flotilla 
found  its  way  into  Lepanto.  Their  nrmor  is  as  bright  to-night  as  when,  in 
ancient  battle,  the  stars  in  their  courses  fought  against  Sisera.  To  the  ancients 
the  stars  were  symbols  of  eternity.  But  here  the  figure  entirely  breaks  down — 
not  in  defeat,  but  in  the  majesties  of  the  judgment.  The  stars  shall  not  shine 
forever.     The  Bible  says  tliey  shall  fall   like  autumnal  Leaves.      It  is  almost 
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impossible  for  a  mat:  to  take  in  a  courser  going  a  mile  in  three  niiitutes;  but  God 
shall  take  in  the  worlds,  flying  a  hundred  thouiuind  miles  an  hour,  by  one  pull  uf 
His  little  Bngcr.  As,  when  the  factory  band  slips  at  nigbt-fall  from  the  main 
whtel,  all  the  smaller  whet-ls  slacken  their  speed,  and  with  slower  and  slower 
motion  they  luni  until  they  come  to  a  full  stop,  so  tliis  great  machiuerj-  of  the 
nnivcrec,  wheel  within  wheel,  making  revolution  of  appalling  speed,  shall  by  the 
touch  of  God's  liand  slip  tJie  band  of  present  law  and  slacken  and  stop.  That  is 
what  will  be  the  matter  with  the  mountains.  The  chariots  in  which  tfaey  ride 
shall  halt  so  suddenly  that  the  kings  shall  be  Oirown  out.  Star  after  star  sliall  be 
carried  out  to  burial  amid  funeral  torcbe^  an<i  burning  worlds.  But  the  Christian 
workers  shall  never  quit  their  thrones — they  shall  reign  forever  and  ever.  If,  b\* 
some  invasion  from  hel',  the  attempt  were  made  to  carry  them  off  into  captivity 
from  heaven,  the  retleemed.  on  while  horses  of  victory,  would  ride  down  the  foe, 
and  all  the  steep  of  the  sky  would  resound  with  the  crash  of  the  overwhelmed 
cohorts  tumbled  headlong  out  of  heaven. 
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PRACTICAL  HINTS  AND   EXAMPLES  BY  WHICH  OUR  DATS  MAY  BE 
BOTH   LENGTHENED  AND   BLESSED. 

^'  the  uiislake  of  its  frietids  religion  lias  been  chiefly  associated 
with  sick  iK-ds  and  graveyartk.  The  whole  subject  to  niaay 
people  is  odoroas  with  cliolorine  and  carbolic  add.  There  are 
people  who  cauiiot  pronounce  the  word  religion  without  hear- 
ing in  it  tlic  clipping  chisel  of  the  tombstone  cutler,  I  lis  high 
time  that  this  thing  were  changed,  and  that  religion,  iiislcad  of 
being  represented  as  a  hearse  to  carry  out  tlie  dead,  should  be 
represented  as  a  t-liariut  in  wliich  Uie  living  are  to  triumph. 

Religion,  so  far  from  sublr;ictiug  from  one's  vitality,  is  a  glorious 
addition.  It  is  sanative,  curative,  hygienic.  Il  is  good  for  the  eyes, 
good  for  the  ears,  good  for  the  spleen,  good  for  the  digestion,  good 
for  the  nerves,  good  for  the  muscles.  W'licti  D.ivid  praye<l  that 
religion  might  be  dominant,  be  did  not  speak  of  it  as  a  mild  sick- 
ness, or  an  emaciation,  or  an  attack  of  moral  and  spiritual  cramp; 
he  spoke  of  it  as  "the  saving  health  of  all  nations;"  while  God 
promises  longevity  to  the  pious,  saying:  "With  long  life  I  will 
satisfy  him." 

The  fact  is  Ihat  men  and  women  die  loo  so(»i.  Il  is  high  time  that  religion 
joined  the  hand  of  medifTi]  science  in  altempling  to  improve  human  longevity. 
Adam  lived  930  years.  Methuselah  lived  969  years.  As  late  in  the  histor>'  of  the 
world  as  Vespasian  Uiere  were  at  one  time  in  his  empire  forty-five  people  I35years 
of  age.  So  far  down  as  the  sixteenth  century.  I*eter  Zartan  died  at  185  years  of 
age.  I  do  not  say  that  religion  will  ever  take  the  race  back  to  antediluvian 
longevity,  but  I  do  say  the  length  of  liunian  life  will  be  greatly  improvi'd. 

MERE  DWARFS. 

It  is  said  in  Isaiah:  "The  child  shall  die  a  hundred  years  old."  Now.  if 
according  to  Scripture  the  child  is  to  be  a  hundred  years  old,  may  not  the  men  and 
women  reach  to  300.  and  400  and  500?  The  fact  is  that  we  are  mere  dwarfs  and 
skeletons  compared  with  some  of  the  generations  that  are  to  come.     Take  the 
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African  race.  They  have  been  under  Ijondage  for  centuries.  Give  thou  a  chance 
and  they  dex'dop  a  Frederick  Douglass  or  a  Toussaint  L'Ch'ertitre.  And  if  the 
white  race  shall  be  brought  from  under  the  serfdom  of  siu,  wliat  shall  be  the 
body?  What  shall  be  the  soul?  Religion  has  only  just  touched  our  world. 
Give  it  full  power  for  a  few  centuries,  and  who  can  tell  what  will  be  the  strength 
of  man  and  the  beauty  of  womau,  and  the  longevity  of  all.. 

My  design  is  to  shi)w  that  practical  religion  is  the  friend  of  long  life.  I 
prove  it,  first,  from  the  fact  that  it  makes  the  care  of  our  healtli  a  positive  Christian 
duty.  Whether  we  shall  keep  early  or  late  hours,  whether  we  sliall  take  food 
digestible  or  indigestible,  whether  there  shall  be  thorough  or  incomplete  luastica- 
tion,  are  questions  very  often  deferred  to  the  realm  of  whimsicality;  but  tlie 
Christian  man  lifts  this  whole  problem  of  health  into  the  accountable  and  the 
divine.  He  says;  "  God  has  given  me  this  body,  and  he  has  called  it  the  temple 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  to  deface  its  altars  or  mar  its  walls  or  crumble  its  pillars  is 
a  God-defying  sacrilege."  He  sees  God's  calligraphy  in  every  page — anatomical 
and  physiological.  He  says:  "God  has  given  me  a  wondcrfiil  body  for  noble 
purposes." 

That  arm  with  thirty-two  curious  bones  wielded  by  forty -six  curious  miLScIes, 
and  all  under  the  brain's  telegraphy;  ;;50  pounds  of  blood  rushing  through  the 
heart  o'crj-  hour,  the  heart  in  twenty-four  hours  beating  100.000  times,  during 
the  Iwenly-four  hours  overcoming  resistances  amounting  to  224,000,000  pounds  of 
weight,  during  the  same  time  the  lungs  taking  in  £ft>--sevenbogshea<hiDf  air,  and 
all  this  meclianism  not  more  mighty  thau  delicate  and  easily  disturbed  and 
demolished. 

The  Christian  man  says  to  nimseli*:  "  If  I  hurt  my  nerves,  if  I  hurt  my  brain, 
if  I  hurt  any  of  my  physical  faculties,  1  insult  God  and  call  for  dire  retribution." 
Why  did  God  tell  the  Levites  not  to  offer  to  Him  in  sacrifice  animals  imperfect  and 
diseased  ?  lie  meant  to  tell  us  in  all  the  ages  that  we  are  to  offer  to  God  our  very 
best  physical  condition,  and  a  man  who,  through  irregular  or  gluttonous  eatings 
niins  his  liciiUh,  is  not  offering  to  G(xl  such  a  sacrifice.  WHiy  did  Paul  write  for 
his  cloak  at  Troas  ?  Why  should  such  a  great  man  as  Paul  be  Jinxious  alx)ut  a 
tiling  so  insignificant  as  an  overcoat?  It  was  because  he  knew  that  with  pneu- 
monia and  rheumatism  lie  would  not  be  worth  half  as  much  to  God  and  the 
Church  OS  with  respiration  easy  and  foot  free. 


PHYSICAL  HEALTH. 

An  intelligent  Christian  man  would  consider  it  an  absurdity  to  knee!  down  at 
night  and  pray  and  ask  God's  protection  while  at  the  same  time  he  kept  the  win- 
dows of  his  bedroom  tight  shut  against  fresh  air.  He  wotdd  just  as  soon  think 
of  going  out  ou  the  bridge  between  New  York  and  Brooklyn,  leaping  off  and  tlien 
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praying  to  God  to  keep  him  from  getting  hurt.  Just  as  long  as  you  defer  tliis 
whole  subject  of  pliysical  health  to  the  realm  of  wbinisicalit>*,  or  to  the  pastrj' 
cook,  or  to  the  butcher,  or  to  the  baker,  or  to  tlie  apoUiecar>-,  or  to  the  clothier, 
you  arc  not  acting  like  a  Christian.  Take  care  of  all  of  yonr  physical  forces — 
nen'oas,  muscular,  bene,  brain,  cellular  tissue — for  all  you  must  be  brought  to 
judgment. 

Smoking  your  ner\ous  system  into  fidgets,  bnniing  out  the  coating  of  your 
stomach  with  wine,  logwooclcd  and  slrj-chnincd,  walking  with  thin  shoes  to  make 
your  feet  look  delicate,  piuclied  at  the  waist  until  you  are  nigh  cut  in  two.  and 
neither  part  worth  anything,  groaning  alxjut  sick  headache  and  palpitalitni  of  Ihe 
heart,  which  you  think  came  from  God,  when  they  came  from  your  own  folly. 
When  the  doorkeeper  of  Congress  fell  dead  from  excessive  io>-  because  Burgoyne 
had  surrendered  at  Saratoga,  and  Philip  the  Fifth,  of  Spain,  dropped  dead  at  the 
news  of  his  countrj-'s  defeat  In  battle,  and  Cardinal  Wolsey  expired  as  a  result  of 
Kenrj' the  Eighth's  anathema,  it  was  demonstrated  that  the  body  and  soul  are 
Siamese  twins,  and  when  j'ou  thrill  the  one  with  joy  or  sorrow  you  thrill  the 
other.  We  might  as  well  recognize  the  tremendous  fact  that  there  are  two  mighty 
fortresses  in  tlie  human  body,  the  heart  and  the  liver;  the  heart  the  fortress  of  all 
the  graces,  the  liver,  tlie  fjrtress  of  all  the  furies. 

What  right  has  any  man  or  woman  to  deface  the  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost? 
What  is  the  car  ?  Why,  it  is  the  whispering  gallery  of  the  human  soul.  What  is 
the  eye  ?  It  is  the  observatory  God  constmctcd,  its  telescope  sweeping  the  heavens. 
What  is  the  hand  ?  An  instrument  so  wonderftil  that  when  the  Karl  of  Bridge- 
water  bequeathed  in  his  will  $40,000  for  treatises  to  l>e  written  on  the  wisdom, 
power  and  goodness  of  God,  Sir  Charles  Bell,  the  great  English  anatomist  and 
surgeon,  found  his  greatest  illtLslralion  in  the  conslniction  of  the  hntnau  hand, 
devoting  his  whole  book  to  that  .subject.  So  wonderful  are  these  bodies  lliat  God 
names  His  own  attributes  after  different  parts  of  them.  His  omni.science — it  is 
God's  eye.  His  omnipresence — it  is  God's  ear.  His  omnipotence — it  is  God's 
arm.  The  upholsterj' of  the  midnight  heavens — it  is  the  work  of  God's  fingers. 
His  life-giving  power — it  is  the  breath  of  the  Almighty.  His  dominion — "The 
government  .shall  be  upon  His  shoulders."  A  body  .so  divinely  honored  and  so 
divinely  constructed — let  us  be  carefnl  not  to  abu.se  it. 

When  it  l)ecomes  a  Christian  duty  to  take  care  of  our  health.is  not  the  whole 
tcudencj-  toward  longe^Ht\-  ?  If  I  toss  my  watch  about  recklessly  and  drop  it  on 
the  pavcmeut  and  wind  it  up  any  time  of  day  or  night  I  happen  to  think  iif  it. 
and  often  let  it  nni  down,  wliile  >'Ou  are  careful  with  your  watch  and  never  abuse 
it,  and  wind  it  np  just  at  the  same  hour  every  night  and  put  it  in  a  place  where  it 
will  not  suffer  from  the  x'iolent  changes  of  atmosphere,  which  watch  will  last  the 
longer  ?    Common  sense  answers.     Now,  the  human  body  is  God's  watch.    Yon 
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see  the  hands  of  the  watch,  you  sec  the  face  of  the  watch,  but  the  beating  of  the 
heart  is  the  licking  of  the  watch.     Oh,  be  careful  and  do  not  let  it  run  down  ! 

DISSIPATIONS   THAT    DE5TR0V    HEALTH. 

Practical  religion  is  ii  friend  of  longevity  in  the  fact  that  it  is  a  protest  against 
dissipations  which  injure  and  destroj-  the  health.  Bad  men  and  women  livea  verj* 
short  life.  Their  sins  kill  tlicni.  I  know  hundreds  of  good  old  men.  but  I  do  not 
know  half  a  dozen  had  old  men.  Why  ?  Tliey  do  not  get  old.  Lord  Byron  died 
at  Missolonghi  at  thirty-six  years  of  age,  himself  his  own  Mazcppa,  his  unbridled 
passioiis  the  horse  tliat  dashed  with  him  into  the  desert.  Hdgar  Allan  Poc  died  at 
Baltimore  at  thirty  eight  years  of  age.  The  black  ra%'eu  that  alighted  on  the  bust 
above  his  dmmber  door  was  delirium  tremens— 

Only  this  and  nothing  more. 

Napoleon  Bonaparte  livcil  only  just  l)e>'ond  mid-life,  and  die<l  at  St.  Helena, 
and  one  of  the  docters  said  that  his  disease  was  induced  by  excessive  snnffing.  The 
hero  of  Auslerlitz,  the  man  who  by  one  step  of  his  foot  in  the  centre  of  Europe 
shook  the  earth,  killed  by  a  snufT-box  !  Oh,  how  many  people  we  have  kno^vn 
who  have  not  lived  out  half  their  days  because  of  their  dissipations  and  indul- 
gences !    Now  practical  religion  is  a  protest  against  all  dissipation  of  any  kind. 

"But,"  you  say,  "professors  of  religion  have  iallen,  professors  of  religion 
have  got  drunk,  professors  of  religion  have  misappropriated  trust  funds,  professors 
of  religion  have  aKsconded."  Yes,  bnt  they  threw  away  their  religion  before  they 
did  their  morality.  If  a  man  on  a  White  Star  Line  steamer  bound  for  Liverpool  in 
mid- Atlantic  jumps  overboard  and  is  drowned,  is  that  anything  against  the  White 
Star  Line's  capacity'  to  take  the  man  across  the  ocean  ?  And  if  a  man  jumps  over 
the  gunwale  of  his  religion  and  goes  down  never  to  rise,  is  thai  any  reason  fi>r 
your  believing  that  religion  has  no  capacity  to  take  the  man  clear  through  ?  In 
the  one  case  if  he  had  kept  to  the  .steamer  his  body  would  have  been  saved;  in  the 
other  case  if  he  had  kept  to  his  religion  his  morals  would  liave  been  saved. 

There  are  aged  people  who  wonld  have  been  dead  twenly-five  years  ago  but 
for  the  defences  and  equipoise  of  religion.  You  have  no  more  natural  resistance 
than  hundreds  of  people  who  lie  in  the  cemeteries  to-day,  slain  by  their  own 
vices.  The  doctors  made  their  case  askind  and  pleasant  as  they  could,  and  it  was 
called  congestion  of  the  brain,  or  something  else,  but  the  snakes  and  the  blue  flics 
that  seemed  to  crawl  ov-er  the  pillow  ui  the  sight  of  the  delirous  patient  showed 
what  was  the  matter  with  him.  You,  the  aged  Christian  man.  walked  along  l)y 
that  nuhappy  one  until  you  came  to  the  golden  pillar  of  a  Christian  life.  You 
went  to  the  right;  he  went  to  the  left.  That  is  all  the  difFerence  between  ynu.  Oh. 
if  this  religion  is  a  protest  agaiii.st  all  forms  of  dissipation,  then  it  is  an  illuslrioi^s 
friend  of  longevitj*.     "  With  long  life  will  I  satisfy  him." 
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WORRY  AND   TROUBLE. 

Religion  is  a  friend  of  longevity  in  the  fact  that  it  takes  the  worry  out  of  our 
teni]x>ralities.  It  is  not  work  that  kills  men;  it  is  w-orry.  When  a  man  becomes 
a  genuine  Christian  be  makes  over  to  God  not  only  his  affections,  bnt^is  family, 
his  business,  his  rcpntotifiii.  his  Ixxly.  his  mind,  his  snnl — everj'thing.  InrltLStri- 
ous  he  will  l>e.  but  ne\er  worrjing,  Ix-cause  God  is  mannji^ing  his  affairs.  How 
can  he  \vorr>*  alxiut  business,  when  in  answer  to  his  prayers  God  tells  him  when 
to  buy  and  when  to  sell;  and  if  he  gain  that  is  best,  and  if  he  lose  that  is  best? 
Suppose  you  had  a  supernatural  neighbor  who  came  in  and  said: 

"  Sir,  I  want  you  to  calUon  me  in  ever;'  exigency;  I  am  your  fast  friend;  I 
could  fall  back  on  $70,000,000;  I  can  foresee  a  panic  ten  years;  I  hold  the  controll- 
ing stock  in  thirty  of  the  best  moneUiry  institutions  of  Xew  York:  whenever  you 
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are  in  trouble  call  on  nie  and  I  will  help  you;  you  can  have  my  money  and  you 
can  have  my  influence;  here  is  my  hand  in  pledge  for  it." 

How  much  would  you  worry  about  business?  UHiy,  you  would  say:  *'I'U 
do  the  best  I  can,  and  then  I'll  depend  on  my  friend's  generosity  for  the  rest." 

Now,  more  than  that  ispromiiied  to  every  Christian  bg.sincss  man.  God  says 
to  him:  "  I  own  New  York,  and  London,  and  St.  Petersburg,  and  Tekin;  and  Aus- 
tralia and  California  are  mine;  I  can  foresee  a  panic  a  million  years:  I  have  all 
the  resources  of  the  universe,  and  I  am  your  fast  friend;  when  you  get  in  l)nsincss 
trouble,  or  any  other  trouble,  call  on  Me  and  I  will  help;  here  is  My  hand  in  pledge 
of  omntpotL-nt  deliverance." 

How  much  shotdd  that  man  worry?  Not  much.  What  lion  will  dare  to  put  his 
paw  on  that  Daniel  ?  Is  there  not  rest  in  this  ?  Is  there  not  an  eternal  vacation  in  thi&> 
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"  Oh,"  you  saj';  "  here  is  a 
man  who  asked  God  for  a  bless- 
ing in  a  certain  enterprise,  and 
he  lost  $5000  in  it.  Explain 
that."  I  ttill.  Yonder  is  a  fac- 
tory, and  one  wheel  is  going 
north  and  the  other  wheel  is 
going  south,  and  one  wheel 
plays  laterally  and  the  other 
plays  vertically.  I  go  to  the 
manufacturer  and  I  say;  "  O 
manufacturer,  your  inachiner)'  is 
a  contradiction.  Why  do  you 
not  make  all  the  wheels  go  one 
way  ?'■ 

"Well."  he  said,  "I  made 
t}iem  go  in  o[>ixtNite  directions 
on  purpose,  and  they  produce 
the  right  result.  You  go  down 
stairs  and  examine  the  carpets 
we  are  turning  out  in  this  estali- 
Itshmcnt  and  you  will  see."  I 
go  down  on  the  other  floor  and 
I  stx  the  carpets,  and  I  am  obliged 
to  confess  that  though  the  wheels 
in  that  factor>*  go  in  opposite 
directions,  tliey  tuni  out  a  Iwau- 
tiful  result;  and  while  I  am 
standing  there  looking  at  the 
exquisite  fabric  an  old  Scripture 
passage  conies  into  my  miud : 
"  All  things  work  together  for 
good  to  them  who  love  God." 
J<.  there  not  rest  in  thai  ?  Is 
there  not  tonic  in  that  ?  Is  there 
not  Ionge\-it5'  in  tluit  ? 

There  is  a  kind  of  siclcness 
that  is  heautiftil  when  it  conies 
from  overwork  for  God,  or  one's 
cotuitr>'.  or  one's  own  family.     I 
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have  seen  wonnds  that  were  glorious.  After  the  battle  of  Antietain,  in  the  hospital 
a  soldier  in  reply  to  my  question:  "Where  arc  you  hurt  ?' '  uncovered  his  bosom 
and  showed  me  a  gash  that  lotiked  like  a  badge  of  eternal  nobility.  I  have  seen 
an  empty  sleeve  that  was  more  beautiful  llian  the  most  miLicidar  foreann.  I  have 
seen  a  green  shade  over  the  eye  shot  out  lu  battle  that  was  more  beautiful  tliaa 
any  two  eyes  that  had  passed  wilhnut  injur>'.  I  have  seen  an  old  missionary, 
woni-out  with  the  malaria  of  African  jungles,  who  looked  more  radiant  to  me 
than  a  rubicund  g>mnast.  I  have  seen  a  mother,  after  a  six  weeks'  watching 
o\'er  a  family  of  children  down  with  the  scarlet  fever,  with  a  glory  anmnd  her  pale 
and  wan  face  that  surpassed  the  angelic.  It  all  dej^ends  on  how  you  got  your 
sickness  and  in  what  battle  your  wounds.  Frederick  T.  Freliiighuysen,  the  pride 
of  New  Jersey— ay,  of  the  nation — and  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  Cbristian  Church, 
and  for  nearly  four  years  practically  President  of  the  United  Slates,  although  in 
the  office  of  Secretary  of  State,  in  his  detenuiuation  to  make  peace  with  all  the 
govemmeuLs  on  this  American  continent,  wore  himself  out,  and  while  his  brain 
was  as  keen  as  it  e\'cr  was,  and  his  lieart  beat  as  regularly  as  il  ever  did,  he  was, 
according  to  the  bulletins  of  his  physicians  at  Washuigtoii  and  Newark,  dying 
of  hardening  of  the  liver.  Satan,  who  docs  not  like  good  men.  sent  a  dart 
through  his  liver.  The  last  my  dear  friend  for  he  was  my  friend  and  my  father's 
friend  before  me — the  last  he  was  seen  in  Washington  was  in  the  Prcsident*s 
carriage,  leaning  his  head  against  the  shoulder  of  the  President,  nn  his  way  to  the 
depot  to  take  the  train  to  go  home  to  die.  Martyr  of  the  public  sen-ice.  he  died 
for  his  country,  though  he  died  in  time  of  peace.  In  his  earlier  life  he  was 
called  the  nephew  of  his  uncle,  Theodore  Frelinghuysen,  bnt  he  lived  to 
render  for  God  and  his  countr\'  a  service  that  will  make  others  proud  to  be 
his  nephew,  and  which  will  keep  his  name  on  the  scroll  of  history  as  the 
highest  st\'Ie  of  Chrt.stian  statesman  that  this  century  or  any  other  century  has 
produced. 

COMFORTING  ASSURANCES. 

Practical  religion  is  a  friend  of  longevity  in  tlie  fact  that  it  removes  all  cor- 
roding care  alK;>ut  a  future  existence.  Every  man  wants  to  know  what  is  to  become 
of  him.  If  you  get  on  board  a  rail  train  you  want  to  kuow  at  what  depot  it  is  going 
to  stop;  if  you  get  on  board  a  ship  you  want  to  know  into  what  harbor  it  is  going 
to  run,  and  if  you  should  tell  me  you  have  no  interest  in  what  is  to  be  your  future 
destiny,  I  would,  in  a.<t  polite  way  as  I  know  how,  tell  you  I  did  not  bclicTC  you. 
Before  I  had  this  matter  settled  with  reference  to  my  fnlnrc  existence,  the  question 
almost  worried  me  into  rtiincd  health.  The  anxieties  men  have  ujion  this  subject 
put  together  would  make  a  martyrdom.  This  is  a  slate  of  awftd  unheal thiness. 
There  are  people  who  fret  thcm.sclvcs  to  death  for  fear  of  dying.  I  want  to  take  the 
strain  off  your  nerves  and  the  depression  off  your  soul,  and  I  make  two  or  three 
experiments. 
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Experiment  First:  When  you  go  out  of  tliis  world  it  does  not  make  any  dif- 
ference whether  you  have  been  good  or  bad,  or  whether  you  believe  truth  or  error, 
you  will  go  straight  to  gIor>'. 

"  Impossible,"  you  say;  "  my  common  sense  an  well  as  my  religion  leaches 
me  that  the  bad  and  the  good  cannot  live  together  forever.  You  give  me  no  com- 
fort in  thai  experiment." 

Experiment  Second;  When  you  leave  this  world  you  will  go  into  on  inter- 
mediate state,  where  you  can  get  converted  and  prepared  for  heaven. 
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"euACt.  bh  stiLJ.." 

"  Impossible,"  you  say:  ' '  as  the  tree  falleth  so  it  must  lie,  and  I  cannot  post- 
pone to  an  intermediate  state  reformation  which  ought  to  have  been  effected  in  this 
state." 

Experiment  Third:  There  is  no  future  world;  when  a  man  dies  that  is  the 
last  of  him.  Do  not  worry  about  what  you  are  to  do  in  another  slate  of  being; 
you  will  not  do  anything. 

"  Impossible."  you  say;  "  there  is  something  that  tells  me  that  death  is  not 
the  appendix,  but  the  preface;  there  is  something  that  tells  mc  that  on  this  side  of 
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the  grave  I  only  get  started,  and  that  I  shall  go  on  forever;  ray  |xjwer  to  think 
says,  'forever';  my  afTectioiis  say,  'forever';  my  capacity  to  enjoy  or  suffer, 
•forever.'" 

Well,  you  defeat  me  in  my  three  experiments.  I  have  only  one  more  to 
make,  and  if  you  defeat  me  in  that  I  am  exhausted:  A  mighty  One,  ou  a  kuoll 
back  of  Jenisak-m,  one  day,  the  skies  filled  witli  forked  lightnings  tind  tlie  earth 
filled  with  volcanic  disturbances,  turned  Uis  pale  and  agonized  face  toward  the 
heavens,  and  said:  I  take  the  sins  and  sorrows  of  Uic  ages  into  My  own  heart.  I 
am  the  expiation.     Witness  earth  and  hciiven  and  hell,  I  am  the  expiation. 

And  the  hammer  struck  Him,  and  the  spears  punctured  Him,  and  heaven 
thmidered:  "  The  wages  of  sin  is  death  !"  "  The  soul  that  sinncth  it  shall  die  !" 
"  I  will  by  no  uieaiis  clear  the  guilty  !"  Then  there  was  silence  for  half  an  hour, 
and  the  lightnings  were  drawn  back  into  the  scabbard  of  the  sky,  and  the  earth 
ceased  to  quiver  and  all  the  colors  of  the  sky  began  to  shift  themselves  into  a 
rainbow  woven  out  of  the  falling  tears  of  Jesus,  and  there  was  red  as  of  the  blood- 
sliedding,  and  there  was  bine  as  of  the  bruising,  and  there  was  green  ns  of  the 
heavenly  foliage,  and  there  was  orange  as  of  the  day -dawn.  And  along  the  line 
of  the  blue  I  saw  the  words:  "I  was  bruLsed  for  their  iniquities.'*  And  along 
Uie  line  of  the  red  T  saw  the  words:  ' "  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  from  all 
sin."  And  along  the  line  of  the  green  I  saw  the  words:  "  The  leaves  of  the  tree 
of  life  for  the  healing  of  the  nations."  And  along  the  Hue  of  the  orange  I  saw 
the  words:  "  The  day-spring  from  on  high  hath  visited  us. " 


THE  SACRIFICE  TO  ACCEPT. 

And  then  I  .saw  the  storm  was  over,  and  the  rainbow  rose  higher  and  higher 
until  it  seemed  retreating  to  another  heaven,  aiid  planting  one  column  of  its  colors 
on  one  side  the  eternal  hill,  and  planting  the  other  column  of  its  colors  ou  llie 
other  side  the  etenial  hill,  it  rose  upward  and  upward,  "  and  behold  there  was  a 
rainbow  about  the  throne," 

Accept  this  sacrifice  and  quit  worrying.  Take  the  tonic,  the  inspiration,  the 
longevity  of  this  truth.  Religion  is  sunshine;  that  is  health.  Religion  is  fresh 
air  and  pure  water.  Relijj^on  is  warmth;  that  is  healthy.  Ask  nil  the  doctors 
and  they  will  tell  you  that  a  quiet  cnnscienoe  and  pleasant  anticipations  arc 
hygienic.     I  offer  you  jicrfect  peace  now  and  hereafter. 

What  do  you  want  in  the  future  world  ?  Tell  me  and  you  shall  have  it. 
Orchards?  There  are  the  trees  with  twelve  manner  of  fruits,  yielding  fruit  ever>- 
niontli.  Water  scenery  ?  There  is  tlie  River  of  Ijfe,  from  under  the  throne  of 
God,  clear  an  cr>-stal,  andtlie  .sea  of  glass  mingled  with  fire.  Do  you  want  music? 
There  is  the  oratorio  of  the  Creation  led  on  by  Adam,  and  t!ie  oratorio  of  the  Red 
Sea  led  on  by  Moses,  and  the  oratorio  of  the  Messiah  led  ou  by  St.  Paul,  while 
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REACHING  THE  GOLDEN  SHORE  ON   FRAGMENTS  OF  WRECK. 


liVER  off  Goodwin  Sauds,  or  the  Skerries,  or  Cape  Hatteras 
was  a  ship  in  worse  predicament  than  in  the  Mediterra- 
nean hurricane  was  tlie  grain  ship,  on  which  276  passen- 
gers were  driven  on  the  coast  of  Malta,  five  miles  from  the 
metropolis  of  that  island,  called  Civita  Vecchia.  After  a 
twn  weeks'  tcniinrst  ami  the  ship  was  entirely  disabled,  and 
captain  and  crew  had  become  completely  demoralized,  an 
old  missionary  took  command  of  tlie  vessel.  He  was 
small,  crooked-back  and  sore-eyed,  according  to  tradition.  It  was  Paul,  the  only 
unscared  man  aboard.  He  was  no  more  afraid  of  a  Kuroclydon  tossing  the  Medi- 
terranean Sea,  now  up  to  the  gales  of  heaveu  and  now  sinking  it  to  the  gates  of 
hell,  than  he  was  afraid  of  a  kitten  playing  with  a  siring.  He  ordered  them  all 
down  to  take  their  rations,  first  asking  for  them  a  blessing.  Then  he  insured  all 
their  lives,  telling  them  they  would  be  rescued,  and,  so  far  from  losing  tlieir  heads, 
they  would  not  lose  so  mucli  of  their  hair  as  >  ou  could  cut  off  with  one  click  of  the 
scissors;  ay,  not  a  thread  of  it,  whether  it  were  gray  with  age  or  golden  with  youth. 
"  There  shall  not  a  hair  fal]  from  the  head  of  any  of  you." 

THE  WRECK. 

Knowing  that  they  can  never  get  to  the  desired  port,  they  make  the  sea  on  the 
fourteenth  night  black  with  overthrown  cargo,  so  that  when  the  ship  strikes  it  will 
not  strike  so  heavily.  At  daybreak  they  saw  a  creek,  and  in  Uieir  exigency  resolved 
to  make  kir  it.  And  so  the>-  cut  the  cables,  took  in  the  two  paddles  that  the>-  bad 
on  these  old  boats,  and  hoisted  the  m.i)nsatt  so  that  they  might  come  with  such  Ji"»rce 
as  to  be  driven  high  up  on  the  beach  by  some  fortunate  billow.  Tbcre  slie  goes — 
tumbling  toward  the  rock,  now  prow  foremost,  now  stem  foremost,  now  rolling 
over  to  the  starboard,  now  a  wave  dashes  clear  over  the  deck,  and  it  seems  as  if 
the  old  craft  has  gone  fore\'er.  But  up  she  comes  again.  Paul's  arm  around  a 
mast,  he  cries;   "  All  is  well.     God  has  given  me  all  those  that  sail  with  me." 

Crash  went  the  prow  whh  such  force  that  it  broke  off  the  mast.  Crash  wont 
the  timbers  till  the  sea  ruslted  through  from  side  to  side  of  the  vessel.     She  parts 
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igtiieiits  the  vessel,  and  into  the  waves  276  mor- 
tals are  precipitated.  Some  of  them  had  been  brought  up  on  the*  seashore  and  had 
leanted  to  swim,  and  with  their  chins  just  above  the  waves,  and  by  stroke  of  both 
arms  and  jirupulsiou  of  Iwih  feet,  they  put  out  (or  the  beach  and  reach  it.  But 
alas  !  for  those  others.  They  have  never  learned  to  swim,  or  they  were  wounded 
by  the  falling  of  the  mast,  or  the  ner\'0us  shock  was  too  great  for  tliem.  And 
others  had  been  weakened  by  the  long  aea-sickne^'t. 

Oh,  what  will  become  of  them  ?  *'  Take  that  piece  of  a  rudder,"  says  Paul  to 
one.  "Take  that  fragment  of  a  spar,"  says  Paul  to  another.  "  Take  tliat  table." 
"Take  that  image  of  Castor  and  Pollux."  "Take  that  plank  from  the  lifeboat." 
"  Take  anything  and  head  for  the  Ijeach." 

What  II  slrugRle  for  life  in  the  breakers  !  Oh,  the  merciless  waters,  how  they 
sweep  over  the  heads  of  men,  women  and  children  !  Hold  on  there  !  Almost 
ashore,  keep  up  your  courage  !  Remember  what  Paul  told  you.  There  the  reced- 
ing wave  on  the  beach  leaves  in  the  sand  a  whole  family.  There  crawls  up  out  of 
the  surf  the  centurion.  There  another  plank  comes  in  with  a  life  clinging  fast  to 
it.  There  another  piece  of  the  shattered  vessel  with  its  freightage  of  an  immortal 
soul.  They  must  by  this  time  all  be  saved.  Yes;  there  conies  in  last  of  all,  for 
he  had  been  overseeing  the  rest,  the  old  missionary-,  who  wrings  the  water  from 
his  gray  beard  and  cries  out:  "  Thank  God,  all  arc  here  !" 

Gather  them  around  the  fire  and  call  the  roll.  Paul  builds  a  fire,  and  when  the 
bundles  of  sticks  begin  to  crackle,  and,  standing  and  sitting  amund  the  blaze,  the 
passengers  begin  to  recover  from  their  chill,  and  their  wet  clothes  begin  to  do*,  and 
warmth  begins  to  come  into  all  the  shivering  passengers,  let  the  purser  of  the  vessel 
go  round  and  .see  if  any  of  the  poor  creatures  are  missing.  Not  one  of  the  crowd 
ihal  were  plunged  into  the  sea.  How  it  relieves  our  anxiety  as  we  read:  "  Some 
on  broken  pieces  of  the  ship,  and  so  it  came  to  pass  lhe>'  all  escaped  safe  to  laud." 

Having  on  previous  occasions  Imike^l  at  the  other  passengers,  I  confine  myself 
liere  to  an  examination  of  tliose  who  came  in  on  broken  pieces  of  the  ship.  There 
is  something  about  them  that  excites  in  me  an  intense  interest.  I  am  not  so  much 
interested  in  those  that  could  swim.  They  got  ashore,  as  I  expected.  A  mile  of 
water  is  not  a  ver>'  great  undertaking  for  a  strong  swimmer,  or  even  two  miles  are 
not.  But  I  cannot  stop  thinking  about  those  on  broken  pieces  of  the  ship.  The 
great  gosjH:!  ship  is  the  finest  vessel  of  the  universe,  and  can  carT>'  more  passengers 
than  any  ship  e\'er  constnicte<I.  and  you  could  no  more  wreck  it  than  you  could 
wreck  the  throne  of  God  Almighty.  I  wish  all  the  people  would  come  aboard  of 
her.  I  could  not  promise  a  smooth  voyage,  for  ofltinics  it  will  be  tcmpestuota  or 
a  chopped  sea,  but  I  could  promise  .safe  arrival  f(*r  all  who  look  passage  on  that 
Great  Kasteni.  so  called  by  me  l>ecause  its  conmiander  came  out  of  the  Kast,  the 
star  of  the  East  a  badge  of  His  authority. 
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But  a  vast  inullilnde  do  not  take  regular  passaRc.  Their  theology  is  broken 
in  pieces,  and  tlieir  lives  are  broken  iu  pieces,  and  Uieir  habits  are  brokeu  iii  piectrs, 
and  their  worldly  and  spiritual  prospects  are  broken  in  pieces,  and  yet  I  believe 
they  are  going  lo  reach  the  shining  shore;  and  I  am  eiicuiiragu-d  b>-  the  exfierieiice 
of  those  people  who  were  saved  with  Paul,  and  the*  promise  on  record  thai  even 
the  sea  shall  give  up  its  dead,  mother  and  child,  father  aud  sou,  sailor  and  ca|>Liin, 
if  tJiey  died  in  Christ,  to  whatever  port  in  life  they  were  bound  they  shall  gain  the 
heavenly  port. 

I  do  not  uuderratc  the  value  of  a  great  theological  system,  but  where  in  all  the 
Bible  is  thurc  anything  that  says:  Believe  in  John  Calvin  and  thou  shalt  be  saved, 
or  believe  iu  Armjnius  and  thou  shalt  be  saved,  or  l»elieve  in  the  Synod  of  Dort 
and  thmi  shalt  he  saved,  or  believe  in  the  Thirty-nine  Articles  and  thou  shalt  lie 
saved?     A  man  may  be  orthodox  and  go  to  hell,  or  heterodox  and  go  to  heaven. 

The  man  who.  in  the  deep  affecticm  of 
his  heart  accepts  Christ  is  saved,  and  the 
man  who  does  not  accept  Him  is  lost. 

I  believe  in  both  the  Heidelberg  and 
Westminster  catechism,  and  I  wish  you 
all  did,  but  you  may  believe  iu  nothing 
they  contain  except  the  one  idea  that 
Christ  came  to  sinx'  sinners,  and  tlint 
you  are  one  of  them,  and  you  are  in- 
stantly rescued.  If  you  can  come  in 
the  grand  old  ship,  I  would  rather  have 
you  get  aboard,  but  if  you  can  find  only 
a  piece  of  wood  as  long  as  the  human 
l»ody,  or  a  piece  as  wide  as  llie  out- 
spread human  arm-S,  and  either  of  them  is  a  piece  of  tlie  ctww.  come  in  on  that 
piece.  Tens  of  thou.sands  of  people  are  to-day  kept  out  of  the  kingdom  of  God 
because  they  cannot  Iwlieve  even-thing. 

I  am  talking  with  a  man  thoughtful  about  his  soul  who  has  lately  trav-eled 
through  New  England  and  passed  the  night  at  Andover.  He  says  to  me:  "I 
cannot  believe  that  in  this  life  the  destiny  is  irrevocably  fixed;  I  think  there  will  be 
another  opportunity  of  repentance  after  death." 

I  say  to  him:  "  My  brotlier,  what  has  that  tn  do  witli  you?  Don't  you  realize 
that  a  man  who  waits  for  another  chance  after  death  when  he  has  a  good  chance 
before  death  is  a  stark  fool  ?  Had  not  you  Iwlter  take  the  plank  that  is  thrown  to 
you  now  and  head  for  shore,  rallier  than  wait  for  a  plaiik  tlial  may  by  invisible 
hands  be  thrown  to  you  after  you  arc  dead  ?  Do  as  you  please,  but  as  for  myself, 
with  pardon  for  all  my  sins  offered  me  now,  and  all  the  joys  of  lime  and  etennty 
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I  do  not  ask  you  oii  board  auy  of  these  great  men-of-war,  their  port-holes  filled 
with  the  great  siege-guiis  of  ecclesiastical  battle.     Riit  I  do  ask  you  to  take  the 


YOUNG   HERO. 


one  plank  of  the  gospel  that  you  do  belie\-e  in  and  strike  out  for  tlie  pearl-stniug 
beach  of  heaven. 
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Says  some  other  man:  "  I  would  attend  to  religion  if  I  was  quite  sure  aboun 
the  cluctrtni.'  uf  election  and  free  agetic\',  but  that  mixes  me  all  up."     Those  things 
used  to  bother  me,  but  I  have  110  more  perplexitj'  about  them,  for  I  say  to  myself  :i 
*'  If  I   love  Christ  and  live  a  gwKl,  honest,  useful  life,  I  am  elected  to  be  saved;] 
aud  if  I  do  uot  love  Christ  and  live  a  bad  life,  I  will  be  damned,  and  all  the  theo- 
logical seminaries  of  the  uni- 
vei'se  cannot  make  it  any  dif- 
crent." 

I  floundered  a  long  while 
in  tlie  sea  of  sin  and  duubt, 
and  it  was  as  rough  as  the 
Mediterranean  on  the  four- 
teenUi  night,  when  they  threw 
the  grain  overboard ,  Init  I  saw 
there  was  mercy  for  a  sinner, 
and  that  plank  I  took,  and  I 
have  been  warming  myself  by 
tlie  bright  fire  on  the  shore 
for  three  decades. 
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DOESN'T  BEUEVE  IN  A  HELL 

While  t  am  talking  to 
another  man  about  his  soul 
he  tells  me:  "  I  <lo  not  become 
a  Christian  because  I  do  not 
believe  there  is  any  hell  at  all . " 

Ah  !  don't  you  ?  Do  all 
tlie  people,  of  all  beliefs  and 
no  lieliefs  at  all,  of  good  morals 
and  bad  morals,  go  straight  to 
a  happy  heaven?  I>o  the 
holy  and  the  debauched  ha\*e 
the  same  destination  ?  At 
midnight  in  a  hallway  the 
owner  of  a  house  and  a  burg- 
lar meet  each  otlier,  and  they  both  fire,  and  both  are  wounded,  but  the  burglar 
died  in  five  minutes  and  the  owner  of  the  bouse  lives  a  week  after;  will  the 
burglar  be  at  the  gate  of  heaven  waiting  when  the  house-owner  comes  in?  Will 
the  debauchee  and  the  libertine  go  right  in  among  the  families  of  heaven  ?  I 
wonder  if  Herod  is  playing  on  the  banks  of  the  river  of  lifc  with  Uie  children  he 
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massacred.  I  wonder  if  Charles  Ouiteau  or  John  Wilkes  Hooth  are  up  thtrc 
shooting  at  a  mark.  I  do  not  now  controvert  it,  alUiough  I  must  say  that  lor  sucii 
a  miserable  heai-eii  I  liave  no  admiration.  But  the  Bible  does  not  say,  'Believe 
iu  perdition  and  be  sa%*ed."  Because  all  are  saved,  according  to  your  theor>*,  that 
ought  not  to  keep  you  from  loving  and  senMng  Christ.  Ife  not  reftise  to  come 
ashore  because  all  tlic  otliers.  according  to  your  theurj-.  are  ^oing  to  get  ashore. 
You  may  have  a  different  thcorj'  about  chemistry,  about  astronomy,  about  the 
atmosphere.  fr<mi  that  which  others  adopt,  but  you  ai-c  not  therefore  hindered  from 
action.  Because  your  the«iry  of  light  is  tlifitTL-iit  from  ulhers,  do  not  refuse  to 
open  your  eyes.  Because  your  theoo'  of  air  is  different,  you  do  not  refuse  to 
breathe.  Because  your  theory  about  the  stellar  system  is  different,  you  do  not 
refuse  to  acknowledge  the  North  Star.  Why  should  the  fact  that  your  tlieological 
theories  are  different  hinder  yon  from  acting  upon  what  you  know  ?  If  yon  have 
not  a  whole  ship  fasliioned  in  the  theological  dr>'  docks  to  bring  you  to  wharfage, 
you  have  at  least  a  phmk. 

DON'T  BELIEVE  m  REVIVALS. 

"  But  I  don't  believe  in  rt-vivals  !  " 

Then  go  to  your  room,  and  all  :Uuiie  with  your  door  locked,  give  your  heart 
to  God,  and  join  some  church  where  the  thermometer  never  gets  higher  than  fifty 
in  the  shade. 

"  But  1  do  not  belie^•e  in  baptism  !" 

Come  in  without  it,  and  settle  that  matter  afterward. 

' '  Bnt  there  are  so  many  inconsistent  Christians  !' ' 

Then  come  in  and  sliow  thera  by  a  good  example  hmv  professors  ought  to 
act 

"  But  I  dont  believe  in  the  Old  Testament !" 

Then  come  in  on  the  New. 

"  But  I  don't  like  the  Book  of  Romaiis  !" 

Then  come  in  on  Matthew  or  Luke.  Refusing  to  come  to  Christ,  whom  yon 
admit  to  be  the  Saviour  of  the  1a»it.  becau.se  yuu  cannot  admit  other  things  you  are 
like  a  man  out  there  in  that  Mediterranean  tempest,  and  tossed  in  the  Melita 
breakers,  refusing  to  come  ashore  until  he  can  mend  tlie  pieces  of  the  broken  sliip. 
I  hear  him  say: 

"  I  won't  go  in  on  any  of  these  planks  until  I  know  in  what  part  of  Ihc  ship 
they  belong.  When  I  can  get  the  windlxss  in  the  right  place,  and  the  sails  set, 
and  that  keel-piece  where  it  belongs,  and  that  floor  timber  right,  and  these  ropes 
untangled,  I  will  go  ashore.  I  am  an  old  sailor  and  know  all  about  sliips  for  forty 
years,  and  as  soon  as  1  can  gel  the  vessel  afloat  in  good  shape  1  will  come  ia." 

A  man  drifting  by  on  a  piece  of  wood  overhears  him  and  says: 
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"  You  will  drown  before  yon  get  that  ship  reconstructed.  Better  do  as  I  am 
doin)f.  I  know  iiotliiiig  about  .ships,  and  never  saw  one  before  T  caiiie  on  board 
this,  and  I  cannot  swim  a  struke,  but  I  am  going  ashore  on  this  shivered  timlier." 

SETTLING    DIFFICULTIES. 

You  may  get  all  your  difEciilties  settled,  as  Garibaldi,  the  magnetic  Italian, 
got  his  gardens  made.  Wliai  the  war  between  -Austria  and  Sardinia  broke  out  he 
was  living  at  CaprtTa,  a  very  rou^h  and  uiicuUured  island  hotue.  But  he  went 
forth  with  his  sword  to  achieve  the  liberation  of  Naples  and  Sicil)',  and  gave 
9.000,000  people  free  government  under  Victor  Hmauuel.  Garibaldi,  after  being 
absent  two  years  from  Caprera,  returned,  and,  when  he  approached  it.  he  found 
tliflt  his  home  liad,  by  Victor  Eniamiel,  as  a  surprise,  been  Edeni/xd,  Trimmed 
slinibt>ery  had  taken  the  place  of  tlioniy  thickets,  gardens  the  place  of  Iwrrenness, 
and  the  old  rooken,-  tu  which  he  once  lived  bad  given  way  to  a  picturesque  man- 
sion, where  he  lived  in  comfort  the  rest  of  his  days.  And  I  tell  you  if  you  will 
come  and  enlist  under  tlie  banner  of  our  Victor  Emanuel  and  follow  Him  through 
thick  and  tliin,  aud  fight  His  battles,  and  endure  His  sacrifices,  you  will  find  after 
a  while  that  He  has  changed  your  heart  from  a  jungle  of  thorny  skepticisms  into 
a  ganlen  all  abloom  witli  hixurianl  joy  that  you  tiave  ne%'er  dreamt  of ;  from  ft 
tangled  Caprera  of  sadness  into  a  paradise  of  God  ! 

BELIEVE    IM  SOMETHING. 

I  do  not  kjiow  how  your  theological  system  went  to  pieces.  It  may  be  that 
3'our  parents  startetl  you  with  only  one  plank,  and  you  lielieved  little  or  nothing. 
Or  they  may  have  been  too  rigid  and  severe  hi  religious  discipline  and  cracked 
you  over  the  head  with  a  psalm-book.  It  may  be  that  some  partner  in  business, 
who  was  a  member  of  an  evangelical  church,  played  on  you  a  trick  that  disgusted 
you  with  religion.  It  may  be  that  you  have  associates  who  have  talked  against 
Christianity  in  your  presence  until  you  are  "  all  at  sea,"  and  you  dwell  more  on 
things  that  you  do  not  believe  than  on  things  you  do  believe.  You  are  in  one 
respect  like  Lord  Nelson,  when  a  signal  was  lifted  tliat  he  wished  to  disregard  and 
he  put  his  sea-glass  to  bis  blind  eye  and  said:  "  1  really  do  not  see  tlie  signal." 

If  you  can  believe  nothing  else,  you  certainly  believe  in  vicarious  suffering, 
for  you  see  it  almost  ever>-  day  in  some  shape.  Some  time  ago  the  steamship 
"  Knickerbocker."  of  the  Cromwell  Line,  running  between  New  Orleans  and  New 
York,  was  in  great  storms,  and  the  captain  and  crew  s.iw  the  schooner  "  Mary  D. 
Cranmer,"  of  Philadelphia,  in  distress.  The  weather  cold,  the  waves  mountain 
high,  the  first  officer  of  the  steamship  and  four  men  put  out  in  a  life-boat  to  save 
tlie  crew  of  tlie  schooner,  and  reached  the  vcss*.l  and  ti:)wed  it  out  of  danger,  the 
vriud  shifting  so  tliat  the  schooner  was  sa\'«d.     But  the  five  men  of  the  steamship 


310 


THE  PATHWAY  OK  LIFE. 


coming  back,  their  boat  capsized,  yet  righted  again  and  came  ou,  tlie  sailors 
coaled  with  tee.  The  boat  capsized  again,  and  three  times  upset  and  was  riglited, 
and  a  line  was  Ihrowii  the  poor  fellows,  but  their  hands  and  arms  were  frozen  so 
they  could  not  grasp  it,  and  a  great  wave  rolled  over  them,  and  they  went  down, 
never  to  rise  till  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead.  Appreciate  that  heroism  aud  self- 
sacrifice  of  the  brave  fellows  we  all  can,  and  can  we  not  appreciate  the  Christ  who 
put  out  in  a  more  biting  cold  and  into  a  more  overwhelming  surge  to  bring  us  out 
of  infinite  peril  into  everlasting  safety?  The  wave  of  liuman  bate  rolled  over 
Him  fniin  one  sidi;,  and  tlie  wave  of  hellish  fury  rolled  over  Him  on  tlie  other 
side.  Oh,  the  thickness  of  the  night  and  the  tliunder  of  the  tempest  into  which 
Christ  pUinged  for  our  rescue 
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RAUSr.ATH    PIKR  HEAD. 


COME  IN   ON  THE  CROSS. 

Corae  in  on  that  one  narrow  beam,  the  beam  of  the  cross.  Let  all  else  go, 
and  cling  to  that.  Put  that  under  you,  and  with  the  earnestness  of  a  swimmer 
struggling  for  his  life,  put  out  for  shore.  There  is  a  great  wann  lire  of  welcome 
already  built,  and  already  many  who  were  as  far  out  as  you  are,  are  standing  in 
its  genial  and  heavenly  glow.  The  angels  of  God's  rescue  are  wading  out  into 
the  surf  to  clutch  your  hand,  and  they  know  how  exhausted  yon  are,  and  all  the 
redeemed  prodigals  of  heaven  are  on  the  beach  with  new  white  robes  to  clothe  all 
those  who  come  in  on  broken  pieces  of  the  ship. 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFK. 


3" 


My  sympatlues  are  for  such  all  the  imirc  I>ecaiise  I  was  iiatiirally  skeptical, 
disposed  to  question  eveo'tliii'g  about  this  life  and  the  next,  and  was  in  danger  of 
being  further  out  at  sea  than  any  of  the  376  in  the  Mediterranean  breakers,  and  I 
was  sometimes  ihe  annoyance  of  my  theological  professor  becaiuse  I  abke<i  sc^  many 
questions.  But  I  came  in  on  .1  plank.  I  knew  Christ  was  the  Saviour  of  sinners, 
and  that  I  was  a  .sinner,  and  I  got  a.shore,  and  I  do  not  propose  to  go  out  on  that 
sea  again.  I  have  not  for  thirty  minutes  discussed  the  controverted  points  of 
theology  in  thirty  years.  And  during  the  rest  of  my  life  I  do  not  propose  to  dis- 
cuss them  for  thirty  seconds. 

I  would  rather,  in  a  mud-scow.  lr>'  to  weather  the  worst  c>'clone  that  ever 
swept  up  from  the  Caribbean  than  risk  my  immortal  soul  in  useless  and  |H;rilons 
discussion,  in  which  some  of  my  brctbrvn  in  the  ministry  are  indulging.  They 
remind  me  of  a  company  of  sailors  standing  on  Ramsgate  pier-head,  from  wbich 
the  life-boats  are  usually  lauiichetl,  and  coolly  discussing  the  different  styles  of 
oar-lix'ks  and  how  deep  a  boat  ought  to  set  in  the  water,  while  a  hurricane  is  in 
full  blast,  and  there  are  three  steamers,  crowded  with  passengers,  going  to  pieces 
in  the  offing.  An  old  tar,  the  muscles  of  his  face  working  with  nervous  excite- 
mrnt,  cries  out: 

"  This  is  no  time  to  discuss  such  things.  Man  the  life-boat  I  Who  will 
volunteer?  Out  with  her  into  the  surf!  Pull,  ray  lads,  pull  for  the  wreck! 
Ha  !  ha  !  Now  we  have  them  !  Lift  Ihem  in  and  lay  them  down  on  the  bottom 
of  tlie  boat.  Jack,  you  try  to  bring  them  to.  Put  these  flannels  around  their 
hands  and  feet,  and  I  will  pull  for  the  shore.  God  help  me  I  There  I  landed  ! 
Huzza  1* 

From  many  a  death-bed  I  have  seen  the  hands  thrown  up  in  dcploration 
something  like  this:  "  My  life  has  been  wasted.  I  had  good  mental  facnilies, 
and  fine  social  position,  and  great  opportimily,  but  through  norldliness  and 
neglect  all  has  gone  to  waste  save  these  few  remaining  hours.  I  now  accept  of 
Christ,  and  .shall  enter  heaven  through  His  mercy;  but  alas !  alas  I  that  when  I 
might  have  entered  the  heaven  of  eternal  rest  with  a  full  cargo,  and  been  greeted 
by  the  waving  lunds  of  a  multitude  in  whose  salvation  I  had  borne  a  blessed  part, 
I  must  confess  I  now  enter  the  harbor  of  heaven  on  broken  pieces  of  the  ship  I" 
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MOTHERHOOD.    BABYHOOD,   SCIENCE  AND  THE  FIELDS  OF  GOD. 


OW  painfully  and  wtarily  one  thoiu>and  years  of  the  world's  exist- 
ence roUe<i  along,  and  no  Ciirist.  Two  Ihuusand  years,  and  no 
Christ.  Three  thousand  years,  and  no  Christ.  Four  thousand 
years,  and  no  Christ,  "Give  us  a  Christ,"  had  cried  Assyrian 
and  Persian  and  Chaldean  and  Eg>'ptian  civilizations,  but  the  lips 
of  the  eartli  and  the  lips  of  the  sky  made  no  answer.  The  world 
haJ  already  Ijcen  affluent  of  genius.  Among  poet.s  had  appeared 
Homer  and  Thcspis  and  Aristophanes  ami  Sophocles  and  linri- 
pides  and  Alexis  .^schyhi.s,  yet  no  Christ  to  be  the  most  poetic 
figure  of  the  centuries.  Among  hirtonans  had  appeared  Herod- 
otus and  Xenophon  and  Tliucydidcs,  but  no  Christ  from  whom 
all  hi.slory  was  to  date  backwanl  and  forward — B.  C.  and  A.  D. 
Among  conquerors  CamiUus  and  Manlius,  and  Rcgukis.  and  Han- 
nibal, and  Scipio,  atid  Ponipey,  and  Caesar,  yet  no  Christ,  who 
was  to  be  conqueror  of  earth  and  heaven. 

But  the  slow  centur>*,  and  tlie  slow  year,  and  the  slow  month, 
and  the  slow  hour  at  last  arrived.  The  world  had  had  matins  or  concerts  in  the 
morning  and  vespers  or  concerts  in  the  evening,  but  now  it  is  to  have  a  concert  at 
midnight.  The  black  window- shutters  of  a  December  night  were  thrown  open, 
and  some  of  the  best  siugers  of  the  world  stood  there,  and,  putting  back  the 
drapery  of  cloud,  chanted  a  pence  antbera,  until  all  the  echoes  of  hill  and  valley 
applauded  and  encored  the  hallelujah  chorus. 

At  last  llie  wijrUl  has  a  Christ,  and  just  the  Christ  it  needs,  Conie,  let  na 
go  into  that  Christmas  scene  as  though  we  had  never  before  worshiped  at  the 
manger.  Here  is  a  Madonna  worth  looking  at.  I  wctnder  not  that  the  most 
frequent  name  in  all  lands  and  in  all  Christian  centuries  is  Mar>'.  And  there  are 
Marys  in  palaces  and  Mar>-s  in  cabins,  and  though  German  and  French  and  Italian 
and  Spanish  and  English  pronounce  it  differe:uly  they  arc  all  namesakes  of  the 
one  whom  we  find  tm  a  Ixil  of  straw  with  her  pale  face  against  the  soft,  cheek  of 
O^irist  in  the  night  of  the  nativity.  All  the  great  painters  have  tried  on  canvas 
to  present  Mary  and  her  Child,  and  the  incidents  of  that  most  famous  night  of  the 
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world's  histon,-.  Rapliacl  in  tlirct-  <lifFcrfnl  ma.sU'q>icces  celcl>ralc.Nl  ihein.  Tin- 
toretto and  Ghirlandajo  surpassed  themselvw  in  the  Adoration  of  the  Magi.  Cor- 
reggio  needed  to  do  tiothing  more  than  his  Madonna  to  become  immortal.  The 
Madonna  of  the  Lily,  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  will  kindle  the  admiration  of  all  ages. 
Murillo  never  won  greater  triumph  by  his  pencil  than  in  his  presentation  of  the 
Holy  Family.  But  all  the  galleries  of  Dresden  are  forgotten  when  I  think  of  the 
snmlt  rix>m  of  iJial  gallery  containing  the  Sisline  Madonna.  Yet  all  of  them  were 
copies  of  St.  Matthew's  Madonna,  and  Luke's  Madonna,  the  inspired  Madonna  of 
the  Old  Book,  which  He  had  put  into  our  hands  when  we  were  infants,  and  that 
we  hope  to  have  under  our  heads  when  we  die. 
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MAN'S  CRUELTY  TO  ANIMAIS. 


Behold,  ill  tlie  finst  place,  that  on 
the  first  uighl  of  Clirist's  life  God 
honored  llie  brute  creation.  You  cannot 
get  into  that  Bethlehem  bam  witltout 
going  past  the  camels,  the  mules,  the 
dogs,  the  oxen.  Tlic  brutes  of  that 
stable  heard  the  first  cry  of  the  infant 
Lord.  Some  of  the  old  painters  repre- 
sent the  oxen  and  camels  kneeling  that 
night  Ix-fore  the  new-born  Bal^e.  And 
well  might  they  kneel.  Have  you  ever 
thought  that  Christ  came  among  other 
tilings  to  alle\'iate  the  sufferings  of  the 
bnite  creation  ?  Was  it  not  appropriate 
tliat  He  should  during  llic  first  few  days 
and  nights  iif  His  life  on  earth  Ik-  sur- 
Toinidcd  by  the  dumb  beasts  whose 
moan  and  plaint  and  bellowing  have  for  ages  been  a  prayer  to  God  for  the  arrest- 
ing of  their  tortures  and  the  righting  of  their  wrongs  ?  It  did  not  merely  "  liappea 
80  "  tliat  tlie  unintelligent  creatures  of  God  should  have  been  that  night  in  close 
neighborhood.  Xot  a  kennel  in  all  tlie  centuries,  not  a  bird's  nest,  not  a  worn-out 
horse  on  low-path,  not  a  herd  freezing  in  tlie  poorly-built  cow-peu,  not  a  freight 
car  in  summer  time  bringing  the  beeves  to  market  without  water  through  a  thousand 
miles  of  agony,  not  a  surgeon's  room  witnessing  the  struggles  of  fox,  or  rabbit,  or 
pigeon,  or  dog  in  the  horrors  of  vivisection  but  has  an  interest  in  tlic  Eict  that  Christ 
was  born  in  a  stable  surnninded  by  Imites.  He  rememljcrs  that  night,  and  the 
prayer  He  heard  in  their  pitiful  moan  He  will  answer  in  the ]»imisliment  nf  thi)sewho 
maltreat  the  dumb  brutes.  Thc>-  surely  have  as  much  right  iu  this  world  as  we  have. 
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In  the  first  chapter  of  Genesis  you  may  see  that  they  were  placed  on  the 
earth  before  nian  was — the  fish  ami  fowl  the  fifth  day,  and  the  quadruped  the 
morning  of  tht  sixth  day.  aad  raau  not  until  the  afternoon  of  that  day.  The 
whale,  the  eagle,  the  Hon,  and  all  the  lesser  creatures  of  their  kind  were  prede- 
cessors of  the  human  family.  They  have  the  world  by  right  of  possession.  Tliey 
have  also  paid  rent  for  the  places  tliey  occupied.  What  an  army  of  defence  all 
over  the  land  arc  the  faithful  watchdogs.  And  who  can  lell  what  the  world  owes 
to  horse,  and  camel,  and  ux  for  transportation?  And  robin  and  lark  have,  by  the 
cantatas  with  which  they  have  filled  orchard  and  forest,  more  than  paid  for  the 
few  grains  tliey  have  picked  up  for  tlieir  sustenance.  When  you  abuse  any 
creature  of  God  you  strike  its  creator,  and  you  insult  tlie  Christ  who,  tliough  He 
might  have  been  welcomed  into  life  by  princes,  and  takeu  His  first  infantile 
slumber  amid  Tyrian  plush,  and  canopied  couches,  and  rippling  waters  from  royal 
aqueducts  dripping  into  basins  of  ivory  and  pearl,  chose  to  be  bom  on  a  level  with 
a  cow's  horn,  or  a  camel's  hoof,  or  a  dog's  nostril,  that  He  might  be  the  alle\'ia- 
tioii  of  brutal  suffering  as  well  as  the  redeemer  of  man. 

Standing  then,  as  I  imagine  now  I  do,  in  that  Bethlehem  night,  with  an 
infant  Christ  on  the  one  side  and  the  .speechless  creatures  of  God  on  the  other,  T 
cr>',  Look  out  how  you  strike  the  rowel  into  that  horse's  side.  Take  off  that 
curbed  bit  from  that  bleeding  mouth.  Remove  that  saddle  from  that  raw  back. 
Shoot  not  for  fun  that  bird  that  is  too  small  for  food.  Forget  not  to  put  water 
into  the  cage  of  that  canar>'.  Throw  out  some  crumbs  to  those  birds  caught  too 
far  north  in  the  winter's  inclemencj-.  Arrest  that  mau  who  is  making  one  horse 
draw  a  load  hea\'y  enough  for  three.  Rush  in  upon  that  scene  where  boys  are 
torturing  a  cat  or  transfixing  a  butterfly  or  grasshopper.  Drive  not  off  that  old 
robiu,  for  her  nest  is  a  mother's  cradle,  and  under  her  wing  there  may  be  three  or 
four  prima  donnas  of  the  sky  in  training.  And  in  your  families  and  in  yimr 
schcx)ls  teach  the  coming  generation  more  mercy  than  the  present  generation  has 
ever  shown,  and  in  this  marvelous  Bible  picture  of  the  nativity,  while  you  point 
out  to  tlieui  the  angel,  show  them  also  the  camel,  and  whde  they  hear  the  celestial 
chant  let  them  also  hear  tlie  cow's  moan.  No  more  did  Christ  show  interest  in 
the  botanical  world  tlian  when  He  satd,  "Consider  the  lilies,"  than  He  showed 
syTupathy  for  the  ornithological  when  He  said.  "  Behold  the  fowls  of  the  air,"  and 
the  quadrupedal  world  when  He  allowed  Himself  to  be  called  in  one  place  a  lion 
and  in  another  place  a  lamb.  Meanwhile,  may  the  Christ  of  the  Bethleliem  cattle- 
pen  have  mercy  on  the  suffering  stock-yards  that  are  preparing  diseased  and 
fevered  meat  for  our  American  households. 


THE  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST. 

Behold  also  in  tliis  Bible  scene  how  on  that  Christmas  m^l\tG«A.  VswKtvA. 
childhood.     Christ  might  have  made  His  &tsI v'vsvV  ^^o  wxt  >Nw\^\'tt.-*.  AwaS*.*^*^'^'*^! 
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win  descend  on  His  next  viitit  in  a  cloud.  In  wh:it  a  cliarlot  o(  illumined  vfipor 
He  might  have  rolled  down  the  sky,  escorted  by  mounted  cavalr>-,  with  lightning 
of  drawn  swonl.  Elijah  had  a  carriage  of  fire  to  take  liim  up,  why  not  Jesus  a 
carriage  nf  fire  to  bring  Him  down  ?  Or  over  the  arched  bridge  of  a  rainbow  the 
Lord  might  have  descended.  Or  Christ  might  have  had  His  mortality  built  up 
on  earth  out  of  the  dust  of  a  garden,  as  was  .\dam.  in  full  manhood  at  the  start, 
without  llie  introductory  feebleness  of  infiuicy.  No,  no  !  Childhood  was  to  be 
honored  by  that  advent.  He  must  have  a  child's  light  limb.*;,  and  a  child's 
dimpled  hand,  and  a  child's  beaming  eye,  and  a  child's  flaxen  hair,  and  babyhood 
was  to  be  honored  for  all  time  to  come,  and  a  cradle  was  to  mean  more  than  a 
grave.  Mighty  God  !  May  the  reflection  of  that  one  Child's  fece  be  seen  in  all 
infantile  faces.  Enough  have  those  fathers  and  mothers  on  hand  if  they  \iavG  a 
child  iu  the  house.  A  throne,  a  crown,  a  sctplre.  a  kingdom  uuder  charge.  Be 
careful  how  you  strike  him  across  the  head,  jarring  the  brain.  What  you  say  to 
him  will  I>e  centennial  and  niilletiial,  ;uid  one  hundred  years  and  one  thousand 
years  will  not  stop  the  echo  and  re-echo.  Do  not  say,  "It  is  only  a  child.'* 
Rather  say.  "  It  b  only  an  immortal."  It  is  only  a  nmsterpiece  of  Jehovali.  It 
is  oidy  a  being  that  shall  outlive  the  sun  and  tuoon  and  stars  and  ages  quadrien- 
nial.  God  has  infinite  resources  and  He  can  givu  presents  of  great  value,  but 
when  He  wants  to  give  the  richest  possible  gift  to  a  household  He  Icmks  around  all 
the  worlds  and  all  the  universe,  and  then  gives  a  child.  The  greatest  present  that 
God  ever  gave  onr  world  lie  gave  nearly  2000  years  ago,  and  He  gave  it  00  a 
Christmas  night,  and  it  was  of  such  value  that  Heaven  adjourned  for  a  recess  and 
came  down  and  broke  through  the  clouds  to  look  at  it.  Yea,  in  all  ages  God  has 
honored  childhood.  He  makes  almost  cverj*  picture  a  failure,  unless  there  be  a 
child  either  playing  on  tlie  floor,  or  looking  through  the  mndow,  or  seated  on  the 
lap  gazing  into  the  face  of  its  mother.  It  was  a  child  in  Kaanian's  kitchen  that 
told  the  great  Syrian  warrior  where  he  might  go  and  get  cured  of  the  leprosy, 
which  at  his  seventh  plunge  in  the  Jordan,  was  left  at  the  bottom  of  tlie  river.  It 
was  to  the  cradle  of  leaves  in  which  a  child  was  laid  rocked  by  the  Nile  that  God 
called  the  attenlJoii  of  history.  It  was  a  sick  child  that  evoked  Christ's  curative 
sympathies.  It  was  a  child  that  Christ  set  in  the  midst  of  the  squabbling  disciples 
to  teach  the  lesson  of  humility,  We  are  informed  that  wolf,  and  leopard,  and 
lion  shall  be  yet  so  domesticated  that  a  little  child  shall  lead  them.  A  child 
decided  Waterloo,  showing  the  army  of  Blucher  how  they  could  take  a  short  cut 
through  the  fields  when,  if  the  old  road  had  been  followxd,  the  Prussian  General 
would  have  come  up  lew  late  to  save  the  deslinies  of  iCurope.  It  was  a  child  that 
decided  Gettysburg,  he  having  overheard  two  Confederate  Generals  in  a  conver- 
sation in  which  they  decided  to  march  for  Gettysburg  instead  of  Harrisburg,  and 
this,  reported  to  Governor  Cuitin,  tlie  Federal   forces   started  to   meet  their 
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opponents  at  Gettysburg.  And  the  child  of  to-day  is  to  d«ide  all  the  great 
battles,  make  all  tlie  laws,  settle  all  the  dtsstintes  and  usher  in  the  world's  salvation 
or  destruction.  Men,  women,  nations,  all  earth  and  all  heaven,  behold  the  child  I 
Is  there  any  velvet  so  soft  as  a  child's  clicek  ?  Is  there  any  sky  so  blue  as  a 
child's  eye?  Is  tliere  any  music  so  su-eet  as  tlie  child's  voice?  Is  there  auy 
plume  so  wavj'  as  a  child's  hair? 

SCIENCE  HONORED. 

Notice  also  that  in  this  Bible  night  scene  irod  honored  science.  Who  are  the 
three  wise  men  knt-eling  luffure  the  divhie  Infant  ?  Not  boors  not  ignoniini:ses,  but 
Caspar,  Belthasar  and  Melchior.  nicn  who  knew  all  that  was  to  \k-  known.  They 
were  the  Isaac  Newtons  and  Herschels  and  Faradays  of  their  time.  Their 
alchemy  was  the  forerunner  of  our  sublime  chemistr>*,  their  astrology  Uie  mother 
of  our  magnificent  astronomy.  They  had  studied  stars,  studied  metals,  studied 
physiolog)',  studietl  everything.  And  when  I  see  these  scienti.sts  bowing  before 
the  lieautiful  llab;:  I  see  the  prophecy  of  the  time  when  all  the  telescopes  and 
microscopes,  and  all  the  Lcyden  jars,  and  all  the  electric  batteries,  and  all  the 
obser\'atories,  and  all  the  universities  shall  bow  to  Jesus.  It  is  much  that  way 
already.  Where  is  the  college  that  does  not  h.ive  morning  prayers,  thus  bowing 
at  the  manger?  Who  have  been  the  greatest  physicians?  Omitting  the  names 
of  the  living,  lest  we  shouhl  Ixr  invidioiLS,  have  we  nut  had  among  them  Christian 
men  like  our  own  Joseph  C.  Huldiinson.  and  Rusli,  and  ^'ak■lltine  Motl,  and 
Abercromhie,  and  Abemethy?  Who  have  been  our  greatest  scicutis-ts?  Joseph 
Henry,  who  livctl  and  died  in  the  faith  of  the  gospel,  and  Agasslz.  who.  standing 
with  his  .students  among  the  hills,  took  off  his  hat  and  said:  "Young  gentlemen, 
Ijcforc  we  study  these  rocks,  let  us  pray  for  wisdom  to  the  God  who  made  the 
rocks."  Tu-dav  the  greatest  di>ctors  and  lawyers  of  Brooklyn  and  New  York, 
and  of  all  this  l.ind,  and  of  all  lands,  revere  the  Christian  religion,  and  are  not 
ashamed  to  say  .so  before  juries  and  legislatures  and  .senates.  All  geologj'  will  yet 
bow  before  the  Rock  of  Ages,  All  Ixjtany  will  yet  worship  the  Rose  of  Sharon. 
All  astronomy  will  yet  recognize  the  Star  of  Bethlehem.  And  physiology  and 
anatomy  will  join  hands  and  say:  "  We  must,  by  the  help  of  God,  get  the  human 
race  up  to  the  perfect  nerve,  and  perfect  muscle,  and  perfect  brain,  and  perfect 
form  of  that  perfect  Child  liefore  whrun  nigh  2000  years  ago  Ca-spar,  and  Belthasar, 
and  Melchior  bent  their  tired  knees  in  worship. 

Behold  also  in  that  first  Christmas  night  that  God  honored  the  fields.  Come 
in,  shepherd  boys,  to  Bethlehem  and  see  the  Child.  "No."  they  say;  "  we  are 
not  (lres.seJ  good  enough  to  come  in."  "  Yes,  you  ore;  come  in."  Sure  enough, 
the  .storms,  and  the  night  dew,  and  the  brambles  have  made  rough  work  with  their 
apparvl,  but  none  have  a  better  right  to  come  in.     They  were  the  first  to  hear  the 
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music  of  that  Cliristiiias  uight.  The  first  aniiounceiuciit  of  a  Saviour's  binli  was 
made  to  those  men  in  the  fields.  There  were  wiseacres  tliat  uight  in  Bethlehem 
aud  Jenisalem  snoring  iu  deep  sleep,  and  tliere  were  salaried  officers  of  goveni- 
ment,  whu,  hearing  of  il  afterward,  may  have  thought  that  Ibcy  ought  to  have 
had  the  first  news  of  .such  a  great  e\'etit.  Some  one  disnioiinting  froTu  a  swift 
camel  at  their  door  and  knocking  until  at  bome  s«ntiners  question,  ' '  Who  conies 
there  ?  ■■  the  gjeat  ones  of  the  palace  might  have  been  told  of  the  celestial  arrival. 
No;  the  shepherds  heard  the  first  two  bars  of  the  music,  the  first  in  the  major  key 
and  the  last  in  the  subdued  raiuor:  "  Glor)-  be  to  God  in  tlie  highest,  and  on  earth 
peace,  good  will  to  men." 

THE  FIELDS  HONORED. 

Ah,  yes;  the  fields  were  honored.  The  old  shepherds  with  plaid  and  crook 
have  for  the  most  part  vanished,  but  we  have  grazing — our  I'nited  States  pasture 
fields  and  prairies  contain  alxmt  45,ooo.OfX)  sheep — and  all  their  keepers  ouKht  to 
follow  the  sliepherds  who  were  first  told  of  the  holy  birth,  and  all  those  who  toil 
in  fields,  all  viue-dressers,  all  orchardists,  all  husbandmen.  Not  only  that  Christ- 
mas night,  but  all  up  and  down  tlie  world's  history  God  has  been  honoring  the 
fields.  Nearly  all  the  niessias  of  reform,  and  literature,  aud  eloquence,  and  law, 
and  lienevolence,  have  come  from  the  fields.  Washington  from  tlic  fields.  Jeffer- 
son from  the  fields.  The  Presidential  martyrs,  Garfield  and  Lincoln,  from  the 
fields.  Henrj'  Clay  from  the  fields,  Daniel  WfI»ttT  from  the  fiehls.  Martin 
Luther  from  the  fielcLs.  And  l>efore  this  worNl  is  right  theox'erflowing  populations 
of  our  crowded  cities  will  have  to  t;ike  to  the  fields.  Instead  of  ten  merchants  in 
rivalry  as  to  whu  shall  sell  that  one  appU-,  we  want  at  lea.st  elglit  of  them  to  go 
out  and  raise  apples.  In.stead  of  leu  merchants  desiring  to  sell  that  ciiic  bnshel  df 
wheat,  we  want  at  least  eight  of  them  to  go  out  and  raise  wheat.  The  world  want* 
now  more  hard  hands,  more  bronzed  cheeks,  more  muscular  arms.  To  tlie  fields  ! 
Gwi  lionored  them  when  He  woke  up  the  shepherds  by  the  midnight  anthem,  and 
He  will,  while  the  wi>rld  last.s,  continue  to  honor  the  fields.  Wheu  the  shepherd's 
crook  was  that  famous  night  stood  against  the  wall  of  the  Bethlehem  khan,  it  was 
a  prophecy  of  the  time  when  thresher's  flail,  and  fanners  plow,  and  wfjodmans 
axe.  and  oxs  yoke,  and  sheaf-binder's  rake  shall  snirrender  to  the  Goil  who  made 
the  countrv  as  man  made  the  town. 


THE  MOTHER. 

Behold  also  that  on  that  CIiristnia,s  night  God  honored  motherhood.  Two 
angels  on  their  wings  might  have  brought  an  infant  Saviour  to  Bethlehem  willumt 
Marj-'s  being  there  at  all.  When  the  villagers,  on  the  moniing  of  I)ecenil>er  25, 
awoke,  by  divine  arrangement  and  in  some  unexplauietl  way,   tlie  child  Jestis 


mother;  Waller  Scott  a  good  mother;  Benjamin  West  a  good  mother.  In  a  great 
audience,  must  of  whom  were  Christians.  I  asked  thai  all  thiiwe  who  had  been 
blessed  of  Christian  mothers  arise,  and  almost  Ihe  entire  assembly  st<ioti  up.  Don't 
you  see  how  important  it  is  that  all  motherhood  be  consecrated  ?  Why  did  Titian, 
the  Italian  artist,  when  he  sketched  the  Madonna,  nmke  it  an  Italian  face?     Why 
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did  Rubeiis.  the  Gemian  artist,  in  his  Madonna,  make  it  a  Gennan  face?  Why- 
did  Joshua  Reynolds,  Uie  English  artist,  in  his  Madonna,  make  it  an  English  face? 
.Why  did  MuriUo,  tlie  Spanish  artist,  in  his  Madonna,  make  it  a  Spanish  face?  I 
never  heard,  but  I  think  they  took  their  own  mothers  as  the  t>-pe  of  Mary,  the 
mother  of  Christ.  When  you  hear  stmie  one  in  sermon  or  oration  speak  in  the 
abstract  of  a  good,  faithfiU,  honest  mother  your  eyes  fill  up  with  tears,  while  you 
say  to  yourself,  that  was  my  mother.  The  first  word  a  child  utters  is  apt  to  be 
"Mother,"  andtlieijld  man  in  liis  dying  dreani  calls,  "Mother  !  Mother!"  It 
matters  not  whether  she  was  brought  up  in  the  surrounding  of  a  city,  and  in 
affluent  home,  and  was  dressed  appropriately  with  reference  to  the  demands  of 
modem  life,  or  whether  she  wore  the  old-time  cap,  and  great  round  spectacles,  and 
apron  of  her  own  make,  and  knit  you  socks  with  her  own  needles,  seated  by  the 
broad  fire-place,  with  great  black  log  ablaze  on  a  winter  uight.  It  matters  not  how 
many  wrinkles  crossed  and  rccrasscd  Ikt  face,  or  how  much  her  shoulders  stooped 
with  the  burdens  of  a  long  life,  if  you  painted  a  Madrmna  hers  would  be  the  face. 
What  a  gentle  hand  she  had  when  we  were  sick,  and  what  a  voice  to  soothe  pain, 
and  was  there  anyone  who  could  so  fill  up  a  room  with  i>eace,  and  purity,  and  light  ? 
And  what  a  sad  day  that  was  when  we  came  home  and  she  could  greet  us  not, 
for  her  lips  were  forever  still.  Come  back,  motlier,  this  Christinas  day,  and  take 
your  old  place,  and  as  ten,  or  twent>',  or  fifty  years  ago,  come  and  open  tlie  old 
Bible  you  used  to  read,  and  kneel  in  the  same  place  where  you  used  to  pray,  and 
look  upon  us  as  of  old  when  you  wished  us  a  Mem'  Christmas  or  a  Happy  New 
Year.  But  no  !  Tliat  would  not  be  fair  to  call  you  back.  You  had  troubles 
enough,  and  aches  enough,  and  bereavements  enough  while  you  were  here.  Tarry 
by  tlie  throne,  mother,  till  we  join  you  there,  your  prayers  all  answered,  and  in 
the  eternal  homestead  of  our  God  we  shall  again  keep  Christmas  jubilee  together. 
But  speak  from  yom-  thrones,  all  you  glorified  mothers,  and  say  to  all  these,  your 
sons  and  daughters,  words  of  love,  wonts  of  warning,  words  of  chcLT,  They  need 
your  voice,  for  ihey  have  traveled  far  and  with  many  a  he:irl-hrcfik  since  you  left 
them,  and  >ou  do  well  to  call  from  tlie  heights  of  heaven  to  the  valleys  of  the 
earth.  Hail,  enthroned  ancestr>-?  We  are  coming.  Keep  a  place  for  us  right 
beside  you  at  the  banquet. 

Slow-rooted  years !    Mon:  swiftly  run 
Into  the  gold  of  that  uasettiiig  itun. 
Homesick  vre  nre  Tor  tliec, 
Caltu  land  bcyoud  the  msl 
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the  Tempcl  of  Dapon  there  were  3000  people  asseml>led. 
They  had  come  to  niaki;  sport  of  eyeless  Samson.  They 
were  all  ready  for  the  entertainment.  They  began  to 
clap  and  pound,  impatient  for  the  amusement  to  begin, 
and  they  cried:  "Fetch  hiin  out.  fetch  liiiu  out!" 
Yonder  I  see  the  blind  old  giant  coming,  led  by  the  hand 
of  a  child  into  the  very  midst  of  the  temple.  At  his  first 
appearance  there  goes  up  a  shout  of  laughter  and  derision. 
The  blind  old  giant  pretends  he  is  tired,  and  wants  to 
rest  himself  against  the  jjillars  of  the  house;  so  he  .says  to  tlie  lad  who  leads  him: 
"  Show  me  where  the  main  pillars  are."  The  lad  does  so.  Then  tlie  strong  man 
puts  his  right  liand  on  one  pillar  and  his  left  hand  on  another  pillar,  and,  with  the 
mightiest  push  tJiat  mortal  ever  made,  throws  himself  forward  until  tlie  whole 
house  comes  down  in  thunderous  crash,  grinding  the  audience  like  grapes  in  a 
winepress.  "  And  so  it  came  to  pass,  when  their  hearts  were  merr>-,  that  they 
said:  '  Call  for  Samson,  that  he  may  make  us  sjmrt.'  And  they  aUlc*!  for  Sam- 
son out  of  the  prison-house,  and  he  made  tliem  sjiort." 

In  other  words:  There  arc  amusements  that  arc  destructive,  and  bring  down 
disaster  and  death  upon  the  heads  of  those  who  practice  thetii.  While  they  laugh 
and  cheer,  they  die.  The  3000  who  perished  that  day  in  Gaza  are  as  nothing  when 
compared  to  the  tens  of  thousands  who  have  been  destroyed  by  sinful  amusements. 
But  there  is  a  lawful  use  of  the  world  as  well  ns  an  unlawful  abuse  of  it.  and 
the  difference  between  the  man  Christian  and  the  man  unchristian  is  that  in 
the  former  ca.se  the  man  masters  the  world,  while  in  the  latter  case  the  world 
ma.sters  him.  Fur  whom  did  God  make  this  grand  and  beautiful  world  ?  For 
whom  this  wonderful  expenditure  of  color,  this  gracefulness  of  line,  this  mosaic 
of  the  ground,  this  fresco  of  the  sky.  this  glowing  frtiitage  of  orchard  and  vine- 
yard, this  full  orchestra  of  the  tempest,  in  which  the  tree  branches  flute,  and  the 
winds  trumpet,  and  the  thunders  drum,  and  all  the  splendors  of  earth  and  sky 
come  cla-sliing  their  cyml>als?  For  whom  did  God  spring  the  arched  bridge  of 
colors  resting  upon  buttresses  of  broken  storm-cloud  ?    For  whom  did  He  gather 
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the  upholstery  of  fire  around  the  window  of  the  setting  sun  ? 
more  especially  for  His  own  dear  children. 


For  all  men ;  but 


THE  WORLD    FOR  GOO'S  OWN   CHILDREN. 


If  yoa  build  a  large  mansion  and  spread  a  great  feast  afler  it  to  celebrate  the 
completion  of  the  structure,  do  you  allow  strangers  to  come  in  and  occitpy  the 
place  while  you  tliru.st  your  own  ciiiUlren  in  the  kitchen  or  the  bnni,  or  the 
fields?  Oh,  no.  You  say,  "  I  am  ver\-  glad  to  see  strangers  in  my  mansion,  but 
my  owni  sons  and  daughters  shall  have  the  first  riglit  there."  Now,  God  has 
built  this  grand  mansion  of  a  world,  and  He  has  spread  a  glorious  feast  in  it;  and 
while  those  who  arc  strangers  to  His  grace  may  come  in,  I  think  that  God  espe- 
cially intends  to  give  the  advantage  to  His  own  children,  those  who  arc  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  the  Lord  Almighly,  those  who  through  grace  can  look  up  and  say, 
*'  Abba,  Father."  You  cannot  make  me  believe  that  God  gives  more  advantages 
to  the  world  than  He  gives  to  the  Church  bought  by  His  own  blood.  If,  there- 
ibre,  people  of  the  world  have  looked  with  dolorous  sympathy  upon  Ihasc  who 
make  professiou  of  religion,  and  have  said,  "  Those  new  converts  are  going  down 
into  a  privation  and  into  hardsliip.  Why  did  not  they  tarry  a  little  longer  in  the 
world,  and  have  some  of  its  enjoyments  and  amusements  and  recreations?"  1  say 
to  such  men  of  the  world,  "  You  are  greatly  mistaken,"  and  before  I  get  through 
I  will  .show  that  those  people  who  stay  out  of  the  kingdom  of  God  have  the  hard- 
ships and  self-denials,  while  those  who  come  in  have  the  joys  and  the  satis- 
factions. 

In  tlie  name  of  the  King  of  heaven  and  earth,  I  serve  a  writ  of  ejectment 
upon  all  the  sinful  and  polluted  who  have  squatted  on  the  domain  of  earthly 
pleasure  as  though  it  belonged  to  them,  while  I  claim  in  behalf  of  the  good,  and 
the  pure,  and  tlie  true,  the  eternal  inheritance  which  God  has  given  them. 
Hitherto  Christian  philanthropists,  clerical  and  lay,  have  busied  themselves  chiefly 
in  denouncing  siulul  recreations,  but  I  feel  we  have  no  right  to  stand  before  men 
and  women  in  whase  hearts  there  is  a  desire  for  recreation  amounting  to  positive 
necessity,  dejiouncing  this  and  tliat  and  the  other  Uiing,  when  we  do  not  propose 
to  give  them  soraetliing  better.  I  propose,  therefore,  to  lay  before  you  some  of  the 
recreations  which  are  not  only  innocent,  but  positively  helpfid  and  advantageous. 

In  the  first  place,  I  commend,  among  indoor  recreations,  music,  vocal  and 
instrumental.  Among  the  first  things  created  was  the  bird,  so  that  the  earth 
might  have  music  at  the  start,  Tins  world  which  |-»egan  with  so  sweet  a  sere- 
nade, is  finally  to  be  demolishetl  amidst  the  ringing  blast  of  the  archangel's 
trumpet,  so  that  as  there  was  music  at  tlie  starts  there  shall  be  music  at  the  close. 
While  this  heavenly  art  has  oflen  been  dragged  into  the  uses  of  superstition  and 
dissipation,  we  all  know  it  may  Ijc  the  means  of  high  moral  culture.     Oh,  it  is  a 
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grand  thing  to  hat'e  our  children  brought  up  amidst  Uie  sound  of  cultured  voices 
and  amidst  the  melody  of  musical  instruments.  There  is  in  this  art  an  inde- 
scribable fascination  {ur  the  household.  Let  all  tliosc  families  who  have  the 
means  to  afford  it,  have  flute  or  harp,  or  piatio  or  orgau.  As  soon  as  the  hand  is 
large  eauugli  to  compass  tlie  keys,  teach  it  how  to  pick  out  the  melody.  Let  all 
our  young  men  try  this  heavenly  art  upon  their  nature.  Those  who  have  gone 
into  it  fiiUy  have  found  in  it  illimitable  recreation  and  amusement.  Dark  days, 
stormy  nights,  seasons  of  sickness,  business  disasters,  will  do  little  toward 
depressing  the  soul  whicli  can  gallop  off  over  musical  keys  or  soar  in  jubilant 
lay.  It  will  cure  pain.  It  will  rest  fatigue.  It  will  quell  pas.simi.  It  will  revive 
healtli.  It  will  reclaim  dissipation.  It  will  strengthen  the  immortal  soul.  In 
the  battle  of  Waterloo.  Wellington  saw  that  the  Highlanders  were  failing  back. 
He  said:  "  What  is  the  matter  there?"  He  was  told  that  the  band  of  music  had 
ceased  playing,  and  he  called  up  the  pipers  and  ordered  them  to  strike  up  an 
inspiriting  air;  and  no  sooner  did  they  strike  the  air  than  the  Highlanders  were 
rallied  and  hcliJed  to  win  the  day.  Oh,  ye  who  ha\*c  been  routed  in  conflicts  of 
life,  try  b>'  the  force  of  mu.<uc  to  rally  your  scattered  battalions. 


MUSICAL  ENTeRTAINMENTS  SHOULD  BE  PATRONIZED. 

I  am  glad  tn  know  that  in  our  great  cities  there  is  liardty  a  night  in  which 
there  are  not  concerts,  where,  with  the  best  musical  instruments  and  the  sweetest 
voices,  people  may  find  cnterlainraeut.  Patronize  such  cntLTtainraenta  when  they 
are  aflTorded  you.  Buy  Mmson  tickets  if  you  can.  fur  the  Philharmonic  and  the 
Handel  and  Haydn  societies.  Feel  that  $1 .50  or  $2  that  you  spend  for  the  purpose 
of  hearing  an  artist  play  or  sing  is  a  profitable  investment.  Lei  your  Steinway 
Halls  and  your  Academies  of  Music  roar  with  the  acclamation  of  appreciati\'e 
audiences  H-ssenibled  at  the  concert  or  the  oratorio. 

Still  further,  1  commend  as  worthy  of  their  support  the  gymnaidum.  This 
institution  is  gaining  in  favor  every  year,  and  I  know  of  nothing  more  free  from 
dissi]iatton  or  more  cnlcnlatc<l  to  recuj>eratc  the  physical  and  mental  energies. 
While  there  are  a  good  many  people  who  have  employetl  this  institution,  there  is 
a  vast  number  who  arc  ignorant  of  its  excellence.  There  are  men  with  cramped 
chests  and  weak  sides  an*l  dw^pondait  spirits,  who,  through  the  g>*mnasium.  might 
be  roused  up  to  exid>erance  and  exhilaration  of  life.  There  arc  many  Christian 
people  despondent  from  year  to  year,  who  miglit,  through  such  an  instittition,  be 
benefited  in  their  spiritual  relations.  There  are  Christian  people  who  seem  to 
think  that  it  is  a  good  sign  to  Ix;  poorly;  and  because  Richard  Baxter  and  Robert 
Hall  were  invalids,  they  think  tliat  by  the  same  sickliness  ihey  may  come  to  the 
same  grandeur  of  character.  I  want  to  tell  the  Christian  people  of  this  country 
antl  all  countries,  that  God  will  hold  you  responsible  for  your  invalidism  if  it  la 
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There  are  gootl  people  whose  ideas  of  heaven  are  all  shut  out  with  clouds  of 
tobacco  smoke.  There  are  people  who  dare  to  shatter  tlie  physical  vase  in  which 
God  has  put  the  jewel  of  eternity.  There  arc  meu  with  great  hearts  and  intellects 
in  Uxlies  vvoni  mit  f)y  tht-ir  own  iieglet-ls — magnificent  machinery,  cJipable  of 
propclHug  a  Great  Uasteni  across  the  Atlantic,  yet  fhstcnctl  in  a  rickety  North 
River  propeller.  Martin  Luther  was  so  mighty  for  God,  first,  because  he  had  a 
noble  soul,  and  secondly,  because  he  had  a  muscular  development  which  would 
have  enabled  him  to  tlirash  any  five  of  his  persecutors,  if  it  had  been  Christian  so 
to  do.  Physical  development  which  merely  shows  itself  in  fabulous  lifting,  or  in 
perilous  rape-walking,  or  in  i)ugilistic  eucounter,  excites  only  our  contempt;  but 
we  confess  to  great  admiration  for  the  man  who- has  a  great  soul  in  aii  athletic 
body,  every  nerve,  muscle  and  bone  of  which  is  consecrated  to  right  uses.  Oh,  it 
sccras  to  me  outrageous  that  men,  through  neglect,  should  allow  their  physical 
health  to  go  down  beyond  repair.  A  ship  which  ought,  with  all  sail  set  and  every 
man  at  his  jHwt,  to  l)C  carrying  a  rich  cargo  for  eternity,  employing  all  its  men  m 
stopping  up  leakages.  Ulien  yon  may,  through  the  gymnasium,  work  off  your 
spleen  and  your  querulousiiess  and  one-half  of  your  physical  and  mental  ailments, 
do  not  turn  your  back  upon  such  a  grand  nieflicanient. 


PARLOR  GAMES  COMMENDED. 

Still  further:  I  commend  to  yun  a  large  class  of  parlor  games  and  recreations. 
There  is  a  way  of  making  our  homes  a  hundred-fold  more  attractive  than  they  are 
now.  Those  parents  cannot  expect  to  keep  tlieir  children  away  from  outside  dis- 
sijKition  unless  tiiey  make  the  domestic  circle  brighter  than  anything  they  can  find 
outside  of  it.  Do  not,  then,  sit  in  your  home  surly  and  unsympathetic,  and  with 
a  lialf- condemnatory  look,  because  of  the  sportfulness  of  your  children.  You 
were  young  once  yourself;  let  your  children  be  young.  Because  your  eyes  are 
dim  and  your  ankles  are  stiff,  do  not  denounce  s^jortfulness  in  those  upon  whose 
eyes  there  is  the  first  lustre,  and  in  whose  foot  there  is  the  liounding  joy  of  robust 
health.  I  thank  God  that  ia  our  drawing  rooms  and  in  our  parlors  there  are 
innumerable  games  and  sports  wliich  have  not  upon  them  the  least  taint  of 
ini<juity.  Light  \ip  all  ymir  homes  with  innocent  hilarities.  Do  not  sit  down 
with  the  rheumati.sin.  wondering  liow  children  can  goon  so.  Rather  thank  God 
that  their  hearts  are  so  light,  and  their  laughter  is  so  free,  and  that  their  cheeks 
are  so  ruddy,  and  that  their  expectations  are  so  radiant.  The  night  will  come 
soon  enough,  and  the  heart-break  and  the  i^ng  and  the  desolation— it  will  come 
soon  enough  for  the  dear  children.  But  when  the  storm  actually  clouds  the  sky, 
it  will  be  lime  enough  for  you  to  haul  out  your  reef  tackles.  Carry,  then,  into 
your  bomt-s  not  only  the  innocent  sports  and  games  which  are  the  inventions  of 
our  own  day.  but  the  games  which  come  down  with  the  sportfulness  of  all  the 
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past  ages — cliess.  and  charades,  and  tableaux,  and  battledore,  and  calisthenics,  and 
lawuteunis,  and  all  thase  aniuscnieiits  which  the  young  people  of  our  homes  know 
so  well  how  to  contrive.  Then  there  will  1*  tlie  parlor  socialities — groups  of  petiple 
assembled  in  your  homes,  with  wit  and  nvimicry  and  joviality,  filling  the  room  with 
joy  from  the  door  to  the  mantel,  and  from  the  carpet  to  the  ceiling.  Oil,  is  there 
any  exhilaration  like  a  score  of  genial  souls  in  one  room,  each  one  adding  a  contri- 
bution of  his  own  individual  merriment  to  the  aggregation  of  general  hilarity? 

Suppose  you  want  to  go  abroad  in  the  city,  then  you  will  find  the  panorama 
and  the  art  gallery,  and  exquisite  collections  of  pictures.  You  will  find  the 
Metropolitan  Museum  and  the  Historical  Society  rooms  full  of  rare  curioaties, 
and  scones  of  places  which  can  stand  plainly  the  test  of  what  is  right  and  wrong 
in  amusements.  You  will  find  tlie  lecturing  hall,  which  has  been  honored  by  the 
names  of  Agas-si?.  in  natnral  history,  lioreiiius  in  chemistry,  Boynton  tn  geology, 
Mitchell  in  astronomy,  and  scores  and  hundreds  of  men  who  liave  poured  their 
nit  and  genius  and  ingenuity  through  that  particular  channel  upon  the  hearts  and 
consciences  and  imaginations  of  men,  setting  this  countr>'  fifty  years  farther  in 
advance  than  it  would  have  been  without  the  lecture  platform. 
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OUT-DOOR  SPORTS. 

I  rejoice  in  the  popularization  of  out-door  sports.  I  hail  the  croquet  ground, 
and  the  fisherman's  rod,  and  the  .sportsman's  gun.  In  our  cities  life  is  so 
unhealthy  and  unnatural  that  when  the  census-taker  represeuts  a  city  as  having 
400,000  inhabitants,  there  are  only  300,000,  since  it  takes  about  two  men  to  amount 
to  only  one  man,  so  depleting  and  unnerviug  and  exhausting  is  tliia  metropolitan 
life.  We  want  more  fresh  air,  more  sunlight,  more  of  the  abandon  of  field  sports. 
I  cr>*  out  for  it  in  behalf  of  the  Church  of  God,  as  well  as  in  behalf  of  secular 
interests.  I  wish  tiiat  every  winter  our  ponds,  and  our  rivers,  and  our  Capitoline 
grounds  might  be  all  aquake  with  the  heel  and  the  shout  of  the  swift  skater.  I 
wish  that  when  the  warm  weather  comes,  the  graceful  oar  might  dip  the  stream, 
and  the  eveningtide  be  resonant  with  lH>atman's  song,  the  bright  prow  splitting 
the  crj'stalline  billow.  We  shall  have  the  smooth  and  gra>wy  lawn,  and  we  will 
call  out  people  of  all  occupations  and  profes.sions  and  ask  them  to  join  in  the  ball- 
player's sport.  Yim  will  come  back  from  these  out-door  exercises  and  recrc-ations 
with  strength  in  your  arm,  and  color  in  your  cheek,  and  a  flash  in  your  eye,  and 
courage  in  your  henrt.  In  this  great  battle  that  is  openii^g  against  the  kingdom 
of  darkness  we  want  not  only  a  consecrated  soul,  but  a  strong  arm  and  stout  lungs 
and  mighty  muscles.  I  bless  God  that  tliere  are  so  mauy  recreatious  that  have  uot 
on  them  any  Lain^  of  iniquity;  recreations  in  which  we  may  engage  for  the 
strengthening  of  the  body,  for  the  clearing  of  the  intellect,  for  the  illnmination  of 
Uie  soul 
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There  is  still  another  fonn  of  rccrentioti  which  I  conmieiid  to  you,  and  that  is 
the  pleasure  of  doing  good,  I  have  »een  youiig  men,  weak,  and  crois,  and  sotir, 
and  repelling  in  tlieir  disposition,  who  by  one  hea^-enh-  touch  have  wakened  up 
and  become  blessed  and  buoyant,  the  ground  iinder  their  feet  and  the  sky  over 
their  heads  breaking  forth  into  music.  "  Oh,"  says  some  young  man  in  the  house 
to-day,  "  I  should  like  that  recreation  above  all  otliers,  but  I  have  not  the  means." 
My  dear  brothers,  let  us  take  an  account  of  stock  this  morning.  You  have  a 
large  estate,  if  you  only  realize  it — ^two  hands,  two  feet.  You  vnW  have,  pcrhapfi, 
during  the  next  year,  at  least  ten  dollars  for  charitable  contribution.     You  wiU 
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have  2500  cheerful  looks  if  you  want  to  employ  them.  You  will  have  5000  pleas- 
ant words,  if  you  want  to  speak  them.  Now,  what  an  amount  tlmt  is  to  start  withi 
You  go  out  to-morrow  morning,  and  you  see  a  case  of  real  destitution  by  the 
wayside.  You  give  him  two  cents.  The  blind  man  hears  the  peuuies  rattle  in  his 
liat,  and  he  says:  "Thank  you,  sir;  God  bless  you."  You  pass  down  the  street. 
trying  to  look  indifferent,  but  you  feel  from  the  verv"  depths  of  your  soul  a  pro- 
found satisfaction  that  you  made  that  man  happy.  You  go  on  still  farther,  and 
find  a  poor  bo>'  with  a  wheelbarrow,  trj-ing  to  get  it  up  on  the  curbstone.    He  Eails 
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ill  the  attempt.  You  say:  "  Stand  back,  my  Ind,  let  me  trj'."  Y'ou  push  it  up- 
on the  curbstone  for  him  aud  pass  on.  He  wonders  who  that  well-dressed  mau 
was  Uiat  helped  him.  You  did  a  kiiiduess  to  the  boy.  but  you  did  a  great  joy  tx^ 
your  owu  soul.     You  will  not  gel  ovtr  it  all  Uie  week. 

CHEERfUL  LOOKS. 

On  the  street  you  will  see  a  sick  man  passing  along.  "Ah."  you  say, 
'*  what  can  I  do  to  make  this  man  happy  ?  He  certainly  does  not  want  money; 
he  is  not  poor,  but  he  is  sick."  Give  hira  one  of  those  2500  cheerful  looks  that 
you  have  garnered  up  for  the  whole  year.  I/xik  joy  and  hopofnluess  into  his- 
soul.  It  will  thrill  him  through,  and  there  will  I>e  a  rcficlion  njwn  your  own  wjul. 
Going  a  little  farther  on  you  will  come  to  the  store  of  a  friend  who  is  embarrassed 
in  business  matters.  You  will  go  in  and  say:  "  What  a  fine  store  you  have.  I 
think  business  will  brighten  up,  and  you  will  have  more  custom  after  a  while.  1 
think  there  is  coming  a  great  prosperity  to  all  the  countr>'.  Good  morning." 
You  pass  out.  You  have  helped  that  young  man.  and  you  have  helped  yourself. 
And  that  night  you  go  home;  yon  sit  by  the  fire,  you  talk  a  little,  you  sing  a  little,, 
you  laugh  a  little:  you  say:  *'  I  really  don't  know  wliat  is  the  matter  with  me. 
I  never  felt  so  splendidly  in  my  life."  I  will  tell  what  is  the  matter  with  you. 
You  spent  only  two  cents  out  of  the  ten  dollars;  you  have  contributed  one  out  of 
25(10  cheerful  looks;  you  have  given  ten,  fifteen  or  twenty  of  tlie  5000  pleasant 
words  you  are  going  to  speak  during  tlie  year;  you  have,  with  your  own  hands, 
helped  the  boy  with  the  wheelbarrow,  and  you  feel  in  body,  mind  and  soul 
the  thrill  of  that  recreation.  Which  do  you  think  was  the  happier — Colonel 
Gardiner,  who  sat  with  his  elbow  on  a  table  sprc:id  with  all  extravagant 
viands,  looking  off  at  a  dog  on  the  rug.  saying:  "  How  1  would  like  to 
clumge  plaet-s  with  him,  I  be  the  dog  and  he  be  Colonel  Gardiner;"  or 
those  two  Moravian  missionaries  who  wanted  to  go  into  the  lay.arrtto  for  the 
sake  of  attending  the  sick,  and  they  were  told:  "If  you  go  in  there  you 
will  never  come  out.  We  never  allow  anyone  to  come  out,  for  he  would  bring^ 
the  contagion?" 

Then  they  made  their  wills  and  went  in.  first  to  help  the  sick  and  then  to  die. 
Which  was  the  happier.  Colonel  Gardiner,  or  the  Moravian  missionaries  dying  for 
others?  Was  it  all  sacrilitv  when  the  missionaries  wanted  to  bring  the  gospel  tt> 
the  negroes  at  the  Barhndoes.  and,  being  denied  the  privilege,  sold  themselves  into 
slavery,  standing  side  by  side,  and  lying  side  by  side  down  in  the  very  ditch  of 
suffering,  in  order  that  they  might  bring  those  men  up  to  life  and  God  and- 
heaven?  Oh,  there  is  a  thrill  tn  the  joy  of  doing  good!  It  is  the  most 
magnificent  recreation  to  which  a  man  ever  puts  his  hand,  or  his  head,  or 
his  heart. 
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THE  RESULT   OF  SINFUL  AMUSEMENT. 

But  furthennore,  I  want  to  impress  upon  you  tliflt  mere  secular  entertainments 
are  not  a  fit  fouiidatioii  for  your  sou!  to  build  on.  I  was  reading  of  a  woman  who 
had  gone  all  the  rouivda  of  sinful  amusement,  aud  she  came  to  die.  She  said,  "  I 
will  die  to-night  at  six  o'clock."  "  Oh,"  they  said,  **  I  guess  not;  you  don't  seem 
to  be  sick."  "  I  shall  die  at  six  o'clock,  and  my  soul  will  be  lost,  I  know  it  will 
be  lost;  I  ha\*e  sinned  away  my  day  of  grace."  The  noon  came.  They  desired 
to  seek  religious  counsel. 

"Oh,"  she  said.  "  it  is  of  no  use.  My  day  is  gone.  I  have  lieen  alt  the 
rounds  of  worldly  pleasure,  and  it  is  too  late.  I  shall  die  to-night  at  six  o'clock." 
The  day  wore  away,  and  it  came  to  four  o'clock,  and  to  five  o'clock,  and  she  cried 
out  at  five  o'clo<-k,  "  rVstmyed  spiriLs.  ye  shall  not  have  nie  yet;  it  is  not  six,  it 
is  not  six."  The  moments  went  by,  and  the  shadows  began  to  gather,  and  the 
clock  struck  six;  and  while  it  was  striking  her  soul  went  out.  What  hour  God 
will  call  for  us  I  do  not  know — whether  six  o'clock  to-night,  or  three  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  or  at  one  o'clock,  or  at  this  moment.  Sitting  where  you  are,  falling 
forward,  or  standing  where  you  are,  dropping  down,  where  would  you  go  to? 

But  our  hour  fur  adjourning  is  haslcning,  and  the  last  hour  of  our  life  will 
soon  be  here,  and  from  that  hour  we  will  review  our  trials  and  lost  opj)urtunitirs. 
It  will  be  a  solemn  hour.  If  from  our  death-pillow  we  ha\'e  to  look  back  and  ace 
a  life  spent  in  sinful  amuseinciit,  there  will  be  a  dart  that  will  strike  through  our 
soul  shari>er  Xhan  the  dagger  with  which  Virgiuius  slew  his  child.  The  memory 
of  the  past  will  make  us  quake  like  Macbeth.  The  iniquities  and  rioting  through 
which  we  ha\*e  passed  will  come  ui>on  us  weird  and  skeleton  as  Meg  Merrilles. 
Death,  theold  Shylock.  will  demand  and  take  the  remaining  ix)und  of  flesh  and 
the  remaining  drop  of  blood;  and  upon  our  last  opportunity  for  repentance,  and 
our  last  chance  for  heaven,  the  curtain  will  forever  drop. 
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GOOD  man  was  Judge  Eli,  as  described  in  the  Book  Samuel, 
but  he  let  liis  two  boys,  Hophni  and  Fhinchas,  do  as  Ihey 
pleasc<l,  an<i  thronjjh  over-indiilgaicc  Ihcy  went  lu  niin. 
The  blind  old  Judge,  ninety-eight  years  of  age,  is  Heated 
at  the  gate  waiting  for  the  news  of  an  important  lialtle  in 
which  his  two  sons  were  at  the  front.  An  express  is 
coming  with  tidings  from  the  battle.  This  blind  nonagen- 
arian puts  his  hand  behind  his  ear,  and  listens,  and  cries: 
"  What  meaneth  the  noise  of  this  tumult?"  An  excited  messenger, 
all  out  of  brcxith  with  the  speed,  said  to  him:  "Our  anny  is  defeated. 
The  sat-red  chest,  called  the  Ark,  is  captured,  and  your  sons  are  dea<! 
on  the  field."  No  wonder  the  father  fainted  and  expired.  The 
domestic  tragedy  in  which  these  two  sons  were  the  tragedians  had 
finished  its  fifth  and  last  net.  "  He  fell  from  ufT  the  seat  backward  by 
the  side  of  the  gate,  and  his  neck  brake,  and  he  died;  for  he  was  an 
old  man,  and  Iteavy."  Eli  had  made  an  awful  mistake  In  regard  to 
his  children.  The  Bible  distinctly  says:  "  His  !40ns  made  themselves  vile  and  he 
restrained  them  not."  Oh,  the  10,000  mistakes  in  rearing  children,  mistakes  of 
parents,  mistakes  of  teachers  in  day-school  and  Sabbath -classes,  mistakes  which 
We  all  make.     Will  it  not  be  useful  (o  consider  them? 

THE  ALL-CONOUERINC  ARMY. 

This  countr)'  is  going  lo  be  conquered  liy  a  great  army,  compared  with  which 
that  of  Baldwin  I.,  and  Xerxes,  and  Alexander,  and  Grant,  and  Lee,  all  put 
together,  were  in  nnmbers  insignificant.  They  will  capture  all  the  pulpits,  store* 
houses,  factories  and  halls  of  legislation,  all  our  shipping,  all  our  wealth,  and  all 
our  honors.  They  will  take  jxissession  of  all  authority,  from  the  United  States 
presidency  down  to  the  humblest  con.stabular>' — of  ever\'t]iing  between  the  Atlantic 
and  Pacific  Oceans.  The\'  are  on  the  march  now,  and  they  halt  neither  day  nor 
night.  They  will  soon  be  here,  and  all  the  present  active  population  of  this 
country  must  surreuder  and  give  way.     I  refer  to  the  gi«at  army  of  children. 
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Whether  they  shall  take  possessiou  of  everything  for  good  or  for  bad  depends 
upou  llie  style  of  preparalJun  tlirough  which  they  pass  on  tbeir  way  from  cradle 
to  throne.  Cicero  ackaowlcdges  he  kept  in  his  desk  a  collection  of  prefaces  for 
books,  which  prdiici^  he  cuuld  iit  any  lime  attach  to  anythiug  he  wanted  to 
publish  for  himself  or  iitliers;  and  all  parents  and  teachers  have  all  prepared  the 
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preface  of  e\*eTy  young  life  nnder  their  charge,  and  not  only  the  preface,  but  the 
appendix,  whether  the  volnine  be  a  poem  or  a  farce.  Families,  and  schools,  and 
legislatures  are  in  our  day  busily  engaged  in  discussing  what  is  the  best  mode  of 
educating  children.  Before  this  question  almost  every  other  dwindles  into  insig- 
nificance, while  dependent  niwn  its  proper  solution  is  the  welfare  of  government 
and  ages  eternal.     Macnulay  tells  of  the  war  which  Frederick  11.  made  against 
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^H            Queen  Maria  Theresa.    And  one  day  she  appeared  Isefore  tlie  augtist  Diet  wearing         | 

^H            mourning  for  her  father,  and  held 

up  iu  her  arms  before  them  her  child,  the  Arch-        | 

^H 

duke.     This  so  wrought 

^^H 

■  ,     ■     ^■'-  -'''^A  ■ 

uiKjn     the    officers    and 

^^1 

dtrpiities    of    the    people 

^^1 

that  with   half-drawn 

H 

.swords  they  broke  forth 
in  tlie  war  cry,  **I,et  us 

i^^. 

^^1 

^^H^^k  ■ 

die  for  oiu"  Queen,  Maria 

^^1 

Theresa!" 

^^1 

So  realizing  that  the 

^^H 

4kH 

boy  of  to-day  is  to  be  the 

^^1 

jdfti-^^'^ 

rukr  of  the  future,  the 

^^1 

Sw  V^i^ 

^ 

prijinhir  .'^ivcreigu,  I  hold 

^^1 

mtjff  mSS 

1 

liiiti  before  the  American 

^^1 

^E)y  ^^^1 

*»   /£:•- 

people    to    aronse    their 

^^1 

''  ^K'  -^^^E 

'M' 

enthusiasm  iu  his  behalf. 

^^1 

'  j^^^' '  "^^^B 

tJ^ii 

and  to  evoke  their  oath 

^^1 

M^^        ^?^ 

*V 

for  his  defence,  his  edu- 

^^1 

^r<^^   ^             ^Mt 

catiou.  and  his  sublime 

H 

r7 

destiny. 

If  a  parent,  you  will 

^^H 

remember  when  you  were 

^^1 

^^^^B 

aroused  lo  these  great  re- 

^^1 

-T;  -^^f- 

•■^L^v 

sponsibilities,  and  when 

H 

^  iSBH 

you  found  that  you  liad 
not    done    all    required 

NH^^ 

^H 

after  you   had   admired 

^^H 

j|^9  fe 

the  tiny  hamls,  and  the 

^^1 

jB^    Iwt 

^  ^^HS 

glossy    Iiair.    and    the 

^^1 

f    /fe'^'       iy 

V  'v.^^E 

bright  eyes  that   lay  in 

■ 

t 

■  ^Mk^h^..^W.- 
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tlie  cradle,  you  suddenly 
remembered     that     tliat 

i 

jlpfp^.^^ 

mmWiii^t'':' 

■ 

^ 
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hand  would  yet  be  raised 

■ 

^^*'\-      '  '._^S 

lo  bless  the  world  with 
its    benediction,    or    to 

f            ^ 

1*:^^        1^  : 

-Sl^fSMn*            .-L^ 

*^*^     JS^, 

smite  it  witli  a  curse.          ^H 

^ 

jt       ^Oi  JW 

In    Ariosto's    great     ^1 

poem  there  is  a  character         ■ 

^^^H                           THB  QUKSN  OP  TBK  BARNV&RD.                          Called  Ruggicro,  wfau  has   ^H 
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oil  the  otiier  side.  Good  family  goveriiiuent  is  all-imporlant.  AtiaR'Iij*  and  mis- 
rule in  the  domestic  circle  is  the  forerunner  of  anarchy  and  niisrnle  in  tin;  State. 
What  a  repulsive  spectacle  is  a  home  without  order  or  discipline;  disobedience  and 
impndL-ncL*.  and  anger,  and  falschrjoil  lifting  their  horrid  froiit  in  the  place  which 
shonUl  he  consecrated  to  all  That  is  holy  and  peaceful  and  beautiful.  In  tlie 
attempt  to  avoid  all  this,  and  bring  tile  children  under  proper  laws  and  regula- 
tions, parents  have  sometimes  carried  IhemsfUx-s  with  great  rigor.  John  Howard. 
whu  wjLS  merciful  to  the  prisons  and  lawtreltus.  was  merciless  in  the  treatment  of 
his  children. 


JOHN   MILTON'S  DOMESTIC  BLUNDERS. 

John  Milton  knew  e\'erything  but  how  to  train  kis  family.  Se\'cre  and 
unrea.sonahle  was  he  in  his  carriage  toward  them.  He  made  them  read  to  him  in 
four  or  five  languages,  but  would  not  allow  them  to  learn  any  of  them,  for  he  said 
that  one  tongue  was  enough  for  a  woman.  Their  reading  was  mechanical 
drndgen,',  when,  if  they  had  imderstood  the  languages  they  read,  the  employment 
of  reading  might  have  betn  a  luxurj-.  No  wonder  his  children  despised  him,  and 
stealthily  sold  his  Ixjoks.  atid  hoped  for  his  death.  In  all  ages  there  has  been 
need  of  a  society  for  the  prcvputiou  of  cruelty  to  children.  When  Barbara  was 
put  to  death  by  her  father  because  -she  had  conntennaudeU  his  order,  and  had 
three  windows  put  in  a  room  instead  of  two.  this  cruel  parent  was  a  type  of  many 
who  had  acted  the  Nero  and  the  Robespierre  in  the  home  circle.  The  heart 
sickens  at  what  you  sometimes  see,  even  in  families  that  preteixd  to  be  Christian — 
perpctxial  scolding,  and  hair  pulling,  and  car  boxing,  and  thumping,  and  stamp- 
ing, and  fault-finding,  and  te;ising,  until  the  children  are  vexed  beyond  bounds 
and  gnjwl  in  Ihe  sleeve,  and  pout,  and  rebel,  and  vow  within  tliemselvcs  that  in 
after-days  they  will  retaliate  for  the  cruelties  practiced.  Many  a  home  has  Ijecome 
as  full  of  dispute  as  was  the  home  of  John  O'Groat,  who  built  his  house  at  the 
most  northerly  point  in  Great  Britain.  And  tradition  says  that  the  house  liad 
eight  windows  and  eight  doors,  and  a  table  of  eight  sides,  because  he  had  eight 
children,  and  the  only  way  to  keep  them  out  of  bitter  tjuarrel  was  to  have  a 
separate  apartment  for  each  one  of  tbeni. 

That  child's  nature  is  too  delicate  to  be  worked  upon  by  sledge-hammer  and 
gouge  and  pile-driver.  Such  fierce  lashing,  instead  of  brt-aking  ilie  high  mettle 
to  bit  and  trace,  will  make  it  dash  off  the  more  uncontrollable.  Many  seem  to 
think  that  children  are  flax — not  6t  to  use  till  they  have  been  hackled  and 
swingled.  Some  one  talking  to  a  child  said:  "  I  wonder  what  makes  that,  tree 
out  there  so  crooked  ?"  The  child  replied:  "I  suppose  it  was  trod  on  while  it 
was  young."  • 
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THE   FAMILY  SCAPEGOAT. 

In  some  families  all  the  discipline  is  conceutratetL  upon  one  child's  head.  If 
anything  is  done  wrong  ihe  supptisitiun  is  that  George  did  it.  He  broke  tlie 
latch.  He  Icit  open  the  gate.  He  liacketi  the  banLsters.  He  whittled  sticks  on 
the  caqKts.  And  George  shall  be  the  scapegoat  for  all  domestic  misunderstand- 
ings and  suspicions.  If  things  get  wrong  in  the  culinary  departmtMit.  in  conies 
the  mother  and  says,  angrily:  "Where  is  George?"  If  busines.s  matters  are 
perplexing  at  the  store,  in  comes  the  father  at  niglit  and  says,  angrily;  "Where 
is  George?"  In  many  a  hciuscliold  Uictc  is  such  a  one  singled  out  for  snsi>icion 
and  castigntioii.  All  the  sweet  flowers  of  his  .soul  blasted  under  this  jterpelual 
nortlieast  storm.  He  curses  the  day  in  which  he  was  born.  Safer  the  child  in  an 
ark  of  bulrushes  on  the  Nile,  among  crocodiles,  than  in  an  elegant  mansion,  amid 
such  domestic  Gorgous.  A  mother  was  passing  along  tlie  street  one  day  and  came 
up  to  her  little  child,  who  did  not  see  her  approach,  and  her  child  was  saying  to 
her  playmate:  "  You  good-for-nothing  little  .scamp,  you  come  right  into  the  house 
this  minute,  or  I  will  b«it  you  till  tlie  skin  c<mies  off."  The  mother  broke  in, 
saying:  "Why,  Lizzie,  lam  surprised  to  hear  you  talk  like  that  to  any  one!" 
"Oh,"  said  the  child,  "  I  was  only  playing,  and  he  is  my  little  boy.  and  I  ara 
scolding  him,  as  you  did  me  this  morning."  Children  arc  apt  to  be  echoes  of 
their  parents. 

Safer  in  a  Bethlehem  manger  among  cattle  and  camels,  with  gentle  Mary  to 
watch  the  little  innocent,  than  in  the  most  extravagant  niu^rj-  over  which  God's 
star  of  peace  never  stood.  The  trapper  extinguishes  the  flames  on  the  prairie  by 
fighting  fire  with  fire,  but  you  cannot,  with,  the  fire  of  >'Our  own  disposition,  put 
out  the  fire  of  a  child's  disposition. 


DANGERS  OF  OVER-INDULGENCE. 

Yet  we  maj'  rush  to  the  other  extreme  and  ruin  children  by  too  great  leniency. 
The  surgeon  is  not  unkind  Ix-causc,  notwitlistauding  the  resistance  of  his  patient, 
he  goes  straight  on  with  firm  hand  and  unfaltering  heart  tu  take  off  the  gangrene. 
Nor  is  the  p.irent  less  alfcctionate  and  faithful  because,  notwithstanding  all  violent 
remonstrances  on  the  part  of  the  child,  he,  with  the  firmest  discipline,  advances  to 
the  cutting  off  of  the  evil  inclinations.  The  Bible  says;  ' '  ChasLeii  thy  son  while 
there  is  ho|x:.  and  let  iii»t  thy  s«ml  spare  for  his  crying." 

Childish  rage  unchecked  will,  after  a  while,  become  a  hurricane.  Childish 
petulance  will  grow  up  into  misanthropy.  Childish  rebellion  will  dc%'elop  into 
the  lawlessness  of  riot  and  sedition.  If  you  would  rnin  the  child,  dance  to  his 
every  caprice  and  stuff  him  with  confectioner)-.  Before  you  are  aware  of  it  that 
boy  of  six  years  will  go  down  the  street,  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  and  ready  on  any 
comer  with  his  comrades  to  compare  pugilistic  attainments.     The  parent  who 
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alloiA-s  the  child  to. grow  up  withmit  ever  haWng  learned  the  great  duty  of 
obedience  aud  submission  has  prepanxl  a  cup  of  burning  gall  for  his  own  lips 
and  appalhng  dcstmctlon  for  his  descendant.  Rcmcml>er  EH  and  his  two  sona, 
Hoptnii  and  Pliiiiehas, 

A  second  error  prevalent  in  tlic  training  of  children  is  the  la>-ing  out  of  a 
theorj*  aud  following;  it  without  arranging  it  to  varieties  of  diisposition.  In  fc\-ery 
family  you  will  find  striking  differences  of  temperament.  This  child  is  too  timid, 
and  that  too  bold;  and  this  too  miserly,  and  that  too  wasteful;  this  too  inactii'e, 
and  that  too  boislcrrms.  Now,  the  fanner,  who  sliould  plant  corn  and  wheat  and 
turnips  in  just  the  same  way,  then  put  thcni  through  one  hopper  and  grind  them 
in  the  same  mill,  would  not  be  so  much  of  a  fool  sk  the  parents  who  wotild 
attempt  to  discipline  and  educate  all  their  cliildren  in  the  same  manner.  It  needs 
a  skillfid  hand  to  adjust  these  checks  and  balances.  The  rigidity  of  govonimcnt 
which  is  uece-ssary  to  hold  in  this  im|ietuuus  naliire  wouhl  utterly  crush  that 
flexible  disposition,  while  the  gentle  reprcxjf  that  would  suffice  for  the  latter 
would,  when  used  on  the  former,  be  like  attempting  to  hold  a  champing  Bucepha- 
lus with  reins  of  gossamer. 

GOD'S  HINTS  TO  PARENTS. 

God  gives  us,  in  the  disposition  of  each  child,  a  hint  as  to  how  we  ought  to 
train  him.  aud  as  God,  in  the  mental  structure  of  our  children,  indicates  what 
mode  of  training  is  the  best.  He  also  indicates,  in  the  disposition,  their  future 
occupation.  Do  not  ftTite  donn  that  child  as  dull  because  it  may  not  now  be  as 
brilliant  as  your  otlicr  children  or  as  those  of  your  neighbor.  Some  of  the 
mightiest  men  and  vvouien  of  the  tx-nluries  had  a  stupid  childhood.  Thomas 
Aquinas  w.-is  called  at  school  '*tlie  dumb  ox,"  but  afterward  demonstrated  his 
sanctified  genius  and  was  called  "  the  angel  of  the  schools  "  and  •'  the  eagle  of 
BrittaTiy."  Kindness  and  patience  with  a  child  will  conquer  almost  anything, 
and  they  are  virtues  so  Christ-like  that  they  are  inspiring  to  look  at.  John 
Wesley's  kiss  of  a  child  on  the  pulpit  stairs  turned  Mathias  Joyce  from  a  profli- 
gate into  a  flaming  evangel. 

The  Ihird  error  pre\*alent  in  the  training  of  chilcln-n  is  the  one-sided  develop- 
ment of  cither  the  physical,  intellectual,  or  moral  nature  at  the  expense  of  the 
others.  Those,  for  instance,  greatly  mistake  who,  while  they  are  faithful  iu  the 
intellectual  and  moral  culttire  of  children,  forget  the  physical.  The  bright  eyes 
halfquenched  hy  night  study,  the  cramped  chest  that  comes  from  loo  nmch 
bending  over  school-desks,  the  weak  side  resulting  from  sedentariness  of  habit, 
pale  cheeks  and  the  gaunt  bodies  of  multitudes  of  children  attest  that  physical 
de\'clopment  docs  not  always  go  along  with  intellectual  and  moral. 


How  do  you  suppose  all  those  treasures  of  knowledge  wnich  a  child  gets  will 
look  in  shattered  caskets  ?  And  how  much  will  yow  give  for  tlie  wealthiest  cargo 
wbeji  it  is  put  in  a  leaky  ship?  How  can  that  bright,  sharp  blade  of  a  child's 
attainments  be  wielded  witliout  any  handle?  Wliat  are  brains  wortli  without 
shoulders  to  carry  them  ?  What  is  a  child  with  magnificent  mind  but  an 
exhausted  IxKly  ?  Bclttr  Uiat  a  young  man  of  twunty-onc  go  forth  in  tlie  world 
without  knowing  A  from  Z.  if  he  have  health  of  Ixxly  and  energy  tfjpiLsh  his  way 
through  the  world,  than  at  twenty-one  to  enter  upon  active  life,  his  head  stuffed 
witli  Socrates,  and  Herodotus,  and  Bacon,  and  La  Place,  but  no  physical  force  to 
sustain  liim  in  the  stiock  of  earthly  conflicLs.  From  this  infinite  blunder  of  par- 
ents how  many  have  come  out  in  life  witli  a  genius  tliat  could  have  piled  Ossa 
upon  Pelicn  and  mounted  upon  them  to  scale  the  heavens,  aud  have  laid  down 
panting  with  physical  exhaustion  before  a  mole-hill.  They  who  might  liave 
thrilled  senates  and  marshaled  armies  aud  startled  the  world  with  the  slxock  of 
their  scientific  batteries,  have  passed  their  lives  in  picking  up  prescriptions  for 
indigestion.  They  owned  all  the  thunderbolts  of  Jupiter,  but  could  not  get  out 
of  their  rocking-chair  to  use  them.  George  Washington  in  early  life  was  a  poor 
speller,  and  spelled  hat  "  h-a-double-t,  "  and  a  ream  of  paper  he  spelled  "  rheani," 
but  he  knew  enough  to  spell  out  the  independence  of  this  country  from  foreign 
oppression.  The  knowledge  of  the  schools  is  important,  but  there  are  other 
things  quite  as  important. 

Just  as  great  is  the  wrong  done  when  the  mind  is  cultivated  and  the  heart 
neglected.  The  youth  of  this  day  are  seldom  denied  any  scholarly  attainments. 
Our  schools  and  seminaries  are  ever  growing  in  efficienc>%  and  the  students  are 
conducted  through  all  the  realms  of  philosophy,  and  art,  and  language,  and 
mathematics.  The  most  hereditar>'  obtuscness  gi\-cs  way  before  the  onslaught  of 
adroit  instnictors. 

RELKIOUS  RESTRAINT  ESSCNTiAL 

But  there  is  a  development  of  infinite  importance  which  mathematics  and  the 
dead  languages  cannot  effect.  The  more  mental  power  the  more  capacity  for  evil, 
unless  coupled  with  religious  restraint.  You  discover  what  terrible  power  for  evil 
unsanctificd  genius  possesses  when  you  see  Scaligcr,  with  bis  scathiug  denuncia- 
tions, asisautting  the  best  men  of  his  time;  and  Blount.  ai>d  Spinoza,  and  BoHngbroke 
lending  their  hosts  of  followers  into  the  atl-consumiiig  (ires  of  ske|»ticism  and 
infidelity,  ^^'^^ether  knowledge  is  a  mighty  good  or  an  unmitigatetl  evil  depends 
entirely  upon  which  course  it  takes.  The  river  rolling  on  between  sound  banks 
makes  all  the  valle>*  laugh  with  golden  wheat  and  rank  gra.'w.  and,  catching  hold 
the  wheel  of  mill  aud  factory,  whirb  it  with  great  industries.     But,  breaking 


34*^ 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


away  from  rt'stramts  aiid  dasbbg  over  banks  in  red  wrath,  it  washes  away 
harvests  front  their  luooriiigs  and  makes  Uie  valleys  slirink  with  the  catastrophe. 
Fire  in  the  furnace  heats  the  house  or  drives  the  steamer;  but,  uucontrolled,  ware- 
houses go  down  in  awful  crash  before  it,  and  in  a  few  hours  half  a  city  will  lie  in  black 
ruin,  walls,  and  lowers,  and  churches,  and  monuments.  You  rausl  accompany  the 
education  of  the  intellect  with  the  ciJucntion  of  the  heart,  or  you  are  rousing  np 
witliin  your  diild  an  energy  which  will  be  blasting  and  terrific.  Better  a  wicked 
dunce  than  a  wicked  philosopher. 

The  feiiirth  error  often  committi-d  in  the  training  of  children  is  the  suppression 
of  childish  sportfulness.  The  most  triumphant  death  of  any  child  that  I  ever 
knew  was  that  of  Scoville  Haynes  McColIum.  A  few  days  before  that  he  was  at 
my  house  in  Syracuse,  and  he  ran  like  a  deer  and  his  halloo  nmde  the  woods  echo. 
You  could  hear  him  coming  &  block  off,  so  full  was  he  of  romp  and  laughter  and 
Trfaistle.  Don't  put  religion  on  your  child  as  a  strait-jacket.  Parents,  after  having 
for  a  good  many  years  liccn  jostled  about  in  the  rough  world,  often  lose  their 
vivacity,  and  are  astonished  to  see  liow  their  children  can  act  so  thoughtlessly  of 
the  earnest  world  all  about  them.  That  is  a  cruel  parent  who  quenches  any  of  the 
light  in  a  child's  sonl.  Instead  of  arresting  its  siwrtfulness,  go  forth  and  help  him, 
trundle  the  hoop,  and  fly  tlie  kite,  and  build  tlie  snow  castle.  Those  shoulders  are 
too  little  to  carry  a  burden,  that  brow  is  too  young  to  be  wrinkled,  thone  feet  are 
too  sprightly  to  go  along  at  a  funeral  pace.     God  bless  their  young  hearts  ! 


LET  THE  CHILDREN    ROMP. 

Now  is  the  time  for  them  to  be  sportful.  Let  them  romp  and  sing  and  laugh, 
and  go  with  a  rush  and  a  hurrah.  In  this  way  they  gather  up  a  surpUis  oi'  energy 
for  future  life.  For  the  child  that  walks  around  with  a  scowl,  dragging  his  feet  as 
though  they  were  weights  and  sitting  clown  by  the  hour  in  moping  and  grumbling 
I  prophesy  a  life  of  utter  inanition  and  discontent.  Hush  the  robins  in  the  air  till 
they  become  silent  as  a  bat,  and  lecture  the  frisking  lambs  on  the  hillside  until 
they  walk  like  old  sheep,  rather  than  put  exhitarant  childhood  in  the  stocks. 

The  fifth  error  in  the  training  of  childhood  is  the  postponement  of  its  moral 
culture  until  too  late.  Multitudes  of  childR-n  because  of  their  precocity  have  been 
urged  into  depths  of  study  where  they  ought  not  to  go.  and  their  intellecLs  have 
been  overburdened  and  overstrained  and  battered  to  pieces  against  Latin  grammars 
and  algebras,  and  coming  forth  into  practical  life  they  will  hardly  rise  to 
mediocrity;  and  there  is  now  a  stuffing  and  cramming  system  of  education  in  the 
schools  of  our  country  that  is  dealhful  to  the  teachers  who  have  to  enforce  it,  and 
destructive  to  the  children  who  must  submit  to  the  process.  You  find  children  at 
nine  and  ten  years  of  age  with  school  lessons  only  appropriate  for  children  of 
fifteen.     If  children  are  kept  in  school  and  studying  from  nine  to  three  o'clock,  no 
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home  study  except  mu-sic  ought  to  be  required  of  tltcm.  Six  hours  of  study  is 
etioug^h  for  any  child.  The  rest  of  the  day  oti^ht  to  be  devoted  to  recreation  and 
jmrv  fun.  Bui  you  cannol  begin  too  early  the  moral  culture  of  a  child  or  on  loo 
complcie  a  scale.  You  can  look  back  upon  your  own  life  and  rememlier  what 
mighty  impressions  were  made  upon  you  at  five  or  six  years  of  age.  Oh.  that 
child  docs  not  sit  so  silent  during  your  conversation  to  lie  uninfluenced  by  it. 
Vou  say  he  does  not  nnden>taiul.  Although  much  of  your  phraseologj-  is  beyond 
his  gra^p,  be  is  gathering  up  frt>m  your  talk  influcnct.**i  which  will  affect  his 
immortal  destiny.  From  the  question  he  asks  you  long  ailer^^'ard  you  find  he 
understood  all  about  what  you  were 
saying.  You  think  the  child  does 
not  appreciate  that  beautiful  cloud, 
but  its  most  delicate  lines  are  re- 
flected into  the  ver>*  depths  of  the 
youthful  nature,  and  a  score  of 
years  from  now  you  will  sec  the 
shadow  of  that  cloud  in  the  tastes 
and  xefincmcnLs  developed.  The 
song  with  which  you  sing  that  child 
to  sleep  will  echo  through  all  its 
life,  and  rittg  Ixick  from  the  ver>' 
ardies  of  heaven.  I  think  that 
often  the  first  seven  years  of  a 
child's  life  decide  whether  it  shall 
be  irascible,  waspish,  rude,  false. 
hypocritical,    or    gentle,    truthful, 

.frank,  obedient,  honest  and  Chris- 

•tian. 
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"OCK   FATHKR   WHICH   ART  IS    HE*VB3<." 


The  present  geueraiioos  of  men 
will  pa.*^  off  ver>*  much  as  tbe>'  are  now.  Although  the  gospel  is  offered  them, 
the  general  rule  is  that  drunkards  die  drtuikards.  thieves  die  thie\-es,  libertines 
die  libertines.  Therefore,  to  the  youth  we  turn.  Before  the>-  sow  wild  oats  get 
them  to  sow  wheat  and  barley.  Vou  fill  the  bushel  measure  with  good  corn  and 
there  will  be  no  room  for  husks.  Glori'wis  Alfred  Cookman  was  converted  at 
ten  years  of  age.  At  CarlisJc,  Pa.,  during  the  progress  of  a  religious  meeting  in 
a  Methodist  church,  while  many  were  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  this  boy 
knell  in  a  comer  of  the  church,  all  by  himself,  and  said:  "Precious  Saviour, 
Thou  art  saving  others,  oh.  will  Thou  not  save  me  ?"     A  Presbyterian  elder  knelt 
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beside  hira  and  led  him  into  tlie  light.  ICnthninetl  Alfred  Cookman  I  Tell  me 
from  the  skies,  were  you  converted  too  early  ?  But  I  cannot  hear  his  answer.  It 
is  overpowered  by  the  huzzas  of  tlie  tejis  of  thousands  who  were  brought  lo  God 
through  his  ministry.  Isaac  Watts^  the  great  Christian  poet,  was  coriverted  at 
nine  years  of  age.  Roliert  Hall,  the  great  Baptist  evangelist,  was  converted  at 
twelve  >x*ars  of  age.  Jnuathan  Edwards,  the  greatest  of  American  It^cians,  was 
converted  at  seven  years  of  age. 

Oh,  for  one  generation  of  holy  men  and  women.  Shall  it  be  the  next? 
Fathers  and  mothers,  you,  nnder  God,  are  lo  decide  wiiellier  iVrmi  yonr  families 
shall  go  forth  cowards,  iuebriatea,  counterfeiters,  bla-sphcnu-rs.  and  whether  there^ 
shall  be  those  bearing  your  image  and  carrying  your  name  festering  in  the  low 
haunts  of  vice,  and  floundering  in  dis!;ipatioii,  and  making  the  midnight  of  their 
lives  horrid  with  a  long  howl  of  min,  or  whether  from  yonr  family  altars  shall 
come  the  Christian,  the  reformers,  the  teachers,  the  ministers  of  Christ,  the  com- 
forters of  the  troubled,  the  healers  of  the  sick,  the  enacters  of  good  laws,  the 
founders  of  charitable  institutious,  and  a  great  many  who  shall  in  the  humbler 
spheres  of  toil  and  usefulness  serve  God  and  the  best  interests  of  the  human 
race. 

You  cainiot  as  parents  shirk  the  responsibility.  God  has  charged  you  with  a 
ntission,  and  all  the  throne.s  of  heaven  are  waiting  to  see  whether  you  will  do  your 
dut>*.  \Vc  must  not  forget  that  it  is  not  so  much  what  we  teach  our  children,  as 
what  we  are  in  their  presence.  We  wish  thetu  to  be  better  than  we  are,  but  the 
probability  is  that  they  will  only  be  reproductions  of  our  own  character.  German 
literature  has  much  to  say  of  the  ' '  Spectre  of  Brocken. ' "  Among  those  mountains 
travelers  in  certain  conditions  uf  the  atmasphere  see  themselves  coi>ie<l  on  a  gigantic 
scale  in  the  clouds.  At  first  the  travelers  do  not  realize  that  it  is  themseh'es  on  a 
larger  scale.  When  they  lift  a  hand  or  move  the  head  this  monster  spectre  does 
the  same,  and  with  such  enlargement  of  proportions  that  the  scene  is  most  exciting, 
and  thousands  have  gone  to  that  place  just  to  behold  the  spectre  of  Brocken.  Tlie 
probability  is  that  some  of  our  faults  which  we  consider  small  and  insignificant,  if 
we  do  not  put  an  end  to  them,  will  he  coined  on  a  larger  scale  in  the  lives  ot  uur 
children,  and  perhaps  dilated  and  exaggerated  into  spectral  proportions.  You 
need  not  go  as  far  off  as  the  Brocken  to  see  that  process.  The  first  thing  in  impor- 
tance in  the  education  of  our  children  is  to  make  ourselves,  by  the  grace  of  God, 
fit  examples  to  be  copied.  The  day  will  come  when  you  must  confront  that  child, 
not  in  the  church  pew  on  a  calm  Sabbath,  but  amid  the  consleniation  of  the  rising 
dead,  and  the  flying  heavens  and  a  burning  worid.  From  your  side  that  son  or 
daughter,  bone  of  your  bone,  heart  of  your  heart,  the  father's  brow  his  brow,  the 
mother's  eye  his  eye.  shall  go  forth  to  an  eternal  destiny.  What  will  l>c  your  joy 
if  at  last  you  hear  their  feet  in  the  same  golden  highway,  and  hear  their  voices  in 
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the  fame  rapturous  soiig,  ilUistratioiis,  while  the  eternal  ages  last,  of  what  a  faith* 

ful  part-iit  coultl,  uuder  Cloil,  accninplisii ! 

THE  OVING  MOTHER'S  REQUEST. 

I  was  reading  of  a  mother  who,  dying,  had  all  her  chiUIreti  alxiut  her.  and 
took  each  one  of  ihem  by  the  hand  and  asked  them  to  meet  her  in  heaven,  and 
with  tears  and  sobs,  such  as  those  only  know  who  have  stood  by  the  death-l>ed  of 
a  gond  old  mother,  they  all  promised.  Hut  there  was  a  youug  man  of  nineteen  who 
had  been  verj*  wild  and  reckless,  and  hard,  and  proud,  and  when  she  look  his 
hand,  she  said:  "  Now,  my  boy,  t  want  you  to  promise  uic  Iwfore  I  die  thjit  you  will 
bect>nie  a  Christinu  and  meet  me  in  heaven."  The  youug  man  made  in>  answer, 
for  there  was  so  much  for  him  to  give  up  if  he  made  and  kept  such  a  promise. 
But  the  aged  mother  persisted  in  saying;  "You  won't  deny  me  that  Iwiforc  I 
gt»,  will  you  ?  This  parting  must  not  be  forever.  Tell  me  now  you  will  ser\'e 
God  and  meet  me  in  the  land  where  there  is  no  parting."  Quaking  with  emotitni, 
he  -HtoocI  making  up  his  mind,  and  halting,  and  hesitating,  Init  at  last  his  stubborn- 
ness yielded,  and  he  Ttirew  his  arms  amnnd  his  nioilicr's  neck  and  said:  "  Yes, 
rmother:  I  will.  1  will."  And  as  he  finished  the  last  wortl  of  his  promise  her  spirit 
'■sceiided.  I  thank  God  the  young  man  kept  his  promise.  Yes.  he  kept  it.  May 
God  give  all  mothers  and  fathers  the  gladness  of  tlieir  childreu's  salvatiou. 
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A  OESCRIPTIOM  OF  CHRIST'S  SACRIFICES  AMD  THE  MARVCtOUS 
MAGNIFICENCE    OF  HEAVEN. 

JT  is  absurd  to  suppose  that  alt  the  worlds  whicb  on  a  cold  winter's 
'^[t  night  make  the  heavens  oiic  great  glitter  are  liihabitantlcss.  Philoso- 
I'/J'b  phers  tell  us  thai  many  of  these  worlds  are  too  hot,  or  too  cold,  or 
too  rarefied  of  atmosphere  for  residence.  Btit  if  not  fit  for  liunmn 
abode,  ihcy  may  be  fit  for  beings  different  from  and  superior  to  our- 
selves. We  nre  told  that  the  world  of  Jupiter  is  changing  until  it 
is  ahn(Wt  fit  for  iTtalnrts  like  the  human  race,  and  that  Mars  would 
do  for  the  human  family,  with  a  little  change  in  the  structure  of  the 
respiratory  organs.  But  that  there  is  a  great  world  swung  some- 
where, vast  beyond  imagination,  and  that  it  is  Ihe  hcadquartiTs  of 
the  universe,  and  the  metropolis  of  inintensity,  and  has  a  popula- 
tion in  numbers  vast  beyond  all  statistics,  and  appointments  of 
sple:idor  lieyond  the  capacity  of  canvas,  or  poem,  or  angel  to 
describe,  is  as  certain  as  the  Bible  is  autlieiitic.  Perhaps  some  of 
the  astronomers  with  their  big  telescopes  have  already  caught  a  glimpse  of  it.  not 
knowiug  what  it  is.     We  ^i->t:\l  it  with  six  letters,  and  pronounce  it — Heaven. 

A  GLIMPSE  OF  HEAVEN. 

That  is  where  Prince  Jesus  lived  nineteen  centuries  ago.  He  was  the  King's 
son.  It  was  the  old  homestead  of  eternity,  and  all  its  castles  were  as  old  as  C»mI. 
Not  a  frost  had  ever  chilled  the  air.  Not  a  tear  had  e\'er  rolled  down  the  cheek 
of  one  of  its  inhabitants.  There  had  Tiever  been  in  it  a  headache,  or  a  sideache, 
or  a  heartaclie.  There  had  not  been  a  funeral  in  the  memor\-  of  the  oldest  inhabi- 
tant. There  had  never  in  all  the  land  been  woven  a  black  veil,  for  there  had  never 
been  anj-thing  to  mourn  over.  The  passage  of  millions  of  years  had  not  wrinkled 
or  crippled  or  Ijedininied  any  of  its  citizens.  .MI  the  pw)ple  there  were  in  a  state 
of  eternal  adolescence.  What  floral  and  jwmonic  richness  I  Gardens  of  perpetual 
bloom  and  orchards  in  luiending  fruitage.  Had  some  .spirit  from  another  world 
enteretl  and  asked:  'What  is  sin?  What  is  bereavement?  What  is  sorrow? 
What  is  death  ?"  the  brightest  of  the  intelligences  would  have  failed  to  give  defini- 
tior,  though  to  study  the  que.stion  there  were  ^lence  in  heaven  for  half  an  hour. 
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Uic  siimc  rapturous  sonp,  iUastrations.  while  the  eternal  ages  last,  of  wliat  a  faith- 
ful i»ari:nl  tijliUl,  unilcr  God,  acci_»ni]ilish  ! 

THE  DYING  MOTHER'S  REgUEST. 

I  was  readiug  of  a  mother  who,  dying,  had  all  her  children  about  her.  and 
took  each  one  of  thein  by  tlic  hand  and  a.ske<l  them  It)  meet  her  in  heaven,  and 
with  tears  and  sobs,  such  as  those  only  know  who  have  sttWHl  by  the  death-Wd  of 
a  good  old  moiher.  Ihey  all  promised.  But  there  was  a  youug  man  of  nineteen  who 
had  been  very  wild  and  reckless,  and  hard,  and  proud,  and  when  she  took  his 
hand,  she  said;  "  Now,  my  boy,  T  want  you  to  promise  me  before  I  die  that  you  will 
become  a  Christian  and  meet  me  in  heaven."  The  youug  man  made  no  answer, 
for  there  was  so  much  for  him  to  give  up  if  he  made  and  kept  such  a  promise. 
But  the  aged  mother  persisted  in  saying:  "  Vmi  won't  deny  me  that  tiefore  T 
go.  will  you?  Tliis  parting  must  not  be  forever.  Tell  me  now  you  will  ser\'e 
God  and  meet  me  in  the  land  where  there  is  no  parting.  "  Quaking  with  emotion, 
he  stood  making  up  his  mind,  and  halting,  and  hesitating,  but  atlasthisstublwrn- 
ncss  yielded,  and  he  threw  his  arms  around  his  mother's  neck  and  said;  "Yes, 
raollicr;  I  will.  I  will."  And  as  he  finished  the  last  word  of  Iiis  promise  her  spirit 
ascended.  I  thank  God  the  young  man  kept  his  promise.  Yes.  he  kept  it.  May 
God  give  all  motlier:^  and  fatiicrs  the  gladness  of  their  children's  salvation 
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A  DESCRIPTION  OF  CHRIST'S  SACRIFICES  AND  THE  MARVELOUS 
MAGNIFICENCE    OF  HEAVEN. 


[T  is  absurd  to  suppose  that  all  tlie  worlds  which  on  a  cold  winter's 
night  make  the  heavens  one  great  glitter  are  inhabitatitless.  Philoso- 
-•iii'-'HS'  ■■?'(S  pliL-rs  tell  us  that  many  of  these  worlds  arc  too  hot,  or  loo  cold,  or 
toil  rarefied  of  atmosphere  for  residence.  But  if  not  fit  for  human 
abode,  they  may  lie  fit  for  beings  different  from  and  superior  to  our- 
selves. We  are  told  that  the  world  of  Jupiter  is  changing  until  it 
is  almost  fit  for  creatures  like  the  human  race,  and  that  Mars  would 
do  for  the  human  family,  with  a  little  change  in  the  structure  of  the 
respiratory  organs.  But  that  there  is  a  great  world  .swung  .some- 
where, vast  beyond  imagination,  and  that  it  is  the  headquarters  of 
the  universe,  and  the  metropolis  of  immensity,  and  has  a  popula- 
tion in  numbers  vast  beyond  all  statistics,  and  appointments  of 
splendor  beyond  the  capacity  of  canvas,  or  poem,  or  angel  to 
descrilH-',  is  as  certain  as  the  Bible  is  authentic.  Perhaps  some  of 
the  astronomers  with  their  big  telescopes  ha%'e  already  caught  a  glimpse  of  it,  not 
knowing  what  it  is.     We  spell  it  with  six  letters,  and  pronounce  it — Heaven. 

A  CUMPSe  OF  HEAVEN. 

That  is  where  "Prince  Jesus  lived  nineteen  centuries  ago.  He  was  the  King's' 
son.  It  was  the  old  homestead  of  eternity,  and  all  its  castles  were  as  old  as  God. 
Not  a  frost  had  e\'er  chilled  the  air.  Not  a  tear  had  e\'er  rolled  down  the  cheek 
of  one  of  its  inhabitants.  There  had  never  been  in  tt  a  headache,  or  a  sideaclie, 
or  a  heartache.  There  had  not  been  a  funeral  in  the  memory  of  the  oldest  inhabi- 
tant. There  had  never  in  all  the  land  Ijeen  woven  a  lilack  veil,  for  tliere  liad  never 
been  anything  to  mourn  over.  The  passage  of  millions  of  years  had  not  wrinkled 
or  crippled  or  bedimmed  any  of  its  citizens.  All  the  people  theie  were  in  a  stale 
of  eternal  adolescence.  What  floral  and  pomonic  richness  !  Gardens  of  perpetual 
bloom  and  orchards  in  unending  fruitage.  Had  some  spirit  from  another  world 
entered  and  asked:  "What  is  sin?  What  is  beR'avemcnt?  What  is  sorrow? 
What  is  death  ?' '  the  brightest  of  the  intelligences  would  have  failed  to  give  defini- 
tion, though  to  study  the  question  there  were  silence  in  heaven  for  half  an  hour. 
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the  same  niptunnis  song,  illustrations,  while  the  eternal  ages  last,  of  what  a  faith- 
ful parent  could,  under  God,  accomplish  ! 

THE  DYING  MOTHER'S  REQUEST. 

I  was  reading  of  a  mother  who,  dying,  had  all  her  children  a1x>ut  her.  and 
took  each  one  of  them  by  the  hand  and  asked  thein  to  meet  her  iu  heaven,  and 
witli  tears  and  sobs,  sucli  as  those  only  know  who  have  stood  by  the  death-bed  of 
a  good  old  mother,  Ihey  all  promised.  But  there  was  a  young  man  of  nineteen  who 
had  been  vcr\-  wild  and  reckless,  aud  hard,  and  proud,  and  when  she  took  his 
hand,  she  said:  "  N'ow.  my  boy,  1  want  you  tn  pnmiise  nie  Ijefore  I  <!ie  that  yi»ii  will 
l)econie  a  Christian  and  meet  me  in  heaven."  The  young  man  made  no  answer, 
for  there  was  ao  much  for  him  to  give  up  if  he  made  and  kept  such  a  promise. 
IJut  the  aged  mother  persisted  iu  saying:  "  Vou  won't  deny  me  that  before  I 
gn,  will  you  ?  This  parting  must  not  be  forever.  Tell  me  now  you  will  serve 
God  and  meet  mc  in  the  land  where  there  is  no  parting."  Quakingwith emotion, 
he  stomi  making  up  his  mind,  and  h:dling.nnd  hesitating,  bnt  at  lasthis  slubbom- 
nes.s  yielded,  and  he  threw  his  anns  anmnd  his  mother's  neck  and  said:  "Yes, 
mother;  I  will.  I  will."  And  as  he  finishe<l  the  last  word  of  his  promise  her  spirit 
ascended.  I  thank  God  the  young  man  kept  his  promise.  Yes,  he  kept  it.  May 
God  give  all  mothers  and  fatliers  the  gluduess  of  their  children's  salvation. 
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&  OESCRIFTION  OF  CHRIST'S  SACRIFICES  AND  THE  MARVELOUS 
MAGNIFtCENCe   OF  HEAVEN. 

[T  is  absurd  to  suppose  that  all  tlie  worlds  whidi  on  a  cold  witiler's 
night  make  the  heavens  one  great  glitter  are  inhabitanlless.  IMiiloso- 
phers  tell  us  that  many  of  these  worlds  are  too  hot,  or  too  cold,  or 
lo<")  rarefied  of  aliniispliere  for  residence.  But  if  not  fit  for  human 
abode,  they  may  tie  fit  for  beings  different  from  and  superior  to  our- 
selves. We  are  told  that  the  world  of  Jupiter  is  changing  until  it 
is  ahnost  fit  for  creatures  like  the  human  race,  and  that  Mars  would 
do  for  the  human  family,  with  a  little  change  in  the  structure  of  the 
respirator>*  organs.  But  that  there  is  a  great  world  swung  some- 
where, vast  beyond  imagination,  and  that  it  is  the  headquarters  of 
the  universe,  and  the  metropolis  of  immensity,  and  has  a  popula- 
tion in  numbers  vast  beyond  all  statistics,  and  appointments  of 
splendor  beyond  the  capacity  of  canvas,  or  poem,  or  angel  to 
descrilje.  is  as  certain  as  the  Bible  is  authentic.  Perhaps  some  of 
the  astronomers  with  their  big  telescopes  have  already  caught  a  glimpse  of  it.  not 
kno^^nng  what  it  is.     We  spell  it  with  six  letters,  and  pronounce  it — Heaven. 

A  GLIMPSE  OF  HEAVEN. 

That  is  where  Prince  Jesu.s  lived  nineteen  centuries  ago.  He  was  the  King's' 
90n.  It  was  the  old  homestead  of  eternity,  and  all  its  castles  were  as  old  as  God. 
Not  a  frost  had  e\'er  chilled  the  air.  Not  a  tear  had  ever  rolled  down  the  cheek 
of  one  of  its  inhabttanLs.  There  had  never  been  in  it  a.  headache,  or  a  sideache, 
or  a  heartache.  There  had  not  been  a  funeral  in  the  memory  of  the  oldest  inbabi- 
taut.  There  had  never  in  all  the  land  been  woven  a  black  veil,  for  there  liad  never 
been  anything  to  tnonm  over.  The  passage  of  millinns  of  years  had  not  wrinkled 
or  crippled  or  l)edinimed  any  of  its  citizens.  All  the  jieople  theie  were  in  a  state 
of  eternal  adolescence.  What  floral  and  pomonic  richness  !  Gardens  of  perpetual 
bloom  and  orchards  in  unending  fruitage.  Had  some  spirit  from  another  world 
enteretl  and  asked:  ''What  is  sin?  What  is  bereaveuient ?  Wliat  is  sorrow? 
Vuhat  is  death  ?' '  the  brightest  of  the  intelligences  would  have  failed  to  give  dcfini- 
tior.  though  to  study  the  question  there  were  tJlence  in  heaven  for  half  an  hour. 
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the  same  rapliimufi  soiiji,  illustrations,  while  the  eternal  ages  last,  of  what  a  faith- 
ful parent  could,  under  God,  accomplish  ! 

THE  OVINC   MOTHER'S  REQUEST. 

I  was  reading  of  a  mother  who,  dying,  had  all  her  children  alxnit  her,  and 
took  each  one  of  ihem  by  the  hand  and  asked  them  to  meet  her  in  heaven,  and 
with  leare  and  sobs,  sucli  as  those  only  know  who  have  stood  by  the  death-bed,  of 
a  good  t)ld  mother,  they  all  promised.  But  there  was  a  yomig  man  of  nineteen  who 
had  been  very  wild  and  reckless,  and  hard,  and  proud,  and  when  slie  took  his 
hand,  slie  said :  '  *  Now,  my  lx>y ,  I  want  you  to  promise  nie  before  I  die  thai  you  will 
beci>me  a  Christian  and  meet  me  in  heaven."  Tlie  young  man  made  no  answer, 
for  there  was  so  much  for  him  to  give  up  if  he  made  and  kept  sudi  a  promise. 
But  the  aged  mother  persisted  in  saying:  "You  won't  deny  me  Uiat  before  I 
go,  will  you  ?  This  parting  must  not  be  forever.  Tell  me  now  you  will  serve 
God  and  meet  me  in  the  land  where  there  is  no  parting."  Quaking  with  emotion, 
he  stood  making  up  his  mind,  and  halting,  and  hesitating,  but  at  last  his  stubborn- 
ness yielded,  nnd  he  threw  his  anus  around  his  mother's  neck  and  said;  ' '  Yes, 
mother:  I  will,  I  will."  .^iid  as  he  finished  the  last  word  of  his  promise  her  s]>irit 
ascended.  I  thank  Clod  the  young  man  kept  his  promise.  Yes,  he  kept  it.  May 
God  give  all  mothers  and  fathers  the  gladness  of  tlieir  children's  salvation- 
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A  OCSCRtPTION  OF  CHRIST'^  SACRIFICES  AND  THE  MARVELOUS 
MAGNIFICENCE    OF  HEAVEN. 

[T  is  absurd  to  suppose  that  all  tlie  worlds  wUicli  on  a  co!d  winter's 
night  make  the  heavens  one  great  glitter  are  tnhabitantless.  I'hiloso- 
phers  tell  «s  that  many  of  these  worlds  are  too  hot,  or  loo  oAd.  or 
tiio  rarefied  of  atmosphere  for  residence.  But  if  not  fit  for  human 
abode,  they  may  Iw  fit  for  l>eings  different  from  and  superior  to  our- 
selves. We  are  told  that  the  world  of  Jupiter  is  changing  until  it 
is  ahiiost  fit  for  creatures  like  the  human  race,  and  that  Marswimtd 
do  for  tlie  human  family,  with  a  little  change  in  the  strncture  of  the 
respiratory  organs.  But  that  there  is  a  great  world  sw\nig  some- 
where, vast  Ixryond  Imagination,  and  that  it  is  the  headquarters  of 
the  univei-se,  and  the  metropolis  of  immensity,  and  has  a  popula- 
tion in  numbers  vast  beyond  all  statistics,  and  appointments  of 
splendor  beyond  Uie  capacity  of  canvas,  or  poem,  or  angel  to 
descrilie,  is  as  certain  as  the  Bible  is  authentic.  Perhaps  some  of 
the  astronomers  with  their  big  telescopes  have  already  caught  a  glimpse  of  it,  not 
knouing^  what  it  is.     We  spell  it  with  six  letters,  and  pronounce  it — Heaven. 

A  GLIMPSE  OF  HEAVEN. 

That  is  where  Prince  Jesus  lived  nineteen  centuries  ago.  He  was  the  King's 
son.  It  was  the  old  homestead  of  eternity,  and  all  its  castles  were  as  old  as  God. 
Not  a  frost  had  e\Tr  chilled  the  air.  Not  a  tear  had  ever  rolled  doiivn  the  cheek 
of  one  of  its  inhabitants.  There  had  never  been  in  it  a  headache,  or  a  stdeache, 
or  a  heartaclic.  There  had  not  been  a  funeral  in  the  memory  of  the  oldest  inhabi- 
taut.  There  had  never  in  all  the  land  been  woven  a  black  veil,  for  there  liad  never 
been  an\-thing  to  monm  over.  The  passage  of  millions  of  years  had  not  wrinkled 
or  crippled  or  liedimnied  any  of  its  citizens.  All  the  people  theie  were  in  a  state 
of  eternal  adolescence.  What  floral  and  poraonic  richness  !  Gardens  of  perpetual 
blonm  and  orchards  in  unending  fruitage.  Had  some  spirit  from  another  world 
entered  and  asked:  'What  is  sin?  What  is  bereavement?  What  is  sorrow? 
What  is  death  ?"  the  brightest  of  the  intelligences  would  have  failed  to  give  dcfini- 
tior,  though  to  study  the  que.stion  there  were  silence  tn  heaven  for  half  an  hour. 
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The  Priuce  of  whom  I  spoke  had  honors,  emoluments,  acclamations,  such  as  no 
other  prince,  celestial  or  terrestrial,  ever  enjoyed.  As  He  passed  the  street,  the 
inhabitants  took  off  from  their  brows  garlands  of  white  lilies  and  threw  them  in 
the  way.  He  never  t-ntcred  any  of  Iht;  Icniiiles  wiUumt  all  tlie  worshjiiers  rising 
up  and  bowing  in  obeisance.  In  all  the  procesciions  of  the  high  days  He  was  the 
one  who  evoked  the  loudest  welcome.  Sometimes  on  foot,  walking  in  laving  talk 
with  the  humblest  of  tlie  laud,  but  at  other  times  He  took  cliariot.  and  among  the 
ao.ooo  tliat  David  spoke  of  His  was  the  swiftest  and  most  flaming;  or.  as  when 
John  described  Him,  He  took  white  palfre>',  with  what  prance  of  foot,  and  arch 
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TOWRK  or  LOMlX'N. 

of  neck,  and  roll  of  mane,  and  gleam  of  eye,  is  only  dimly  suggested  in  the  Apoca- 
Ij-pse.  He  was  not  like  other  princes,  waiting  for  the  Father  to  die  and  then  take 
the  throne.  When,  a  few  years  ago.  an  artist  in  Germany  made  a  picture  for  the 
Royal  GallL-ry,  representing  Kmperor  W'illiam  on  the  throne  and  the  Crown  Prince 
asliaving  one  foot  on  the  step  of  the  throne.  Emperor  William  ordered  the  picture 
changed,  and  said:  "  Let  the  Prince  keep  his  foot  off  the  throne  till  I  leave  it." 

THE   WEALTH    Of   THE    PRIHCE. 

Already  throned  was  the  Heavenly  Prince  aide  by  .side  with  the  Father.    What 
«  circle  of  doniinion !    What  myriads  of  admirers !     Wliat  unending  round  of 
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glories  !  An  the  towers  cliimed  the  Prince's  praises.  Of  all  the  inhabitauts,  from 
the  centre  of  the  city  mi  over  the  liills  and  clear  down  to  the  bcacli  against  which 
llie  ocean  of  immensity  rolls  its  billows,  the  Prince  was  the  acknowledged  favorite. 
No  wonder  Paul  saystliat  "  He  was  rich," 

Set  all  tlie  diamonds  of  the  earth  in  one  sceptre,  huild  all  the  palaces  of  the 
earth  in  one  Alhambra.  gather  all  the  pearls  of  the  sea  in  one  diadem,  put  all  the 
values  of  tlie  earth  in  one  coin,  the  aggregate  would  not  express  His  affluence. 
Yes,  Paul  was  right.  Solomon  had  in  gold  $3,400,000,000,  and  in  siK*er  $5,145,- 
001,885.  Bnl  a  greater  than  Solomon  is  here.  Not  the  millionaire,  but  thequad- 
rillionaire  of  heaven.  To  describe  His  celestial  surroundings  the  Bible  uses  all 
colors,  gathering  them  in  raiii1x>w  over  tlie  throne  and  setting  thcni  as  agate  in  the 
tt-mple  window,  and  lioisting  twelve  ofthcni  into  a  wall  from  striped  jasfier  at  the 
base  to  transparent  ametliysi  in  the  capstone,  while  between  are  grten  of  emerald, 
and  snow  of  pearl,  and  blue  of  sapphire,  and  yellow  of  topaz,  and  gray  of  chrj-so- 
prasus,  and  flame  of  jacintli.  .MI  Ihv  loveliness  nf  landscape  in  foliage,  and  river 
and  rill,  and  all  enchantment  aiina-in-irine,  the  sea  of  glass  mingled  with  fire  as 
the  sun  sinks  in  the  Mediterranean.  All  the  thrill  of  music,  instrumental,  and 
vocal,  han'f>.  Innnpet.  doxolugifs.  There  .stooci  Ihe  Prince,  surroundt-d  by  those 
who  had  under  their  wings  the  velocity  of  millions  of  miles  in  a  second,  rich  in 
love,  rich  in  adoratiou,  rich  in  power,  rich  in  worsliip,  rich  in  holiness,  rich  as 
God. 

A   FALLEN    WORLD. 

But  one  day  there  was  a  big  disaster  in  a  dei>:irtment  of  God's  universe.  A 
race  fallen  !  A  world  in  ruins  !  Our  planet  the  scene  of  catastrophe  I  A  globe 
swinging  out  into  darkness,  with  mountains,  and  seas,  and  islands,  an  awful  cen- 
trifugal of  sin  seeming  to  overpower  the  beautiful  centripetal  of  righteousness,  and 
from  it  a  groan  reached  heaven.  Such  a  sound*  had  never  been  heard  there. 
Plenty  of  sweet  scjunds,  but  never  an  onlco'  of  distress,  or  an  echo  of  agony.  At 
that  one  groan  the  Prince  rose  from  all  the  blissful  circimijacence,  and  started  for 
the  outer  gate,  and  descended  into  the  night  of  this  world.  Out  of  what  a  bright 
harbor  into  what  rough  sea  ! 

"  Stay  with  us,"  cried  angel  after  angel,  and  potentate  after  potentate. 

"  No,"  said  the  Prince;  "  I  cannot  stay:  I  must  be  off  for  that  wreck  of  a 
world.  I  nnist  stop  that  gnxin.  I  must  hush  that  distress.  I  must  fathom  that 
woe.  I  must  redeem  lliose  nations.  Farewell,  thrones  and  temples,  companions 
cherubic,  seraphic,  arvhangelic  !  Excuse  tins  absence,  for  I  will  come  back  again, 
carrying  on  My  shoulder  a  ransomed  world.  Till  this  is  done  I  choose  earthly 
scoff  to  heavenly  acclamation,  and  a  cattlepen  lo  a  king's  palace,  frigid  rone  of 
earth  to  atmosphere  of  celestial  radiance.  1  have  no  time  to  lose,  for  hark  ye  to 
the  groan  thai  grows  mightier  while  I  wait.     Farewell '.     Farewell ! 
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CHRIST'S  ARRIVAL   ON    EARTH. 

Was  there  e\*er  a  contrast  so  overpowering  as  that  between  the  noonday  of 
Christ's  celestial  departure  and  the  midnight  of  His  earthly  arrival  ?  Sure  enough, 
the  angels  were  out  that  night  in  the  sky.  and  especial  meteors  acted  as  escort, 
bnt  all  that  was  from  other  \v<>rl(ls  and  ntrt  from  this  world.  The  earth  matle  no 
denionstralion  of  welcome.  If  one  of  the  great  princes  of  this  world  steps  out  at  a 
depot  cheers  resound,  and  the  band-s  play,  and  the  flags  wave.  Bnt  for  tlic  arrival 
of  this  missionary  Prince  of  the  skies  not  a  torch  flared,  not  a  tnnujict  Ulcw,  not  a 
plume  fluttered!.  All  the  music  and  the  [jump  were  overhead.  Our  world  opened 
for  Him  nothing  l»etter  lUim  a  baru  door.  The  Rajah  of  Cashmere  sent  to  Victoria  a 
bedstead  of  carved  gold  and  a  canopy  thai  cost  $750,000.  but  the  world  had  for  the 
Prince  of  heaven  and  earth  only  a  litter  of  straw.  The  Crown  jewels  in  the 
Tower  of  London  amount  to  $15,000,000.  but  this  member  of  eternal  royalty  had 
nowhere  to  lay  His  head.  To  know  how  poor  He  was.  ask  the  camel  drivers,  ask 
the  shepherds,  ask  Mar>',  ask  the  three  wise  men  of  the  East  who  afterward  came 
there,  youug  Caspar,  middle-aged  Ualthaser  and  old  Melchior.  To  know  how 
poor  He  was,  examine  all  tlie  records  of  real  estate  in  all  that  Oriental  conntr>'  and 
see  what  vineyard,  or  what  house,  or  what  field  He  owne<!.  Not  one.  Of  what 
mortgage  was  He  the  mortgagee  ?  Of  what  tenement  was  He  the  landlord  ?  Of 
wliat  lease  was  He  the  lessee  ?  Who  ever  paid  him  rent  ?  Not  owning  the  Ijoat 
on  which  He  sailed,  or  the  lieaM  on  which  He  rode,  or  the  pillow  on  which  He 
slept.  He  had  so  little  estate  ttiat  in  order  to  pay  His  tax  He  had  to  perfonu 
a  miracle,  putting  the  amount  of  the  assessment  in  a  fish's  mouth  and  hanng  it 
hauled  ashore.  And  after  His  death  the  world  rnshctl  in  In  lakr  an  invi*iitor>*  of 
His  gixids,  and  the  eiuire  aggregate  was  the  garments  He  had  woni.  sleeping  in 
them  by  night  aiid  traveling  in  them  by  day,  bearing  on  thetn  the  dust  of  the 
highway  and  the  saturation  of  the  sea.  Paid  did  not  go  far  from  hitting  the  mark 
when  He  said  of  the  missionary  Prince:   "  For  your  sakes  He  became  poor  !" 

A  CHILLING    RECEPTION. 

The  world  enuld  have  treated  Him  better  if  it  had  cliosen.  It  had  all  the 
means  for  making  His  earthly  condition  comfortable.  Only  a  few  years  before, 
when  Pompey.  the  General,  returned  in  triumph,  he  was  greeted  with  arches  and 
a  costly  column  which  celebrated  the  12.000.000  jieople  whom  he  had  killed  or 
conquered,  and  he  was  allowed  to  wear  his  triumphal  robe  in  the  Senate.  The 
world  had  applause  for  imperial  butchers,  but  buffeting  for  the  Prince  of  Peace; 
plenty  of  golden  chalices  for  the  favored  to  drink  out  of,  but  our  Prince  must  put 
His  lips  to  the  bucket  of  the  well  by  the  roadside  after  he  bad  begged  for  a  drink. 
Poor  ?  Bom  in  another  man's  !>am  and  eating  at  another  man's  table,  and  cruis- 
ing  the   lake   in    another   man's   fishing-smack,  and   buried    in  anotlier   man's 
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mausoleum.  Four  iiisiiired  authors  wrote  HIk  biography,  and  hmunierable  lives 
of  Christ  have  beeji  published,  but  He  composed  His  autobiography  in  the  most 
compressed  way.     He  said;   "  I  have  trodden  tlie  wine-press  alone." 

Poor  iu  the  estimation  of  nearly  dl  the  prosperous  classes.  They  called  Him 
Sabbath-breaker,  wine-btbber,  traitor,  blasphemer,  and  rausacked  the  dictionary  of 
opprobrium  from  lid  to  lid  lo  cxprcs-s  their  detestation.  I  can  think  now  of  only 
two  well-to-do  men  who  cspousetl  His  caust*,  Nie<idemusaiul  Joscjih,  of  Arimnthea. 
His  friends  for  the  most  part  were  people  who,  in  that  climate  where  ophthalmy 
or  inflammation  of  the  eyeball  sweeps*  ever  and  anon  as  a  scourge,  had  become 
Wind,  sick  people  who  were  anxious  to  get  well,  and  troubled  people  in  whose 
family  there  was  some  one  dead  or  dying.  If  He  had  a  purse  at  all  it  was  empty, 
or  we  would  have  heard  what  wa-s  done  with  the  contents  at  the  post-mortem. 
Poor?  The  pigeon  in  the  dove-cote,  tlic  ralibil  in  its  burrow,  the  silk-worm  in  its 
cocoon,  the  bee  in  its  hive  is  better  provided  for,  better  nfF,  better  sheltered.  Ay, 
the  brute  creation  ha-s  a  home  on  earth,  which  Clu-isl  had  not. 

But  the  Crown  Prince  of  all  heavenly  dominion  lias  less  than  the  ra\'en,  less 
than  the  chamois,  for  He  was  homeless.  Ay.  in  the  histiir>'  of  the  universe  there 
is  no  other  instance  of  .'tueh  coming  down.  Who  can  ixuml  the  miles  from  the  top 
irfthe  throne  to  the  bottom  of  the  cross  ?  Cleopatra  gi\ipg  a  banquet  to  Antony, 
took  a  pearl  worth  $100,000  and  dissolved  it  in  vinegar  and  swallowed  it.  But 
when  our  Prince,  according  to  tlie  evangelist,  in  His  last  hours  ttiok  the  vinegar, 
in  it  had  been  dissolved  all  the  pearls  of  His  heavenly  rojalty.  Down  until  there 
was  no  other  depth  fcr  Him  to  touch,  trouliled  nntil  there  was  no  other  harass- 
ment to  suffer,  p(»or  until  there  was  no  irthcr  pau]»erism  to  torture.  Billions  of 
d(^lars  spent  in  wars  to  destroy  men.  who  will  funiish  the  statistics  of  the  value  of 
that  precious  blood  that  was  shed  to  sa\'e  us  ? 


THE    GRACE    OF    GOD. 

One  of  John  Bunyan'sgrcat  Ixxjk.s  is  entitled  "  Grace  Abounding."  "  It  is  alt 
of  grace  that  I  am  saved  "  has  lit-en  on  the  lips  of  hundreds  of  dying  Christians. 
The  boy  Sammy  was  right  when,  being  examined  for  admission  into  Church 
membership,  he  was  asked:  "  Whose  work  was  your  salvation  ?"  and  he  answered; 
"  Part  mine  and  part  God's."  Then  the  examiner  jisked:  "  What  part  did  you 
do,  Sammy  ?"  and  tlie  answer  was:  "  I  opposed  Gi>d  all  I  could,  and  He  did  the 
rest."  Oh!  the  height  of  it»  the  depth  of  it,  the  length  of  it,  the  breadth  of  it — 
the  grace  of  God  ! 

Mr.  Fletcher  having  written  a  pamphlet  that  pleased  the  king,  the  king  offered 
to  compensate  him,  and  Fletcher  answered:  "  There  is  only  one  thing  I  want,  and 
that  is  more  grace." 

Yes.  blood-bought  readers,  grace  to  live  by  and  grace  to  die  by.     Grace  that 
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saved  the  publican,  that  saved  Lydia,  that  saved  the  dying  tliief,  tliat  saved  the 
jailer,  that  saved  nie.  But  the  riches  of  that  grace  will  not  l>e  fully  titiderstuod 
until  heaven  breaks  in  uiwii  the  soiil.  An  old  Scotchman  who  had  been  a  soldier 
in  oncuf  the  luiropcan  wars,  was  sick  and  dying  in  uneof  our  American  lioHpitals. 
His  one  desire  was  to  see  Scotlaud  and  his  old  home,  and  tmce  again  walk  the 
heather  of  tlic  hightandR  and  hear  ihe  baspii>c-s  of  the  Scotch  resinienls.  The 
night  that  llie  old  Scotch  soldier  died,  a  young  man.  somewhat  reckless  but  kind- 
hearted,  Kot  a  company  of  musicians  to  come  and  play  under  the  old  soldier's 
window,  and  among  Ih  i  instruments  was  .1  bagpipe.  The  instant  thai  the 
musicians  began,  the  dying  old  man,  in  delirium,  said: 

"  What's  that,  what's  that  ?  Why,  it*s  the  reginieiiLs  coming  home.  That's  the 
tune;  yes,  that's  the  tune.     Thank  God,  I  have  got  home  once  more  !"" 

"Bonny  .Scotland  and  Bonny  Doon  "  were  the  last  words  he  uttered  as  he 
])asse<l  up  to  the  highlands  of  the  better  coinitr)-. 

UHien  Arliixerxes  was  hunting,  Tin'ba/.ns.  who  was  attending  him.  showed 
the  knig  a  rent  in  lil.s  garment.  The  king  .'laid:  "  How  .shall  I  mend  it  ?"  "  By 
giving  it  to  me,"  said  Tirebazua.  Then  the  king  gave  him  the  robe,  but  com- 
manded him  never  to  wear  it,  as  it  would  lie  inappropriate. 

See  tlie  startling  and  comforting  fad  !  While  our  Prince  throws  off  theliabit, 
He  not  only  allows  us  to  wear  it,  but  commands  us  to  wear  it,  and  it  will  become 
u-s  welt,  and  for  Ihe  poverties  of  our  sjnrilual  slate  we  may  put  on  the  sjilendors 
of  heavenly  regaleiiient.  For  our  .sakes  !  Oh  the  pLTsonality  of  this  a-Ugion  I 
Not  an  abstraction,  not  an  arch  under  which  we  walk  In  behold  elalwrate  mas«jnry, 
not  an  ice  castle  like  that  wliich  Knipress  Klizalielh,  of  Russia,  over  a  hundred 
years  ago  ordered  constructed,  winter  with  its  trowel  of  crystal  cementing  the  huge 
blocks  that  had  been  quarried  from  the  frozen  rivers  of  the  North:  but  a  father's 
house,  with  a  wide  heartli  crackling  a  hearty  welcome.  A  religion  of  wurnilh  and 
inspiration,  and  light  and  cheer;  something  we  can  lake  into  onr  hearts,  and 
homes,  and  business  recreation,  and  joys  and  .sorrows.  Not  an  unmanageable 
gift,  like  the  galley  presented  to  Ptolemy,  which  rcquire<l  4000  men  to  row.  and  its 
draught  of  water  was  so  great  that  it  ctnild  not  come  near  the  shore,  but  something 
y<iu  can  nui  up  any  stream  of  anntwance,  however  shallow,  Enrichment  now, 
enrichment  forever. 

The  seven  wise  men  of  Greece  were  chiefly  known  each  for  one  apothegm: 
Solon  for  tlie  saying.  "  Know  thyself:  "  Periander  for  the  saying.  "  Nnthing  is 
impossible  to  industry:"  Chilo  for  the  saying.  "  Consider  tlio  end:"  Thales  for 
the  .saying,  "  Suretyship  is  the  precursor  of  ruin.'*  And  Paul,  distinguisheil  for 
a  thousand  utlerances,  might  well  afford  to  \k  meniornble  for  the  saying:  "  Ye 
knmv  the  grace  of  onr  Lord  Jesus  Clirist.  that  though  He  was  rich,  yet  for  your 
sakes  He  became  jxior.  lliat  ye  through  His  poverty  might  be  rich." 


d^oncarii    i\ni>    dtsicoc&. 


FOUNDING  OF 


THE  WORLD  TO  THE 
SPHERES. 


MUSIC  OF  THE 


i---^:- 


Y  readers  have  nil  seen  the  ceremony  at  the  laying  of  the 
corner-stone  of  church,  asylum  or  Masonic  temple. 
WJ*  -fK         n        k'n^'ttto*^"'^  *^*^  hollow  of  the  stouc  were  placed  scrolls  of  his- 
tory and  ini]x>rtant  documents,  tu  l>c  suggestive  if,  oue 
'»wr  or  two  hundred   years  after,   the   building   should  be 

destroyed  by  fire  or  toni  down.  We  renicnilxrr  the 
-'  *  silver  trowel  or  iron  hammer  that  smote  the  square 
piece  of  granite  into  sanctity.  We  reiuember  some  venerable  man 
who  presided,  wielding  tlie  trowel  or  hammer.  We  remember 
also  the  music,  as  the  choir  stood  on  the  scattered  stones  and  tim- 
ber of  the  building  about  to  be  constructed.  The  leaves  of  the 
nutc-lMK)ks  fluttered  in  the  wind,  and  were  turned  over  with  a  great 
rustling,  and  we  remember  bow  the  bass,  barytone,  tcuor,  con- 
tralto and  soprano  voices  commingled.  They  Irnd  for  many  days 
been  rehearsing  the  siJctial  prtigramme  that  it  miglil  be  wi>rthy 
^  of  the  corner-stone  laying. 

Job.  the  poet  of  Uz.  reminds  us  of  a  grander  ceremony  than 
any  mortal  e\'es  have  cv'cr  witnessed  when  he  asks:  "  WTio  laid  llie  comer-stone 
thereof  when  the  morning  stars  sang  together  ? ' ' — the  laying  of  the  foundation  of 
this  great  temple  of  a  world.  The  comer-stone  was  a  block  of  tight  and  the 
trowel  was  of  celestial  crj-stal.  All  about  and  on  the  embankments  of  cloud  sttv^d 
the  angelic  choristers,  unrolling  their  librettos  of  overture,  and  other  worlds  clappod 
sliining  cymbals  while  the  ceremony  ivent  on.  and  God,  tlie  architect,  by  stroke 
of  light  after  stroke  of  light,  dedicated  this  great  cathedral  of  a  world,  with  moun- 
tains for  pillars,  and  sky  for  frescoed  ceiling,  and  flowering  fields  for  floor,  and 
sunrise  and  midnight  aurora  for  upholstery. 

A  MUSICAL   PORTFOLIO. 

The  fact  is  that  tlie  whole  universe  was  a  complete  cadence,  an  unbroken 
dithyramb,  a  musical  portfolio.  The  great  sheet  of  immensity  had  been  spread 
out,  and  written  vn  it  were  the  stars,  the  smaller  of  them  minims,  the  larger  of 
them  sustained  notes.      The  meteors  marked  the  staccato  pas^ges,  the  whole 
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heavens  a. gamut,  with  all  s<>uii<ls.  intonntions  and  ituxltilations,  the  space  between 
the  worlds  a,  musical  ititenal.  trembling  o?  stellar  light,  a  quaver,  the  ♦.hiiiider  a 
bass  clef,  the  wind  among  tlic  trees  a  treble  clef.  That  is  the  way  God  made  all 
things  in  perfect  liaruiony. 

But  one  day  a  harp-string  snapped  in  the  great  orchestra.  One  day  a  voice 
sounded  out  of  tune.  One  day  a  discord,  harsh  and  tcnitic,  grated  upon  the 
glorious  antiphone.  It  was  sin  that  made  the  diKsonjince.  and  that  harsh  discord 
has  been  sounding  through  the  centuries.  All  the  work  of  Christians  and  philan- 
thropists and  reformers  of  all  ages  is  to  stop  that  discord,  and  get  all  Uiuigs  back 
into  the  perfect  harmony  which  was  heard  at  the  laying  of  the  comer- stone,  when 

,    >  the  morning  stars  sang  together. 

'       /  I  hope  here  to  show  you  that  siu 

is  discord   and   righteou-sness   is 
harmony. 

That  things  in  general  are 
out  of  tune  is  as  plain  as  to  a 
musician's  ear  is  the  unhappy 
clash  of  clarionet  and  bassoon  in 
an  orchestral  rendering. 

Tlie  world's  heallli  out  of 
tune:  Weak  huig  and  llie  at- 
mosphere in  collision,  disordered 
eye  and  uooiidiiy  light  in  quar- 
rel, rheumatic  limb  and  damp 
THK  MORNING  OK  THK  WORLD.  wcsther  in  Struggle,  neuralgias, 

and  pneumouias,  and  ronsumptions,  and  epilepsies  in  flocks  swoop  upon  neigh- 
borhoods and  cities.  Where  you  find  one  jjerson  with  sound  throat,  and  keen 
eyesight,  and  alert  ear,  and  easy  resiiiration.  iind  regular  pulsation,  and  supple 
lirah,  and  prime  digestion,  and  steady  nerves,  you  find  a  hundred  who  ha\*e  to 
be  very  careful  because  this,  or  that,  or  tlie  other  physical  function  is  disordered. 
The  human  intellect  out  of  tune;  The  judgment  wrongly  swer\'ed,  or  the 
memory  leaky,  or  the  will  weak,  or  the  temper  inflaunnable,  and  the  well-balanced 
mind  exceptional.  Domestic  life  nut  of  tune:  Only  here  and  there  a  conjugal 
outbreak  of  incompatibility  of  temper  through  the  di\"orce  courts,  or  a  fihal  out- 
break about  a  father's  will  tlirough  the  surrogate's  court,  or  a  case  of  wife-beating 
or  husbaud-poisfjniiig  through  the  criminal  c«)urts,  but  thousands  of  families  with 
June  outside  and  Janiiarj-  within. 

Society  out  of  tunc:  Labor  and  capital,  their  hands  on  each  otlier's  throat. 
Spirit  of  caste  kecjMng  th05»e  down  in  the  social  scale  in  a  struggle  to  gel  up,  and 
putting  tliose  who  are  up  in  anxiety  lest  they  have  to  come  dowii.     No  wonder 


3^4 


THK  PATHWAY  OF  l^IFK. 


Ihc  old  piaiio-forte  of  society  is  all  out  of  tuue,  when  hypocrisy,  and  lying, 
and  siihttrrrugc,  and  doul>le-(lea1iiig,  and  sycophancy,  and  chadalauisui  and 
rcvdige  have  for  six  thousand  years  been  banging  away  at  the  keys  and  stamping 
the  i>edals. 

On  all  sides  there  is  a  perpetual  shipwreck  of  harmonies.  Nations  in  discord. 
Without  realizing  it.  so  wrong  is  the  feeling  of  nation  for  nation  that  Hie  symbols 
chosen  are  fierce  and  deslructive.  In  this  country-,  where  onr  skies  are  ftUl  of 
robins,  and  doves,  and  morning  larks,  we  have  our  national  symbol,  tlie  fierce  and 
6lthy  tragk*.  as  immoral  a.  bird  as  can  be  found  in  all  the  ornithological  catalogues. 
In  Great  Britain,  where  they  have  laniljs  and  fallow-deer,  their  symbol  is  the 
merciless  lion.  In  Russia,  where,  from  lietween  her  frozen  nortli  and  blooming 
south,  all  kindly  beasts  dwell,  they  choose  the  growling  bear,  and  in  the  world's 
heraldrj'  a  favorite  figure  is  the  dragon,  which  is  a  winged  serpent,  ferocious  and 
death  ful. 

FOND  OF  CONTENTION. 

And  so  fond  is  the  world  of  ctintcritioii  ihfU  wt-  climh  out  through  the  heavens 
and  baptize  one  of  the  other  planets  with  tlie  spirit  l^f  Irattle  and  call  it  Mars  after 
the  god  of  war.  and  we  giw  to  the  eighth  sign  of  the  zodiac  the  name  of  the 
scorpion,  a  creature  which  is  chiefly  celebrated  for  its  deadly  sting.  But,  after  all, 
these  symbols  are  expressive  of  the  way  nation  feels  towanl  nation.  Di-scord  wide 
as  the  continent  and  bridging  the  seas.  I  suppose  you  have  uoriowl  how  warmly 
in  love  dr>*  goods  stores  are  witli  other  drj-  goods  stores,  and  how  highly  grocery- 
men  think  of  the  sugars  of  the  grocer>*men  on  the  same  block.  And  in  what  a 
enlogi.stic  way  allopathic  and  homccopathic  doctors  speak  of  each  other,  and  h^*w 
many  ministers  will  sometimes  put  ministers  on  their  Ixrautifnl  cooking  instrument 
which  the  English  call  a  spit,  an  iron  roller  with  spikes  on  it  and  turned  by  a 
crank  before  a  hot  fire,  and  then  if  the  uiniister  being  roa.stcd  cries  out  against  it, 
the  men  who  are  turning  him  say;  "  Hush,  brother  !  we  are  tuniing  this  spit  for 
the  gloni'  of  God  and  the  good  of  your  soul,  and  you  must  be  quiet  while  v/e 
dose  the  seriice  with : 

nlcKt  be  the  tie  lliat  b!ii<U 
Otir  faenrU  in  Chruliiiii  love." 


The  earth  is  diametered  and  circuinferenced  with  discord,  and  the  music  that 
was  rendered  at  the  laying  of  the  world's  comer-stone,  when  the  morning  stars 
sang  together,  is  not  heard  now:  and  though  here  and  there,  from  this  and  that 
part  of  siKiety,  and  fnim  this  and  Ihat  i>art  nf  the  earth,  there  comes  up  a  thrilling 
solo  (rf"  love,  or  a  warble  of  worship,  or  n  sweet  dnet  of  iwtience,  they  are  drownied 
out  by  a  discord  that  shakes  the  earth. 
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Paul  says:  "  Tlic  wliole  creation  gruancth."  ,  Aud  while  the  nightingale,  and 
the  \voc«llark.  niul  tlie  canarj',  ami  Ihe  plovrr  sometimes  sing  so  sweetly  that  their 
notes  have  been  written  out  iu  musical  uotalion,  and  it  is  found  that  the  cuckoo 
sings  in  the  key  of  D.  and  that  the  cormorant  is  a  basso  in  the  winded  choir,  yet 
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TUB  BOAT  ease. 
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sportsman's  gun  and  the  autumnal  blast  often  leave  them  ruffled  and  bleeding,  or 
dead  in  meadow  or  forest.  Paul  was  right,  for  the  groan  in  nature  drowns  out 
the  prime  donne  v>i  the  sky. 


THE  DEVIL'S  SONATA. 


Tarttni.  the  great  musical  composer,  dreamed  one  night  tliat  he  made  a 
contract  with  Satan,  the  latter  to  be  ever  in  the  composer's  service.  But  one  night 
he  handed  to  Satan  a  vioHn,  on  which  Diabolus  played  such  sflx-ct  music  that  the 
composer  was  awakened  by  llie  cmotiuu  and  trietl  to  reproduce  the  sounds,  and 
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!lifrffrtmi  was  written  Tartiiii's  tiiost  fartions  pieot-,  cntillwl  tlu-  "  IK'vil's  Sonata," 
a  rlream  ingenious  but  faulty,  for  all  meltxly  descends  from  heaven,  and  only 
discord!)  ast-eiul  from  hell.  All  hatreds,  feuds,  controversies,  backbitings  and 
revenges  are  the  devil's  sonata,  are  diabolic  fugue,  are  demoniac  phanta.sy,  are 
grand  march  of  doom,  are  allegro  of  perdition. 

Bui  if  in  this  world  things  in  general  arc  out  of  tune  to  our  frail  ear,  how 
much  more  so  to  ears  angelic  and  divine,  It  takes  a  .skilled  artist  fully  to  appre- 
ciate disagreement  of  sound.  Many  have  no  cai>acity  to  detect  a  defect  of  mtisical 
execution,  and.  though  there  were  In  one  bar  as  many  offences  aRaiust  harmony 
as  ajuld  crowd  in  Ijctwcen  the  lower  F  of  the  ba.ss  and  the  higher  C  of  the 
soprano,  it  would  give  them  ho  discomfort,  while  on  the  forehead  of  the  educated 
artist  beads  of  perspiration  would  stand  out  as  a  result  of  the  harrowing  disso- 
nance. While  an  amateur  was  performing  on  a  piano,  and  had  just  struck  tlie 
wrong  chord,  John  Selwstian  Bach,  the  immortal  composer,  entered  the  room  and 
the  amateur  n>se  in  eml)arr3.s.<tmcnt,  and  Rich  nished  past  ihc  host,  who  .siei^ped 
forward  to  greet  him,  and  beibre  the  keylward  had  stopped  vibrating,  put  bis 
adroit  hand  upon  the  ke)'s  and  changed  the  painful  inharmony  into  glorious 
cadence.     Then  Bach  turned  and  gave  salutation  to  the  host  who  had  invited  him. 


MORAL  DISCORD. 

But  the  wclrst  of  all  discords  is  moral  discord.  If  .society  and  the  world  are 
painfully  discordant  to  imperfect  man,  what  must  they  be  to  a  perfect  Ood  ? 
People  tr>'  to  define  wlmt  sin  is.  It  seems  to  me  that  sin  is  getting  out  of  harmony 
with  God,  a  disagreement  with  His  holiness,  with  His  ])urity,  with  His  lo\e.  with 
His  cnmraauds;  our  will  clashing  with  His  will,  the  finite  dashing  against  the 
Infinite,  the  frail  against  Uic  puissant,  the  created  against  tlie  Creator.  If  a 
thousand  musicians,  with  Ante,  and  ci>mcl-a-pistc)n.  and  tnrii[iet.  and  violoncello, 
and  hautboy,  and  trombone,  and  all  the  wind  and  stringed  iustruments  that  ever 
gathered  in  a  Dus-^ldorf  jubilee,  should  rc»ilve  that  they  would  play  out  of  tune.* 
and  put  concord  lo  the  rack,  and  make  tlie  place  wild  with  shrieking,  and  grating, 
and  rasping  .soimds,  they  could  not  make  such  a  pandemonium  as  that  which 
rages  in  a  sinful  soiU.  when  God  listens  to  the  play  of  its  thoughts,  passions  and 
emotions — discord,  lifelong  discord,  maddening  discord.  The  world  |»ays  more  for 
discTjrd  than  it  does  for  consonance.  High  prices  have  been  paid  for  music.  One 
man-gave  $225  to  hear  the  Swctlish  songstress  in  New  York,  and  another  $625  to 
hear  her  in  Boston,  and  another  $^50  to  hear  her  in  I'rovideuce-  Fabulous  prices 
have  been  paid  for  sweet  soun<ls.  but  far  more  has  l»een  paid  for  discord.  The 
Crimean  War  cost  $1,700,000,000,  and  our  American  Civil  War  over  $9,500,- 
000,000,  and  the  war  debts  of  profes-sed  Christian  nation.s  are  about  $r  5.000.000.000. 
The  world  pays  for  this  red  ticket,  which  admits  it  to  the  Saturnalia  of  broken 
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aud  dealh  agonies,  and  destro>*«d  cities,  and  plowed  gravc&,  and  cmsbed 
bttrts,  any  amount  of  money  Satan  asks.     Discord  !   Diacord ! 

OffERTURE  OF  THE  MORNIHG  STARS 

Bat  I  have  to  tell  you  that  the  song  that  the  morning  stars  sang  together  at 
the  laying  of  the  worid'a  corner-stone  is  to  be  resumed  again.     Uocart's  greatest 

.  «%'%Ttare  was  composed  oae  night  when  he  was  se^'cral  Umcs  o^-erpoweted  wiUi 

'sleep,  and  artists  say  the>'  <^^u>  ^^^  t^  places  in  th«  mosic  where  be  was  fiUling' 
asleep,  and  the  piaces  where  he  awakened.  So  the  o%'enuie  of  the  morning  stars, 
spoken  of  in  Job.  has  been  a^eep,  but  it  will  awaken  and  be  more  grandly  rendered 
b>'  the  e^Tning  stars  of  the  world's  existence  than  by  the  morning  stars,  and  the 
vespers  will  be  sweeter  than  llie  matins.  The  work  of  all  good  men  and  wooketk, 
and  of  all  good  churches,  and  all  rcibnn  associations,  is  to  bring  the  nee  back  to 
the  original   harmony.     The  rebellious    heart    to  be   attuned,  social  life  to  be 

l^tuned.  commercial  ethics  to  be  attuaed.  iutemationality  to  be  attuned,  hemi- 

^'^>beres  to  be  attuned.     But  b}-  what  force  and  in  what  way  ? 

In  oldcn  times  the  choristers  had  a  tuning-fork  with  twopitiags,  and  the>' 

livould  strike  it  on  the  Ixirk  nf  ptrw  or  mnsic-rack  and  put  it  to  the  ear,  and  then 
tart  the  tunc,  and  all  the  other  voices  would  join.  In  modem  orchestra  the 
leader  has  a  complete  instrument  rightly  attuned,  and  he  sounds  that,  and  aQ  the 
other  performers  turn  the  kc>'s  of  their  instruments  to  make  them  correspond,  and 
suund  the  bow  ovtx  the  string,  and  listen,  and  sound  out  over  again  until  all  the 
keys  are  screwed  to  ooaccrt  pitch,  and  the  discords  melt  into  one  great  ^rympbony, 
and  the  curtain  hoists,  and  the  baton  taps,  and  audiences  are  raptured  with  Schn- 
matin's  "Paradise  and  the  Peri."  or  Rossini  s  "Stabat  Mater."  or  Bach's 
*'  MagniBcal "  in  D.  or  Gounod's  "  Redemptioo." 

THE  IMSTRUMEMT  TO  ATTUNE  THE  WORLD. 

Now  our  world  can  ne\'er  be  auuned  by  an  imperfect  instrumcnL  E\-en  a 
would  not  do.  Ucaixn  has  onUined  the  ooly  instrtiment,  and  it  is 
oat  of  tbe  wood  of  the  cross,  and  the  voices  that  accompany  it  arc  Unposted 
voices,  cantalrices  of  the  first  Chrifltnus  aigtat,  when  Heaven  »rrenaded  the  earth 
with:  "  Clor)'  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  00  earth  peace,  good  will  to  men." 

Many  men  have  tbonght  to  get  their  licart  heavenly  attuned  b>*  withdrawing 
the  world  and  Irving  like  Hieronymos.  with  a  lion  merely  to  remind  them 
of  a  power  dangerDiui  uitesa  cootroUed,  but  lore  moixs  ua  more  mightilv  than 
fear. 

I>c*t  we  start  too  lar  off  aud  get  tost  in  geoer^ties.  we  had  better  begin  with 
EOoraelit* — get  'mr  uwii  hearts  and  life  in  harmony  with  the  etrmal  ChrisL     Oh. 
Hia  alaughty  lipirii  10  atttUK  ns.  to  chord  oar  wiU  with  His  will,  to  nodnlale 
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our  life  wilh  His  life,  and  bring  us  into  unisou  with  all  that  is  pure  and  stlf- 
sacrificing  and  heavenly.  The  strings  of  our  nature  are  all  broken  and  twisted, 
and  the  how  is  so  slack  tt  cannot  evoke  anything  inellifluons.  The  instrument 
made  for  Hea\tn  to  play  on  has  liceii  roughly  twanged  and  sintck  by  influences 
worldly  and  demoniac.  O  master  hand  of  Christ,  restore  this  split,  and  fractured, 
and  despoiled,  and  uustruug  nature,  until  first  it  shall  wail  out  for  our  sin,  and. 
then  thrill  with  divine  pardon. 

The  whole  world  must  also  be  attuned  by  the  same  power.     Some  time  ago 
I  was  in  the  Fairbanks  Weighing  Scale  Manufactory  of  Wrmonl.     Six  hundred 

hands,  and  they  luive  nt-ver  had  a 
strike.  Complete  harmony  between 
labor  and  capital,  the  operatives  of 
scores  of  years  in  their  beautiful  homes 
near  by  the  mansions  of  the  manu- 
facturers whose  invention  and  Chris- 
tian iK-havior  luailc  the  great  enter- 
prise. So,  all  the  world  over,  labor  and 
capital  will  be  brought  into  euphony. 


AT  THS  CROSS. 


THC  ANVIL  CHORUS. 

You  may  have  heard  what  is  called 
the  ' '  Anvil  Chorus. ' '  compused  by 
Verdi,  a  tune  played  by  hammer.^ 
great  and  small,  now  with  mighty 
stroke,  and  now  with  heavy  stroke, 
beating  a  great  iron  anvil.  That  is 
what  the  world  has  got  to  come  to — 
anvil  chorus,  yard-stick  chorus,  shuttle 
chorus,  trowel  chorus,  crowlwr  chorus, 
pick-axe  chorus,  gold-mine  chorus,  rail-track  chorus,  locomotive  chorus.  It 
can  be  done,  and  it  will  be  done.  So  all  social  life  will  be  attuned  by  the 
gospel  harp.  There  will  be  as  many  classes  in  society  as  now,  hut  the  classes 
will  not  be  regulated  by  birth,  or  wealth,  or  accident,  but  by  the  scale  of  virtue 
and  benevolence,  and  people  will  be  assigned  to  their  places  as  good,  or  ver\-  good, 
or  most  excellent.  So,  also,  commereial  life  wilt  Ik*  attuned,  and  there  will  be 
twelve  in  every  dozen,  and  sixteen  ounces  in  every  pound,  and  apples  at  the  bottom 
of  the  barrel  will  be  as  sound  as  those  on  the  top,  and  silk  goods  will  not  be  cot- 
ton, and  sellers  will  not  have  to  charge  honest  people  more  than  the  right  price 
because  olliers  will  not  pay.  and  goods  will  come  to  yon  corresponding  with  the 
sample  by  which  you  purchased  them,  and  coffee  will  not  be  chickoried.  and  sugar 
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will  uot  be  sanded,  and  milk  will  not  lie  chalked,  and  adulteration  of  food  will  be 
a  States  prison  oScnce.  Ay,  all  things  shall  bs  attuned.  Elections  m  KugUnd 
and  the  Unite*!  States  will  no  more  be  a  grand  carnival  of  defamation  and  scarrility. 
but  the  elevatioti  of  righteous  men  in  a  righteous  way. 

In  the  sixteenth  ccnturj-  the  siagcis  called  the  Fischer  Brothers  reached  the 
lo%vest  bass  ever  recorded,  and  the  highest  note  ever  trilled  was  by  I*a  BastardcUa, 
and  Catiilitii's  voice  had  a  comjwss  of  three  and  a  half  octaves;  but  Christianity  is 
more  wonderful,  for  it  runs  all  up  and  down  the  greatest  heights  and  the  deepest 
depths  of  the  world's  necessity.  All  the  sacred  music  in  homes,  and  concert  halls 
and  churches  tends  toward  this  consummation.  Make  it  more  ami  ratJre  hearty. 
Sing  in  your  families  and  places  of  business.  If  we  witli  proper  spirit  use  these 
&cullics,  we  arc  rehearsing  for  tlie  skies. 

A  NEW  SONG. 

Heaven  is  to  have  a  new  .song,  an  entirely  new  song,  but  I  should  not  wonder 
if,  as  sometimes  on  earth  a  tune  is  fashioned  out  of  many  tunes,  or  it  is  one  tune 
with  the  variations,  so  some  of  the  .songs  of  the  nxleeined  may  have  played 
through  them  the  songs  of  eartli;  and  how  llirilling.  as  CT>minK  through  the  great 
anthem  of  the  saved,  accompanied  by  harpers  witli  their  harps  and  trumpeters 
with  their  trumpets,  we  shmdd  hear  some  of  the  strains  of  "Antioch,"  and 
"  Mount  Pisgah,"  and  "Coronation,"  and  "I^eno.x,"  and  "St.  Martin's."  and 
"Fountain,"  and  "  iVricl,  and  "Old  Hundred."  How  they  would  bring  to 
mind  the  praying  circles  and  communion  d3)'.s,  and  the  Christmas  festivals,  and 
the  Church  worship  in  which  <m  earili  we  mingled  ?  I  have  no  idea  that  when 
we  bid  farewell  to  earth  we  are  to  bid  farewell  to  all  these  grand  old  gospel 
hymns,  which  melted  and  raptured  onr  stmls  for  so  many  years.  Now,  my 
reaflers.  if  sin  is  discord  and  righteousness  is  hannony,  let  us  get  out  of  tlic  one 
and  enter  the  other. 

After  our  dreadful  Civil  War  was  over,  and  in  the  summer  of  rS6g,  a  great 
national  peace  juliileo  was  held  in  B:)ston,  ami,  as  an  elder  of  my  church  had  been 
honored  by  the  selection  of  «ome  of  his  music  to  he  rendered  on  that  occasion,  I 
accompanied  him  to  the  jubilee.  Forty  thousand  people  sat  and  stood  in  the 
great  Colosseum  erected  for  that  purpose.  Thousands  of  wind  mid  .stringed  instru- 
ments. Twelve  thousand  trained  voices.  The  masterpieces  of  all  ages  rendered, 
hour  after  hour,  and  day  after  day — Handel's  "Judas  Maccabasus,"  Spohr's 
"  I-Ast  Judgment."  Beethoven's  "  Mount  of  Olives,"  Haydn's  "Creation."  Men- 
delssohn's "Elijah."  Meyerbeer's  "Coronation  March,"  rolling  on  and  up  in 
surges  that  billowed  against  the  heavens.  The  mighty  cadences  within  were 
accompanied  on  the  outside  by  the  ringing  of  the  bells  of  the  city  and  cannon  on 
the  commons,  in  exact  time  with  the  music,  discharged  by  electricity,  thundering 
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their  awful  bars  of  a  harmony  that  astounded  all  nations.  Soinetinies  I  tMjntrd 
my  head  and  wept.  Sometimes  I  stood  up  in  the  enchantment,  and  sometimes 
the  cffetrt  was  so  overiKiwering  I  fdt  I  cxmlil  not  endure  it. 

When  all  the  voices  were  in  full  chorus,  and  all  the  batons  in  full  wave,  and 
ftll  the  orchestra  in  full  triumph,  and  a  hundred  an%'ils  under  mighty  hammers 
were  in  full  clang,  and  all  the  towers  of  the  city  rolled  in  their  majestic  sweetness, 
and  the  whole  building  quaked  with  the  boom  of  thirty  cannon,  Pa»pa  Rosa, 
with  a  voice  that  will  never  again  be  equaled  on  earth  until  the  archangelic  voice 
proclaims  that  time  shall  be  no  longer,  rose  above  alL  other  sounds  in  her  render- 
ing of  our  national  air,  the  Star-Spangled  Banner.  It  was  too  much  for  a  mortal, 
and  quite  enough  for  an  immortal,  to  hear,  and  while  some  fainted,  one  womanly 
spirit,  released  under  its  power,  sped  away  to  be  with  God, 

O  Lord,  our  God.  quickly  usher  in  the  whole  world's  peace  jubilee;  let  all 
islands  of  the  sea  join  the  five  continents,  ami  all  the  voices  and  musicni  instru- 
ments of  all  nations  combine,  and  all  the  organs  that  ever  sounded  requiem  of 
sorrow  sound  only  a  grand  march  of  joy.  and  all  the  bells  that  tolled  for  burial 
ring  for  resurrection,  and  all  the  cannon  that  ever  hurled  death  across  the  nations 
sound  to  eternal  victory,  and  over  all  the  acclaim  of  earth  and  minstrelsy  of 
heaven  there  will  be  heard  one  voice  sweeter  and  mightier  than  any  human  or 
angelic  voice,  a  voice  once  foil  of  tears,  but  then  full  of  triumpli.  the  voice  of 
Christ  saying:  "  I  am  Alpha  and  Omega,  the  beginning  and  the  end,  the  first  and 
the  last."  Then,  at  the  lajing  of  the  top-stone  of  the  world's  history-,  the  same 
voices  shall  be  heard  as  when  at  the  laying  of  the  world's  corner-stone,  "the 
morning  stars  sang  together." 
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BAD  LITERATURE,  STOCK  GAMBLING.  CARD  PLAVING,  FARO  AND 
STRONG    DRINK. 

'ARVELOUSLY  ingenious  in  architecture  is  the  honey-bee,  a 
Christopher  Wren  among  insects,  a  geometer  drawing  hex- 
agons ami  jieiiLigiHis,  a  frcc-bootcr  robbing  tlic  fields  of  pollen 
and  aroma,  a  wondermis  creature  of  God,  whose  biography, 
written  by  Hnber  and  Swannnerdam.  is  an  aichautiucnt  for 
any  lover  of  nature.  Virgil  celebrated  the  bee  in  his  fable 
of  Aristieus,  and  Moses,  and  Samuel,  and  David,  andSolomtm, 
and  Jeremiah,  and  EzeTciel,  and  St.  John  used  the  delicacies 
of  bee  manufacture  as  Bible  symbol.  A  miracle  of  formation  is  the 
bee;  five  c>'cs,  two  tongues,  Ihe  outer  having  a  slteatli  of  protection 
hairs  on  all  sides  of  its  tiny  IkxIv  to  brush  up  the  particles  of  flowers; 
its  flight  .so  straight  tliat  all  the  world  knows  of  the  bee-liae.  The 
honeycomb  is  a  palace  such  as  no  one  but  God  could  plan,  and  the 
honej'-bee  construct;  cells  souielimes  a  dunnitirry,  and  Kunictimes  a 
stordiouse,  and  sometimes  a  cemeter>'.  These  winged  toilers  first 
make  eight  strips  of  wax,  and  by  their  antennae,  which  are  to  tbem 
hammer,  and  chisel,  and  sc]uare,  and  pUtmb-Iine,  fashion  them  for  use. 
Two  and  two,  tliese  workers  shape  the  wall.  If  an  accident  happen 
they  put  up  buttresses  or  extra  beams  to  remedy  the  damage.  When,  about  the 
year  1776,  an  insect,  before  unknown,  in  the  night  time  attacked  the  bee-hives  all 
over  Europe,  and  the  men  who  owned  them  were  in  vain  trying  ti^plan  something 
to  keep  out  the  invader  that  was  the  terror  of  the  bee-hives  of  the  continent,  it  waa 
found  that  everj-where  the  bees  had  arranged  for  their  own  protection,  and  built 
beftjre  their  honeycombs  an  especial  wall  of  wax,  with  port-hole  through  which 
the  l>ees  might  go  to  and  fro,  but  not  large  enough  to  admit  the  winged  combatant, 
called  the  sphinx  atropos. 

Do  you  know  thai  the  swarming  of  the  bees  is  di\-incly  directed  ?  The 
mother  l^ee  starts  for  a  new  home,  and  because  of  this  the  other  bees  of  tlie  hi\-e 
get  into  some  excitement,  which  raises  tlie  heat  of  the  hive  some  four  degrees,  and 
they  must  die  unless  they  leave  their  heated  apartments,  and  they  follow  the 
mother  bee  and  alight  on  the  branch  of  a  tree,  and  cling  to  each  other  and  hold 
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on  until  a  committee  of  two  or  three  have  explored  the  region  and  found  the  hol- 
low of  a  tree  or  rock  not  far  nff  from  a  stream  of  water,  and  they  here  set  up  a 
new  colony  aiid  ply  their  aromatic  industries,  and  give  themselves  to  the  manufac- 
ture of  the  saccharine  edible.  But  who  can  tell  the  chemistry-  of  that  mixture  of 
swcftncas,  part  of  it  the  very  life  of  the  bee  and  part  of  it  the  life  of  the  fields? 


THE   FORBIDDEN  HONEY. 

-  Plenty  of  this  luscious  product  was  hanging  in  the  woods  of  Bethaven  during 
the  lime  of  Saul  and  Jonathan.  Their  army  was  in  pursuit  of  sn  enemy  that  by 
G<«rs  coniniaud  iimsl  be  estcrmitialcd.  The  soldiery  were  positively  forbidden  to 
stop  to  eat  anything  until  the  work  was  done.  If  they  disobeyed  they  were 
accursed.  Coming  through  the  woods  they  found  a  place  where  the  bees  had  been 
busy —  a  great  honey  manufactorj'.  Honey  gathered  in  the  hollow  of  trees  until 
it  had  overflowed  upon  the  ground  in  great  profasion  of  sweetness.  All  the  army 
obeyed  orders  and  touched  it  not,  save  Jonathan,  and  he,  not  knowing  the  military 
order  about  abstinence,  dipped  the  end  of  a  stick  he  had  in  his  haiid  into  the 
candied  liquid,  and  as  yellow,  and  brown,  and  tempting,  it  glowed  on  the  end  of 
the  stick,  he  put  it  to  his  month  and  ate  tlie  hone>'.  Judgment  fell  upon  him.  and 
but  for  special  inter\*eiition  he  would  have  l)een  slain.  Jonathan  announces  his 
awful  mistake  thus:  "  I  did  but  taste  a  little  honey  with  the  end  of  the  nnl  that 
was  in  my  hand,  and,  lo,  I  must  die." 

Alas,  what  multitudes  of  people  in  all  ages  have  been  damaged  by  forbidden 
honey — by  which  I  mean  tcmptation^-dchcioiis  and  attractive,  but  damaging  and 
destructive. 

literature,  fa.«icinnting  but  deathful.  comes  in  this  category.  WHierc  one  good, 
honest,  healthful  book  is  read  now  there  are  one  hundred  made  up  of  rhetorical 
trasli  consumed  with  avidity.  When  the  boy  on  cars  comes  through  witli  a  pile 
of  publications,  look  over  the  titles  and  notice  that  nine  out  of  ten  of  the  books 
arc  depleting  and  injurious.  All  the  way  from  Nc\v  York  to  Chicago  or  New 
Orleans,  notice  that  objectionable  books  dominate.  Taste  for  pure  literature  is 
poisoui.tl  by  this  scum  of  the  publishing  house.  Ever>-  Ixwik  in  which  sin  triumphs 
over  virtue,  or  in  which  a  glamotu"  is  thrown  over  dis-sipation,  or  which  leaves  you 
at  its  last  line  with  less  respect  for  the  marriage  institution,  and  less  abhorrence  for 
the  paramour,  is  a  depression  of  your  own  moral  character.  The  book  binding 
may  be  attractive,  and  the  plot  dramatic  and  startling,  and  tlxe  style  of  writing 
sweet  as  the  honey  that  Jonathan  dipped  up  with  his  rod,  hut  your  best  interests  for- 
bid it.  your  moral  safety  forbids  it,  your  God  forbids  it.  and  one  taste  of  it  may 
lead  to  such  bad  results  that  you  may  have  to  say  at  the  clo.sc  of  the  experiment, 
or  at  the  close  of  a  misimproved  lifetime:  "  I  did  but  taste  a  little  honey  with  the 
rod  that  was  in  my  hand,  and,  lo,  I  must  die." 
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CORRUPT  INFLUENCE  OF  BAD    BOOKS. 

Corrupt  literature  is  doing  more  to-day  for  the  disruption  of  domest^ 
any  other  caase.  Elopements,  marital  intrigut-s.  sly  correspond e«ce» 
names  given  at  post-office  windows,  clandisitiuc  meetings  in  parks,  an* 
gates,  and  in  hotel  parlors,  and  conjugal  perjuries  are  among  l\w  damnat 
When  a  woman,  young  or 
old,  gets  her  head  thoroughly 
stuffed  Willi  the  modem  iim-el 
she  is  in  appalling  peril.  Uut 
some  one  will  say:  "The 
heroes  are  so  adroitly  knavish, 
and  the  persons  so  bewitch- 
iiigly  untrue,  and  the  turn  of 
the  stor>'  so  exquisite,  and  all 
the  characters  so  enrapturing, 
I  cannot  (luil  them."  My 
brother,  niy  sister,  you  can 
find  styles  of  literature  just  as 
charming  that  will  elevate  and 
purify,  and  ennoble,  and  Chris- 
tianize while  they  please.  The 
devil  does  not  own  all  the 
honey.  There  is  a  wealth  of 
good  books  coming  forth  from 
our  publishing  houses  that 
leaves  no  excuse  for  the  choice 
of  that  which  is  debauching 
to  body,  mind  and  soul.  Go 
to  some  intelligent  men  and 
women,  and  ask  for  a  list  of 
books  that  will  be  strengthen- 
ing to  your  mental  and  moral  ""***  novki.  rkaobr.  | 
condition.  Life  is  so  short  and  your  lime  for  improvement  so  abbreviated 
caiuiot  afford  to  fill  up  with  husks,  and  cinders,  and  debris.  In  the  inte 
business  that  young  man  is  reading  that  which  will  prepare  htm  to  be  Oj 
prince,  and  that  young  woman  is  filling  her  mind  wilh  an  intelligence 
yet  either  make  her  the  chief  attraction  of  a  good  man's  home,  or  gi( 
independence  of  character  that  will  qualify  her  to  build  her  own  home  a 
tain  it  in  a  happiness  that  requires  no  augmentation  from  any  of  onr  rou 
That  young  man  or  young  woman  can,  by  the  ri).;hi  literary  and  moral  imp 
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of  tlie  spare  teii  minutes  here  or  there  ia  every  day.  rise  head  aud  shoulders 
in  prosiJcrity,  and  character,  and  influence  above  the  loungers  who  read  noUiing 
or  that  which  bedwarfa.  Sec  all  the  forests  iif  good  American  literature  dripping 
with  honey.  Why  pick  up  the  honey-combs  that  have  in  them  the  f!er>'  bees 
which  will  stiiig  you  with  an  eternal  pouson  while  you  taste  it?  One  book  may 
for  you  or  me  decide  ever>-thing  for  this  world  or  the  next.  It  was  a  turning  point 
with  me  wlieii  in  Wynkoop  s  book  store.  Syracuse,  one  day  I  picked  up  a  book 
called  "The  Beauties  of  Ruskin."  It  was  oiily  a  book  of  extracts,  but  H  was  all 
pure  honey,  and  I  was  not  satisfied  until  I  had  purchased  alJ  his  works,  at  that 
time  expensive  beyond  an  easy  capacity  to  own  theui,  and  what  a  heaven  I  went 
through  in  reading  liis  "Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture."  and  his  "Stones  of 
Venice."  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  descrilx:  except  by  saying  that  it  gave  me  a 
rapture  for  good  books,  aud  an  everlnslinji  disgxist  for  decrepit  or  iiunioral  books 
that  will  last  nie  while  my  immortal  soul  laaLs.  All  around  the  Chureh  and  the 
world  to-day  there  are  busy  hives  of  intelligence  occupied  by  authors  and  author- 
esses from  whose  pen  drip  a  distillation  wliich  Is  the  very  nectar  of  heaven,  and 
why  will  you  thrust  your  rod  of  inquisitiveness  into  the  deathftil  saccharine  of 
perdition  ? 

THE  FALSE  HONEY  OF  STIMUUNTS. 

Stimulating  liquids  also  come  luto  the  category-  of  temptations  delicious  but 
dcathful.  You  say:  "  I  cannot  bear  tlie  taste  of  intoxicating  liquor,  and  how  any 
man  can  like  it  is  to  me  an  ama/einent."  Well  then,  it  is  no  cre<lil  to  yon  that 
yon  do  not  tnke  it.  Do  not  !>rng  alwut  your  total  abstinence,  because  it  is  not  from 
any  principle  that  you  reject  alcoholism,  but  for  the  same  reason  that  you  would 
reject  certain  styles  of  food — you  simply  don't  like  the  taste  of  them.  But  multi- 
tudes of  people  have  n  natural  fondness  for  all  kinds  of  intoxicants.  They  like  it 
so  much  that  it  makes  them  smack  their  lips  to  look  at  it.  They  are  dyspeptic. 
and  they  take  rt  to  aid  digestion:  or  they  arc  annoyed  by  insomnia,  and  they  lake 
it  to  produce  sleep;  or  they  are  troubled,  and  they  take  it  Up  make  them  oblivious: 
or  they  fee!  good  and  they  must  celebrate  their  hilarity.  They  begin  with  mint 
jiiUii  sucked  through  two  straws  on  the  T/>ng  Branch  piazza  and  end  in  the  ditch, 
taking  from  a  jug  a  liquid  half  kerosene  and  half  whisky.  They  not  only  like 
it,  but  it  is  an  all-consuming  passion  of  ImhIv.  mind  and  soul,  and  after  a  while 
have  it  tliey  will,  though  one  wine-glass  of  it  should  cost  the  temporal  and  eternal 
destruction  of  themselves,  and  all  their  families,  and  the  whole  human  race.  They 
would  say:  "  I  am  sorry  it  is  going  to  cost  me.  and  ray  family,  aud  all  the  world's 
pn|inlali(m  so  ver>'  nuich.  but  here  it  gi*es  to  my  lips,  and  now  let  it  roll  over  my 
parcliefl  tongue  and  down  my  heated  throat,  the  sweetest,  the  most  inspiring,  the 
most  rapturous  thing  Uiat  ever  thrilled  mortal  or  immortal." 
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way  I  know  not,  but  hy  long  ex|H*riim-iit  it  is  found  thai  the  fmly  way  is  to  slop 
short  off.  and  when  a  man  does  that  he  needs  Gfxi  to  help  him.  And  there  have 
been  more  cases  than  you  can  count  when  God  has  so  helped  the  man  that  he  quit 
forever,  and  I  could  count  a  score  of  them  to-day,  some  of  them  pillars  in  the 
house  of  God. 

One  would  suppose  that  men  would  take  warning  from  some  of  the  ominoiw 
names  given  to  the  intoxicants,  and  stand  off  from  the  devastating  influence.  Vou 
have  iiolictrd,  for  im^tance,  that  some  of  the  restanranls  arc  called  "The  Shades." 
typical  of  the  fact  that  it  puts  a  man's  reputation  in  the  shade,  and  his  morals  in 
the  shade,  and  his  prosperity  in  the  shade,  and  his  wife  and  children  in  the  shade, 
and  his  immortal  destiny  in  the  sSiade. 

Now,  I  find  on  some  of  the  liquor  signs  in  all  of  our  cities  the  words  "Old 
Crow."  mightily  suggestive  of  a  carcass  and  the  filthy  raven  that  swoops  upon  it. 
"Old  Crow  !"  Men  and  women  without  numbers  slain  of  mm,  but  nnburied, 
and  this  evil  is  pecking  at  their  glazed  eyes,  and  pecking  at  their  Moated  clieek, 
and  pecking  at  their  destroyed  mauhotxl  and  womanhood,  thrusting  beak  and  claw 
into  the  mortal  remains  of  what  was  once  gloriously  alive,  but  now  morally  dead. 
*'  Old  Crow  !"  But  alas,  how  many  take  no  waniing.  They  make  me  tlniik  of 
Caesar  on  his  way  to  assassination,  fea,ring  nothing:  though  his  statue  in  the  hall 
crashed  into  fragments  at  his  feet,  and  a  scroll  containing  the  names  of  tlie  con- 
spirators was  thrust  into  his  hands,  yet  walking  right  on  to  meet  the  dagger  tliat 
was  to  take  his  life.  This  infatuation  of  strong  drink  is  so  might>-  in  many  a  man 
that  though  his  fortunes  are  crasliing,  and  his  health  is  crashing,  and  his  domestic 
interL"s!s  are  crashing,  and  we  hand  bini  a  Inng  scroll  c«)iitaining  the  names  of 
perils  that  await  him,  he  goes  straight  on  to  physical,  and  mental,  aud  moral  assas- 
sinatioa.  lo  proportion  as  any  style  of  alcoholism  is  pleasant  to  your  taste,  and 
stimulating  to  your  ner\'K;,  and  for  a  time  delightful  to  all  your  physical  and 
mental  coustitnlion,  is  the  peril  awful  !  Remetnlier  Jonathan  and  the  forbidden 
honey  in  the  woods  of  Bethavcn. 

Furthermore,  the  gamester's  indulgence  must  lie  put  in  the  list  of  teraptationa 
dclicioiis  but  destructive.  I  have  crossed  the  ocean  eight  times,  and  always  one 
of  the  best  rooms  has,  from  morning  till  late  at  night,  been  given  up  to  gambling 
practices.  I  heard  of  many  men  who  went  on  board  with  money  enough  for  a 
European  excursion  who  lauded  without  money  enough  U>  get  their  baggage  up  to 
the  hotel  or  railroad  station.  To  many  there  is  a  complete  fascination  in  games 
of  hazard,  or  the  risking  of  money  on  possibilities.  It  seems  as  natural  for  them 
to  bet  as  to  eat.  Indcetl,  the  hunger  for  food  is  often  overpowered  with  the  hunger 
for  wagers,  as  in  the  case  of  Lord  Sandwich,  a  persistent  gambler,  who,  not  being 
willing  to  leave  the  dice  table  long  enough  for  the  taking  of  footl,  invented  a  pre- 
paration of  food  that  he  could  take  without  stopping  the  game,  namely,  a  slice  of 
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beef  Ijttwwii  two  slictsi  of  liread.  which  was  named  after  Lord  SandnHch.  It  is 
absurd  for  those  of  us  who  iievtrr  felt  the  fascination  of  the  wager  to  speak  slight- 
ingly of  the  temptation.  It  has  slain  a  multitude  of  intellectual  and  moral  giants, 
men  and  women,  stronger  than  you  or  I.  Down  under  its  power  went  glorious 
Oliver  Cioldsmith.  and  Gibbon,  Uie  historian,  and  Charles  Fox,  the  statesman,  and 
in  olden  times  famous  Senators  of  the  United  States,  who  ubed  to  be  as  regularly 
at  the  gambling  house  all  night  as  they  were  in  the  halls  of  legislation  by  day. 

FARO  AND  CARD  PUVING. 

Oh,  the  tragedies  of  the  faro  table  !  I  know  persons  who  began  with  a  slight 
stake  ill  a  ladies'  parlor,  and  ended  witli  the  suicide's  pistol  at  Monte  Carlo.  Thej- 
played  with  the  square  pieces  of  bone  with  black  marks  on  them,  not  knowing 
that  Satan  was  playing  for  their  bones  at  the  same  time,  and  was  sure  to  sweep  all 
the  stakes  nfT  tJii  his  side  of  the  tablL-.  The  New  York  legislature  recently  sanc- 
tioned the  mighty  evil  by  passing  a  law  for  its  defence  at  the  race-tracks,  and  many 
young  men  in  these  cities  lost  all  their  wages  at  Coney  Island  and  were  tempted 
into  borrowing  from  the  money  tills  of  their  employers  or  arranging  by  means  of 
false  entry  to  adjust  their  demoralized  finances.  Every  man  who  voted  for  the 
Ives  pool  bill  has  on  his  hands  and  forehead  the  blood  of  these  souls. 

But  in  this  connection  some  young  converts  say  to  me:  "  Is  it  right  to  play 
cards?  Is  there  any  harm  in  a  game  of  whist  or  euchre?"  Well,  I  know  good 
men  wlio  play  whist  and  euchre  and  other  styles  of  games  witliout  any  wagers.  I 
had  a  friend  who  played  cards  with  his  wife  and  children,  and  then  at  the  cloite 
said:  "Come,  now,  let  us  ha^-e  prayers."  I  will  not  judge  other  men's  con- 
sciences, but  I  will  tell  yoa  that  cards  are  in  my  mind  so  associated  with  the  tem- 
poral and  eternal  ilaninalion  of  splendid  young  men,  that  I  should  no  sotmer  soy 
to  my  family:  "Come,  let  us  have  a  game  of  cards,"  than  I  would  go  into  a 
menagerie  and  say.  '*  Come,  let  us  have  a  game  of  rattlesnakes,"  or  into  a  ceme- 
tery, and.  sitting  down  by  a  marble  slab,  say  to  the  grave-diggers,  "  Come,  let  us 
have  a  game  of  skulls."  Conscientious  young  ladies  are  silently  saying:  "Do 
>-ou  think  card  playing  will  do  us  any  harm  ?"  Perhaps  not;  but  how  will  you 
feel  if  in  the  great  day  of  eternity,  when  we  are  asked  to  gi\*e  an  account  of  our 
influence,  some  man  shall  say  to  you:  "  I  was  introduced  to  games  of  diance  in 
the  year  188.S.  at  your  house,  and  I  went  on  from  that  sport  to  something  more 
exciting,  and  went  on  down  until  I  lost  my  business,  and  lost  ray  morals,  and  lost 
my  soul,  and  these  chains  that  you  see  on  my  wriste  and  feet  are  the  chains  of  a 
gamester's  doom,  and  I  am  on  my  way  to  a  gambler's  hell."  Honey  at  the 
start — eternal  catastrophe  at  the  last. 

Stock  gambling  comes  into  the  same  catalogue.  It  must  be  very  exhilarating 
to  go  into  Wall  street.   New  York,   or  State  street,  Boston,  or  Tliird  street. 
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Philafiilphia,  and   tiqjositing  a  small  sum  of  monej*.  run  tbe 
risk  uf  taking  out  a  fortune,     Maiiy  men  are  doing  an  hoiiesi 
and  »aie  business  in  the  stock  market,  aiid  you  are  an  igno- 
ramus if  you  do  not  know  that  it  is  just  as  legitimate  to  deal 
in  strx'ks  i\s  to  deal  in  coffee,  or  sugar,  or  flour.     But  nearly 
all  the  outsiders  who  go  there  on  a  little  financial 
excursion  lose  all.     The  old  spiders  eat  up  the 
unsus|K-cting  flics.       I  had  a  fiieiid  who  put  hia 
hand  on  his  hip  pocket  and  said  to  me  in  sub- 
stance: "I  have  there   the  value  of  $150,000." 
His  home  is  to-day   peimiless.      What  was  the 
matter  ?    Wall  street.     Of  the  vast  ma- 
jority who  arc  victimized  j-ou  henr  not 
one  word.      One  great  stock   firm   goes 
down  and  whole  columns  of  newspapers 
discuss  their  fraud,  or  their  disaster,  and 
wc  are  presented  with  their  features  and 
their   biography.      But  where  one  such 
fanion.<i  firm  sinks,  five  hundred  unknown 
men  sink  with  them.    The  great 
steanier  goes  down  and  all  the 
little  boats  are  swallowed  in  the 
same  engulliuent.      Like  Boad- 
icea  of  old,   who,   in   wreaking 
her  vengeance,  brought  destruc- 
tion on  thousands  of  innocents, 
and  liislly  npon  her  own  head. 

Gambling  is  gambling, 
whether  in  stocks  or  bread- 
stuffs  or  dice  or  race-track  let- 
ting. Exhilaration  at  the  start, 
and  a  raving  brain,  and  a  shat- 
tered ncr^'ous  systenv,  ajid  a  sac- 
rificed property,  and  a  destroyed 
soul  at  the  last.  Young  man, 
buy  no  lottery  tickets,  purchase 
no  prize  packages,  bet  on  no 
base-ball  games  or  yacht  racing, 
have  no  faith  in  luck,  answer  no 
MeudtofacriifebyimtMn.  i-         •      *■      in>-slenous  circulaTS  proposing 
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great  income  for  small  in\-cstment,  shoo  away  the  buzzards  that  hover  around  our 
hotels  trying  to  entrap  strangers.  Go  out  and  make  an  huncst  living.  Have  God 
on  your  side  and  be  a  candidate  for  heaven.  Rememljer  all  the  jjalhs  of  sin  are 
banked  with  flowers  at  the  start,  and  there  are  plenty  of  helpful  hands  to  fetch 
the  gay  charger  to  your  door  and  hold  Uie  stirrup  wliile  you  mount  But  further 
on  the  horse  plunges  to  the  bit  in  a  slough  inextricable.  The  best  honc>-  is  not 
like  that  which  Jonathan  took  on  the  end  of  the  rod  and  brought  to  his  lip, 
but  that  which  God  puts  on  the  banqueting  table  of  merc)-,  at  which  we  are  all 
invited  to  sit. 

I  was  reading  of  a  boy  among  the  moimtains  of  Swit7.crland  ascending  a  dan- 
gerous place  witli  his  father  and  the  guides.  The  boy  stopped  on  tlie  edge  of  the 
diff,  and  .said;  "There  is  a  flower  I  mean  to  gel." 

"  Come  away  from  there,"  said  the  father;  "you  will  fall  off." 

"  No."  said  he;  "  I  must  get  that  bcatittfiil  flower;"  and  the  guides  rushed 
toward  him  to  pull  him  back,  when  they  heard  him  say,  "  I  almost  have  it,"  as 
he  fell  2000  feet. 

Birds  of  prey  were  seen  a  few  days  after  circling  through  the  air  and  lowering 
gradually  to  the  place  where  the  corpse  lay. 


SEEK  ONLY  THE  HONEY  OF   HEAVEN. 

Why  seek  flowers  off  the  edge  of  a  precipice  when  you  may  walk  knee-deep 
amid  the  fttll  blooms  of  the  very  paradise  of  God  ?  When  a  man  may  sit  at  a 
king's  banquet,  why  will  he  go  down  llie  steps  and  contend  for  the  gristle  and 
bones  of  a  hound's  kemiel?  "Sweeter  than  honey  and  the  honey-comb,"  says 
David,  "  is  the  truth  of  God.''  *' With  honey  out  of  the  rock  would  I  have 
satisfied  thee,"  says  God  to  the  recreant.  Here  is  honey  gathered  from  the 
blossoms  of  trees  of  life,  and  with  a  rod  made  out  of  the  wood  of  the  cross  I  dip 
it  up  for  all  your  souls. 

The  poet  Hcsiod  tells  of  an  ambrosia  and  a  nectar,  the  drinking  of  which 
would  make  men  live  fore\-er,  and  one  sip  of  this  huncy  from  Uie  Ktcmal  Rock 
will  give  you  immortal  life  with  God.  Come  off  the  malarial  levels  of  a  suifhl 
life.  Come  and  live  on  the  uplands  of  grace  where  the  vineyards  snn  themselvcfl. 
Oh.  taste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  gracious.  Be  happy  now  and  happy  forever. 
For  those  who  take  a  different  course  tlie  hone>'  will  turn  to  gall. 

For  many  things  I  have  admired  Pcrc>-  Shelley,  the  great  English  poet,  but  I 

deplore  the  fact  that  it  was  a  great  sweetness  to  him  to  dishonor  God.     The 

poem   "Queen    Mab  "  has  in  it  the  maligning  of  the  Deity.      The  iniidel  poet 

I  was  impious  enough  to  ask  for  Rowland  Hill's  Surrey  Chapel  that  he  might 

'  denounce  the  Christian  religion.     He  was  in  great  glee  against  God  and  the  truth. 

But  he  vi.«tited  Italy,  and  one  day  on  the  Mediterranean  with  two  friends  in  a 
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boat,  which  was  twenty-four  feet  long,  he  wa^  coming  toward  shore  wheu  a 
great  squall  struck  the  water.  A  gentleman  standing  on  shore  through  a  glass 
saw  many  boats  tossed  in  this  squall,  hut  all  outrode  the  terror  except  one,  that 
in  which  Shelley,  the  infidel  poet,  and  his  two  friends  were  sailinji;'.  That  never 
caiiie  asbore.  but  the  bodies  of  two  «f  the  (xxnipanLs  were  washed  Jix")!!  the  beacli, 
one  of  them  the  ptwt.  A  fuueral  pyre  was  built  on  the  seashore  by  some  clawic 
friends,  and  the  two  bodies  were  consumed.  His  glory  went  up  with  the  flames 
tliat  consumed  him,  like  the  funeral  pyre  of  the  Norse  King  who  thought  to 
perpetuate  his  name  on  earth  and  secure  everlasting  blessing  hereafter  by  having 
his  l)ody  devoured  by  fire,  and  liis  spirit  accompanied  thither  by  the  soul  of  a 
self-sacrificed  wife  and  the  burning  of  prisoners.  Poor  Shelley  !  He  would  ha\'e 
no  Gotl  while  he  lived,  and  hf  probably  hail  no  God  wlim  he  died.  "The  I/jrd 
knowctb  the  way  of  the  righteous,  but  the  way  of  the  ungodly  shall  perish.'* 


.    V, 


V 


^' 


-J- 


:^::Ld 


V 


^i}^    i$cci:et    0t    Succc0»» 


REVERSES  THAT  REFINE    CHARACTER  AND  ELEVATE   THE 
SUFFERER. 


OTHING  in  the  world  can  keep  a  good  man  down.  God 
has  decreed  for  him  a  certain  elc\*ation  to  whidi  he  must 
attain.  He  will  bring  him  tlirougli  lliotigh  il  cost  Him  a 
thousand  worlds.  There  are  men  constantly  in  trouble  lest 
they  shall  not  Ix;  appreciated.  Everj-  man  comes  in  the  end 
to  be  valued  at  just  what  he  is  worth.  How  often  you  see 
men  turn  out  all  their  forces  to  cnish  one  man  or  set  of  men.  How  do  they 
succeed  ?  No  better  than  did  the  government  that  tried  to  crush  Joseph.  Learn 
from  the  stor>'  of  Joseph  that  t!ie  world  is  compelled  to  honor  Christian  character. 
Potiphar  was  only  a  man  of  the  world,  yet  Joseph  rose  hi  his  csliinalion  until  all 
the  affairs  of  that  great  house  were  committed  to  his  charge.  Trom  thi.s  .ser\'ant 
no  honors  or  confidences  were  withheld.  When  Joseph  was  in  prison  he  soon 
won  the  heart  of  the  keeper,  and,  though  placed  there  for  being  a  scomidrel,  he 
saoti  convinced  the  jailer  that  he  was  an  innocent  and  trustworthy  man,  and, 
released  from  close  confinement,  he  became  a  general  supcrintendeut  of  prison 
affairs.  Wherever  Joseph  was  placed — whether  a  ser\ant  in  the  lioiisc  of  Potiphar 
or  a  prisoner  in  the  penitentiary— he  became  the  first  man  everywhere,  and  is 
an  ilhistration  of  the  truth  I  lay  down,  that  the  world  is  compelled  to  honor 
Christian  character. 

Chr>'sostom,  when  threatened  with  death  by  Eudoxta,  the  Empress,  sent 
word  to  her,  saying:  "  Go  tell  her  that  I  fear  nothing  but  sin."  Such  nobility 
■of  character  will  always  be  applauded.  There  was  something  in  AgrJppa  and 
Felix  which  demanded  their  respect  for  Paul,  the  rebel  against  government.  I 
doubt  not  that  they  would  wilHu^y  have  yielded  their  office  and  dignity  for  the 
thousandth  part  of  that  true  heroism  which  beamed  in  the  eye  and  beat  in  the 
heart  of  tlie  unconquerable  apostle.  The  infidel  and  worldling  are  compelled  to 
honor  in  their  hearts,  though  they  may  not  eulogize  with  tlieir  lips,  a  Christian 
firm  in  persecution,  cheerful  in  poverty*,  tnistfnl  in  losses,  triumphant  in  death. 

I  find  Christian  men  in  all  professions  and  occupations  and  I  find  them 
respected  and  honored,  and  successful.  John  Frederick  Oberlin  alleviating  igno- 
rance and  distress;  John  Howard  passing  from  dungeon  to  lazaretto,  with  healing 
for  the  body  and  soul;  Elizabeth  Fr>*  coming  to  the  profligates  of  Newgate  Prison 
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Raphaels  and  the  Michael  Angclos.     It  is  most  unfair  Atid  dishonest  to  take  the 
ignominious  failures  in  Christian  iMt>fession  instead  of  the  glorious  successes. 

PERSECUTIONS  BRING  ABOUT  VICTORIES. 

I  go  into  another  department  and  I  find  that  those  great  denominations  of 
Christians  which  have  been  most  abused  have  spread  the  most  rapidly.  No  good 
man  was  ever  more  vilely 
maltreated  than  John 
Wesley.  His  followers 
were  liooted  at  and  ma- 
ligned and  culled  by 
ever>-  detestable  name 
that  infernal  ingenuity 
could  invent,  but  the  hot- 
ter the  persecution  the 
more  rapid  the  spread  of 
that  denomination  until 
you  know  what  a  great 
host  they  have  become, 
and  what  a  tremendous 
force  for  Go<l  and  the 
truth  they  are  wielding 
all  the  world  over.  It 
was  persecution  that  gave 
Scotland  to  Presbyte- 
rianism.  It  was  perse- 
cution which  gave  our 
own  land  first  to  civil 
libert>'  and  alterwards  to 
religious  freedom.  Yea, 
I  may  go  further  back 
and  say  it  was  persecu- 
tion that  gave  the  world 
the  great  salvatiun  of  the 
gospel.  The  ribald 
mockery,  the  hungering 
and  thirsting,  the  unjust 
trial    and     ignominious 
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death,  where  alt   the  force  of  hell's  fury  was  hurled  against   tlie  cross,   where 
the  introduction  of  that  religion  which  is  yet  to  be  the  earth's  deliverance  from 
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guilt  and  suffering.  antJ  her  everlasting  enthrontniiejit  auioiig  tlie  principalities  of 
hcavcti. 

Tlie  fires  of  Ibc?  slake  have  only  been  the  torches  which  Christ  held  in  His 
hand  by  the  light  of  which  the  Church  has  niarched  to  her  present  i>osiUon.  lu 
the  sound  of  racks  and  implemenls  of  torture  I  hear  the  rumbling  of  tlie  wheels  ci 
the  gcisjifl  chariot.  Scaffolds  of  martyrdom  have  been  the  stairs  by  which  the 
Church  has  ascended.     Aquafortis  is  the  best  test  of  pure  gold. 

CRIME  WILt  OUT. 

Furthermore,  our  .subject  impresses  us  that  .sins  will  come  to  exposure.  Long, 
long  ago  had  these  brothers  sold  Joseph  into  ligypt.  They  had  suppressed  the 
crime,  and  it  was  a  profound  secret,  well  kepi  by  the  brothers.  But  suddenly  the 
secret  is  out.  The  old  father  hears  that  his  .son  is  in  Kgypt,  having  l>een  sold 
there  by  the  malice  of  his  own  brothers.  How  their  cheeks  must  have  burned  and 
their  hearts  sunk  at  the  flaming  out  of  this  suppressed  crime.  The  smallest  iniquity 
has  a  thousand  tongues,  and  Ihey  will  blab  out  an  exposure. 

Saul  wa.s  sent  to  destroy  the  Canaanites.  their  sheep  and  their  oxen.  But 
wKen  he  got  down  there  among  the  pastures  he  saw  some  fine  slieep  and  oxen  too 
fat  too  kill,  and  so  lie  thought  he  would  steal  them.  He  drove  them  towards 
home,  but  stopped  to  report  to  the  prophet  liow  well  he  had  executed  his  commis* 
aion,  when  in  the  distance  the  sheep  began  to  bleat  and  the  oxen  to  l»elIow.  The 
secTct  was  out.  and  Sauniel  said  to  the  hln.*ihing  and  confounded  Saul:  "What 
means  the  bleating  of  the  sheep  that  X  hear  and  the  lowing  of  the  cattle?" 

Ay,  dear  rearler,  you  cannot  keep  an  iniquity  quiet.  At  just  the  wrong  time 
the  sheep  will  bleat  and  the  oxen  will  bellow.  Achan  cannot  steal  the  Babylonish 
garment  without  getting  sioued  to  death.  Look  over  the  police  arrests — these 
thieves,  these  burglars,  these  adulterers,  these  counterfeiters,  these  highwaymen, 
these  as.sa.^sins.  They  all  thought  they  cmild  bnry  their  iniipuly  sn  deep  down 
that  it  would  never  come  to  resurrection.  But  there  was  some  shoe  that  answered 
to  the  print  in  the  sand,  some  false  keys  found  in  pos.session.  some  bloody  knife 
that  whispered  of  the  deed,  and  the  public  indignation  and  the  anathema  of  out- 
raged law  hurled  him  into  the  Tombs  or  hoisted  him  on  the  gallows. 

EASIER  TO  SIN  THAN  TO  GET  OUT  OF  IT. 

At  the  close  of  the  battle  l>etwecn  the  Dauj^in  of  France  and  the  Helvetians, 
Burchard  Monk  was  .so  elated  with  the  Wcton,-  tliat  he  lifted  his  helmet  to  look  off 
ujion  the  field,  when  a  wounded  soldier  hurled  a  stone  that  stntck  his  imcovered 
forehead  and  he/cU.  Sin  will  always  leave  some  point  exposed,  and  there  is  no 
safety  in  iniquity.  Francis  the  First,  King  of  France,  was  discussing  how  it  was 
!)est  to  get  his  army  into  Italy.   Amaril,  the  court  fool,  sprang  out  from  the  corner 
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and  said  to  the  king  and  his  staff  officers:  "  You  had  better  be  thuaking  how  yon 
will  get  your  army  back  out  of  Italy  after  once  you  have  entered." 

In  other  words,  it  is  easier  for  ns  to  get  into  sin  than  to  get  out  of  it.  White- 
field  was  riding  on  horseback  in  a  lonely  way  with  some  missionarj'  money  in  a 
Back  fastened  to  the  saddle-bags.  A  highwaymjiii  sprang  out  from  the  thicjjet  and 
put  his  hand  out  toward  the  gold,  when  Whitcfield  turned  njHju  him  and  said: 
"That  belongs  to  the  I/jrd  Jesus  Christ;  touch  it  if  you  dare,"  and  the  villain  fell 
back  enipty-liandcd  into  the  thicket.  Oh,  the  power  of  conscience  1  If  offended 
it  becomes  God's  avenging  minister.  Do  not  think  that  you^can  hide  any  great 
and  protracted  sin  in  your  hearts.  In  an  unguarded  moment  it  will  slip  off  the 
lip,  or  sonic  slight  occaaon  may  for  a  moment  set  ajar  this  door  of  hell  that  you 
waiiltil  to  keep  cIosckI.  But  suppose  that  in  this  life  you  hide  it,  and  you  get 
along  with  that  transgression  burning  in  your  heart,  as  a  ship  on  fire  within 
for  da>-s  may  hinder  the  flame  from  bursting  out  b\'  keeping  down  the  hatchways, 
yet  at  last,  in  the  judgment,  that  iniquity  will  blaze  out  before  the  throne  of  God 
and  the  universe. 


ALL  EVENTS  LINKED  TOGETHER.. 

Furthermore,  learn  from  this  subject  the  inseponible  connection  between  all 
events  however  remote.  Lord  Hastings  ivas  beheaded  one  >'ear  after  lie  had  caused 
the  death  of  the  queen's  children,  in  the  ver>'  month,  the  \'er>'  day,  the  very  hour 
and  the  verj"  nioracut.  There  is  wonderful  precision  in  the  divine  judgments. 
The  universe  is  only  one  thought  of  God.  Those  things  which  seem  fragmentary 
and  isolateil  are  only  different  ixirts  of  that  one  great  thought.  How  far  apart 
seemed  these  two  events — Joseph  sold  to  tlic  Arabian  merchants  and  the  rulersliip 
of  Egypt.  Yet  you  see  in  what  a  mysterious  way  Gotl  connected  the  two  in  one 
plan.  So  all  events  are  linked  together.  Yon  who  are  aged  can  look  back  and 
group  together  a  thousand  things  in  your  life  that  once  seemed  isolated.  One 
undivided  chain  of  ei'ents  reached  from  the  Garden  of  Eden  to  the  cross  of  Calvary, 
and  thus  up  to  heaven.  There  is  a  relation  liclween  the  smallest  insect  that  hums 
in  the  summer  air  and  the  archangel  on  his  throne.  God  can  trace  a  direct  ances- 
tral line  from  the  bluejay  that  last  spring  built  its  nest  in  a  tree  behind  llie  house  ta 
some  one  of  that  fl«x-k  of  birds  which,  when  Noah  hoisted  the  ark's  window,  with 
a  whirl  and  a  dash  of  bright  wings  went  out  to  sing  over  Mount  Ararat.  The 
tulips  that  bloomed  this  summer  in  the  flower-bed  were  nursed  of  last  winter's 
anow  flakes.  The  furthest  star  on  one  side  the  universe  could  not  look  to  the  fur- 
thest star  on  the  other  side  and  say:  "  You  are  no  relation  to  nie;"  for  from  that 
bright  orb  a  voice  of  light  would  ring  across  the  heavens  responding;  "  Yes.  yes; 
we  are  sisters."  Sir  Sidney  Smith,  in  prison  was  playing  lawn-lenuis  in  the  yard 
and  the  ball  flew  over  the  wall.     Another  ball  containing  letters  was  thrown  back» 
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COO'S  PLA^S  BEYOND  OUR    COMPREHCNSIOfl. 

Nothing  in  God's  universe  swings  at  loose  ends.  Accidents  are  only  God's 
way  of  turning  a  leaf  in  the  book  of  His  eternal  decrees.  From  our  cradle  to  our 
grave  there  is  a  path  all  marked  put.  Kach  event  in  our  life  is  connected  with 
ever>'  other  event  in  our  life.  Our  loss  may  be  the  most  direct  road  to  our  gain. 
Our  defeats  and  \'ictories  are  t%vin  brothers.  The  whole  direction  of  your  life  waa 
changed  by  something  which  at  the  time  seemed  to  you  a  tri8e,  while  some  occur- 
rence which  seemed  tremendous  affected  you  but  little.  The  Rev.  Dr.  Kennedy, 
of  Basking  Ridge,  New  Jersey,  went  into  hi.s  pulpit  one  Sabbath,  and  by  a  strange 
freak  of  memor>*  forgot  bis  subject  and  forgot  his  text,  and  in  great  embarrass- 
ment rose  before  his  audience  and  announced  the  circumstance  and  declared  him- 
self entirely  unable  to  preach;  then  launched  forth  in  a  few  earnest  words  of 
entreaty  and  warning,  which  resulted  in  the  outbreaking  of  the  mightiest  revival 
of  religion  ever  known  in  that  State,  a  revival  that  resulted  in  churches  still  stand- 
ing and  in  the  conversionof  a  large  number  of  men  who  entered  the  gosjicl  ministry, 
who  have  brought  their  thousands  to  the  kingdom  of  God. 

Finally,  learn  from  this  subject  that  in  cver>'  famine  there  is  a  storehouse. 
Up  the  long  row  of  liuildings,  pile<l  to  the  ven,-  ro«>f  with  com,  came  the  hungry 
miiltitudos,  and  Jaseph  commanded  that  their  sacks  and  their  wagons  be  filled. 
Tiie  world  has  been  blasted.  K\*ery  green  thing  has  withered  under  the  touch  of 
sin.  From  all  continents,  and  islands,  and  zones  comes  up  the  groan  of  dying 
niilliiins.  Over  tropical  .spice-grove,  and  SiJierian  ice  hut,  and  Hindott  jungle  the 
blight  lias  fallen.  The  famine  is  univer,«w»t.  But.  glory  be  to  God,  there  Js  a  great 
atoreUouse.  Jestw  Christ,  our  elder  brother,  this  day  bid.s  us  come  in  from  our 
hunger  and  beggar>',  and  obtain  infinite  supplies  of  grace,  enough  to  make  u.s  rich 
forever.  Many  of  you  have  for  a  long  while  been  smitten  of  the  famine.  The 
world  has  not  stilled  the  throbbing  of  your  spirit.  Your  conscience  sometimes 
rouses  you  up  with  snch  suddenness  and  strength  that  it  requires  the  most  gigantic 
determination  to  quell  the  disturbance.  Your  courage  quakes  at  the  thought  of 
the  future.  Oh  !  why  will  you  tarrj*  amid  the  blastings  of  the  famine  when  sudi 
a  glorious  storehouse  is  open  in  God's  mercy  ? 
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ANGELS  OF  MERCY  THAT   FEED  THE  POOR,   COMFORT   IN  ADVERSITY  AND  SPREAD  THE 
BALM   OF  GRACE  OVER   BATTLE-FIELD  AND   HOSPITAL. 
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jOLOMON.  by  one  stroke,  set  forth  the  imperial  character  of  a 
true  Christian  woman.  Shu  is  not  a  slave,  not  a  hireling, 
not  a  sutx)rdinalc-,  but  a  queen;  and  as  such,  SolomDii  sees 
sixty  of  these  helping  to  make  up  the  roj^al  pageant  of 
Jesus.  In  a  previous  essay,  I  showed  you  that  crown, 
and  courtly  utttnttants,  and  imptTial  wardrobe  wurc  not 
necessary  to  uiake  a  Queen;  but  that  graces  of  the  heait 
"Vf  and  life  will  give  coronation  to  auy  woman.    I  showed  you 

at  some  length  that  woman's  position  was  higher  in  the 
world  than  man's,  and  that  although  she  had  often  been  denied  the  right  of  suffrage, 
she  always  did  vote  and  always  would  vote  by  her  influence:  and  that  her  chief 
de»re  ou^'ht  tu  be  that  she  should  have  grace  rightly  to  nile  in  the  dominion  which 
6he  has  already  won.  I  began  an  enumeration  of  someof  her  rights,  and  in  this 
paper  I  resume  the  subject. 

In  tlie  first  place,  woman  has  the  special  and  superlative  right — not  again 
)ing  back  to  what  1  have  already  written — woman  has  the  special  and  superlative 
of  blessing  and  comforting  the  sick. 
What  land,  what  street,  what  house,  has  not  felt  the  smitings  of  diseased 
Tens  of  thousands  of  sick  beds  !  What  shall  we  do  with  them  ?  Shall  man.  with 
his  rough  hand  and  clumsy  foot,  go  stmnbling  around  the  sick-room  tr>*ing  to 
soothe  the  distracted  ncnxs,  and  anc\-iatc  the  pains  of  the  tassing  patient  ?  The 
young  man  at  college  may  scoff  at  the  idea  of  being  under  maternal  influences; 
but  at  the  first  blast  of  the  tjiihoid  fever  on  his  cheek,  he  .says:  "Where  is 
mother?"  Walter  Scott  wrote  partly  in  satire  and  partly  in  compliment  when  he 
said: 

O  woman,  (n  onr  hour*  of  ease, 

I'ncettain,  coy  and  liunl  to  plcoM  ; 
Wlieu  jKitu  and  anguish  wring  the  brow, 
A  tntnislering  angel  thou. 

I  think  the  most  pathetic  passage  in  all  the  Bible  is  the  description  of  the  lad 
who  went  out  to  the  ban*eal  field  of  Shtmem  and  got  sunstruck— throwing  bis 
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hands  on  his  terapleaand  crjing  out:  "  Oil.  ray  head  I  ray  bead  I"  and  they  said: 
*'  Cany  hira  to  his  mother."  And  the  record  is:  "  He  sat  on  her  knees  till  noou, 
and  then  died.** 

THE  MINISTRIES  OF  HOME. 

it  is  an  awful  thing  to  be  ill  away  from  home  in  a  strange  hotel;  once  in  a 
while  men  coming  in  to  look  at  you.  holding  their  hand  over  their  mouth  for  fear 
they  will  catch  llie  contagion.  How  nmglily  tliey  turn  you  in  bed.  Huw  loudly 
they  talk.  How  you  long  for  ministries  of  home.  I  knew  one  such  who  went 
away  from  one  of  the  brightest  of  homes  for  several  weeks'  business  absence  at  the 
West.  A  telegram  came  at  midnight  tliat  lie  was  on  his  death-bed,  far  away  from 
home.  By  express  train  the  wife  and  daughter  went  westward,  but  they  were  loo 
late.  He  feared  not  to  die,  but  he  was  in  an  agony  to  live  until  his  family  got  there. 
He  tried  to  bribe  the  doctors  to  miike  hini  live  a  little  while  longer.  He  said:  "  I 
am  willing  to  die,  but  not  alone."  But  the  pxilscs  fluttered,  the  e>'es  closed  and 
the  heart  stopped.  The  express  trains  met  in  the  midnight;  wife  and  daughter 
going  westward^ ifeless  remains  of  husband  and  father  coming  eastward.  Oh,  it 
was  a  sad,  pitiful,  overwhelming  spectacle  !  ^\^le1l  we  are  sick  we  want  to  be  side 
at  hnme.  When  the  time  comes  for  us  to  die.  we  want  to  die  at  home.  The 
room  may  be  verj*  humble,  and  the  faces  that  look  into  ours  may  he  ver>'  plain; 
bnl  who  cares  for  that  ?  Loving  hands  to  bathe  the  temples.  I/n'iiig  voices  to 
speak  good  cheer.  Loving  lips  to  read  the  comforting  promises  of  Jesus.  In  our 
last  dreadful  war  men  cast  the  cannon;  men  fashioned  the  musketr>-;  men  cried  to 
to  the  hosts:  "  Forward,  march  !"  raen  hurled  their  battalions  on  the  sharp  edges 
of  the  enemy,  crying:  "Charge!  charge  !"  but  woinnn  scraped  the  Hnt;  woman 
administered  the  cordials;  woman  watched  by  the  dying  conch;  woman  wrote  the 
last  message  to  the  home  circle:  woraan  wept  at  the  solitary  burial  attended  by 
herself  and  four  men  with  a  spade. 

WOMAN'S  HEROISM. 

We  greeted  the  general  home  with  bras-s  bands,  and  triumphal  arches,  and 
wild  huzzas;  but  the  story  is  too  good  to  be  written  anywhere,  s:ive  in  the 
chronicles  of  heaven,  of  Mrs.  Brady,  who  came  down  among  the  sick  in  the 
swamps  of  the  Chiekahominy;  of  Annie  Ross,  in  the  cooper-shop  hospital;  of 
Margaret  Breckinridge,  who  cjime  to  men  who  had  been  for  weeks  with  their 
wounds  undressed,  some  of  them  frozen  to  the  ground,  and  when  she  turned  thera 
over,  those  that  had  an  arm  left  waved  it  and  filled  the  air  with  their  "  hurrah;" 
of  Mrs.  Hodge,  who  came  from  Chicago  with  blankels  mid  with  pillows,  until  the 
men  shouted:  "  Three  cheers  for  the  Christian  Connnission  !  G<Ki  bless  the  women 
at  home,"  then  sitting  down  to  take  the  last  message:  "  Tell  my  wife  not  to  fret 
about  me.  but  to  meet  me  In  heaven.     Tell  her  to  train  up  the  boys  whom  wc 
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howitzer.  Women  did  their  work  with  socks,  and  slippers,  and  bandages,  and 
warm  drinks,  and  Scripture  texts,  and  gentle  strokings  of  the  hot  temples,  and 
stories  of  that  land  where  they  never  ha^■e  any  pain,  Men  kneh  down  over  the 
wounded  and  said;  *'  On  which  side  did  you  fight?"  Women  kncU  down  over 
tlie  woundeil  and  said  :  *•  Wlu-rc  are  you  hurt?  What  nice  thin^  can  I  make  for 
you  to  eat?  What  makes  you  cr>?"  To-night,  while  men  are  sound  asleep  in 
their  beds,  there  will  be  a  light  in  yonder  loft:  there  will  be  groaning  down  that 
dark  allc>-:  there  will  be  cries  of  distress  in  that  cellar.  Men  will  sleep,  and 
women  will  watch. 

FRIENDS  OF  THE  POOR. 

Again,  woman  has  a  superlative  right  to  take  care  of  the  pofjr.  There  are 
hundreds  and  thousands  of  them  all  over  the  land.  There  is  a  kind  of  work  that 
men  cannot  do  for  the  poor.  Here  comes  a  group  of  little  barefoot  children  to  the 
door  of  the  Boreas  Societ>'.  They  need  to  be  clothed  and  provided  for.  W'hich 
of  these  directors  of  banks  would  know  how  many  yards  it  would  lake  to  make 
thnt  little  girl  a  dress?  Which  of  these  masculine  hands  could  fit  a  bat  to  that 
littJe  girl's  head?  Which  of  the  wise  men  would  know  hnw  to  tie  on  that  new 
pair  of  shoes?  Man  sometimes  gives  hts  charity  in  a  rough  way.  and  it  falls  like 
the  fruit  of  a  tree  in  the  East,  which  fruit  comes  down  so  hea\'ily  that  it  breaks  the 
skull  of  the  man  who  is  trying  to  gather  it.  But  woman  glides  so  softly  into  the 
house  of  destitulinn,  and  finds  out  all  the  sorrows  of  the  place,  and  puts  so  quietly 
the  donation  on  the  table,  that  all  the  family  come  out  on  the  front  steps  as  she 
departs,  expecting  that  from  uu<ler  her  shawl  she  will  thrust  out  two  wings  aud  go 
right  up  toward  heaven,  from  whence  she  seems  to  have  come  down.  O  Christian 
young  woman  t  if  you  would  make  yourself  happy  and  win  the  blessing  of  Christ, 
go  out  among  the  destitute.  A  loaf  of  bread  or  a  bundle  of  socks  may  make  a 
homely  load  to  carr>-.  but  angels  of  God  will  come  out  to  watch,  and  the  I^ord 
Almighty  will  gi\T  his  mes.senger  hosts  a  charge,  saying:  "  I,ook  after  that  woman. 
Canopy  her  with  your  wings  and  shelter  her  from  all  barm;'*  and  while  you  are 
seated  in  the  house  of  destitution  and  suffering,  the  little  ones  around  the  room 
will  whisper:  "Whoisslie?  Ain't  she  lieautiful  ?'*  and  if  you  will  listen  right 
eharply  you  will  hear  dripping  down  through  the  leaky  roof,  and  rolling  over  the 
rotten  stairs  the  angels'  chant  that  shook  Bethlehem: 

GIor>-  to  Cod  in  the  high»t. 

And  on  earth  peace,  good  trill  to  men. 

PROTCCTCO    BV   COD. 

Can  you  tell  me  why  a  Christian  woman  going  down  among  the  haunts  of 
iniquity  on  a  Christian  errand  never  meets  with  any  indignity  ?     I  stood  in  the 
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chapel  of  Helen  Chaltiiers,  the  daughter  of  the  celebrated  Dr.-  Chalmers,  in  the 
most  abandoned  part  of  the  city  of  Kdiiilmr^li.  and  I  said  lo  her  as  I  Itioked  around 
upon  the  fcarfiil  swrroundiiigs  of  that  place;  "  Do  you  come  here  nights  to  hold  a 
ser\'icx;  ?'  "Oh.  yes."  she  said.  "  Can  it  be  possible  that  you  never  meet  with 
an  iuAult  while  jK^rfoniiing  this  Christian  errand  ?"  "  Never,"  she  said,  "  never. " 
That  youuR  woman  who  Ims  her  father  by  her  side  walking  down  the  street,  an 
armed  police  at  each  comer,  is  not  so  wtW  defended  as  that  Christian  woman  who 
goe-i  forth  on  grispel  work  into  the  haunts  of  iniquity  carrying  the  Hibles  and 
bread.  C<xl,  with  the  arm  of  Hi.s  wrath  oniniputi-nt  would  tear  to  pieces  any  one 
whoshould  offer  her  indignity,  He  would  smite  him  with  lightnings,  and  drown 
him  with  floods,  and  swallow  hiin  with  earthquakes,  and  danin  hiui  with  eternal 
indignation.  Some  onesaid:  "  I  dislike  very  much  to  see  that  Christian  woman 
teaching  Lliose  bad  boys  in  the  mission  school.  I  am  afraid  to  have  her  iiLStntct 
them."  "So."  said  another  man,  "  I  am  afraid,  too."  Said  the  6rsl:  "  1  am 
afraid  they  will  use  vile  language  liefore  Ih.-y  leave  the  place."  "Ah,"  said 
the  other  man,  "  I  am  not  afraid  of  that.  What  I  am  afraid  of  is  that,  if  any  of 
tliofie  boys  should  use  a  bad  word  in  that  presence,  tlie  otiicr  boys  would  tear  him 
to  pieces  and  kill  him  on  the  spot."  That  woman  is  the  Ix^st  sheltered  who  is 
shtllereil  by  the  Lord  God  Ahnighly.  and  you  need  never  fear  going  anywhere 
where  God  tells  you  to  go. 

SOLICITING  CHARITIES. 

It  seems  as  if  the  Lord  had  ordained  woman  for  an  especial  work  in  the  solici- 
tation of  charities.  Backed  up  by  barrels  in  which  there  is  no  flour,  and  by  stoves 
in  which  there  is  no  fire,  and  \yy  wardro)>es  in  which  there  are  no  clothes,  a  woman 
is  irresistible,  passing  nn  her  errand,  God  says  to  her:  "  Yon  go  into  that  bank, 
or  -Store,  or  sbi>i>,  and  get  the  money."  She  goes  in  and  gets  it.  The  man  is 
hard-fisted,  but  she  gets  it.  She  conld  not  help  but  get  it.  It  is  decreed  from 
eternit>'  she  should  get  it.  No  neetl  of  your  luniiug  your  back  and  pretending  you 
don't  hear;  you  do  hear.  There  is  no  need  of  your  saying  you  are  begged  to  death. 
There  is  no  need  of  your  wa.'^ting  your  time,  and  yon  might  as  well  snbmit  first  as 
last.  You  had  better  right  away  take  down  your  check-book,  mark  the  number 
of  the  check,  fill  up  the  blank,  sign  your  name,  and  hand  it  lo  her.  There  is  no 
newl  of  wasting  time.  Those  poor  children  tm  the  back  street  have  been  hungry- 
long  enough.  That  sick  roan  must  have  some  farina.  That  consumptive  must 
have  something  to  ease  his  cough.  I  meet  this  delegate  of  a  relief  society  coming 
out  of  the  .store  of  such  a  hard-fisted  man ,  and  I  say .  ' '  Did  you  get  the  money  ?" 
"  Of  ccnirse."  .*ihe  says,  "  I  got  the  money;  that  is  what  I  went  for.  The  I^rd 
told  me  to  go  in  and  get  it.  and  He  never  sends  me  on  a  fool's  errand." 

I  have  also  to  tell  yon  that  it  is  a  woman's  sjKTific  right  to  comfort  under  the 
stress  of  dire  disaster.     She  is  called  the  weaker  vessel;  but  all  profane  as  well  as 
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matter  ?' '  but  he  belie\'es  it  a  sort  of  Christian  duty*  to  keep  all  that  trouble  within 
his  owu  soul.  Oh,  sir,  your  first  duty  was  to  tell  your  wife  all  about  it.  She,  perhaps, 
might  not  have  discntanglctl  you  finaiictfs  or  t-xtcnded  your  credit,  but  she  would 
have  helped  you  to  bear  misfortune.  You  have  no  right  to  can^'  on  one  shoulder 
Ihat  which  is  intended  for  two.  There  came  a  crisis  in  your  affairs.  You  struggled 
bravely  and  long,  but  after  awhile  there  came  a  day  when  you  said:  "  Here  I 
sliall  have  to  stop,"  and  you  called  in  j-our  partners,  and  you  called  in  tht-  most 
prominent  men  in  your  employ,  and  you  said:  "  We  have  got  to  stop,"'  You  left 
the  store  suddenly.  You  could  hardly  make  up  your  mind  to  pass  through  the 
street  and  over  on  the  ferr\--boat.  You  felt  ever\-body  would  bu  looking  at  you, 
and  blaming  you,  and  dcnoxmciiig  you.  You  hasten  home.  You  told  your  wife 
all  about  the  affair.  What  did  she  say  ?  Did  she  play  the  butterfly  ?  Did  she 
talk  about  the  silks,  and  tlie  ribbons,  and  the  fashions  ?  No.  She  came  np  to  tlie 
emergency.  .She  quailed  not  under  the  stroke.  She  helped  you  to  begin  to  plan 
right  away.  She  offered  to  go  out  of  the  comfortable  house  into  a  smaller  one,  and 
wear  the  old  cloak  another  winlt-r.  She  was  one  who  understood  your  affairs  with- 
out blaming  you.  Y'ou  looked  upon  what  you  thought  was  a  thin,  weak  woman's 
arm  holding  you  up;  but  while  yo\i  looked  at  that  arm  there  came  into  the  feeble 
muscles  of  it  the  strength  <if  the  eternal  God.  No  chidiug.  No  fretting.  No 
telling  you  about  the  beautiful  house  of  her  father,  from  which  you  brought  her. 
ten,  twenty  or  tliirtj-  years  ago.  You  said:  "Well,  this  is  the  happiest  day  of 
my  Hfe.  I  am  glad  I  have  got  from  under  my  burdcu.  My  wife  doesn't  care,  I 
don't  care." 

WOMAN'S  OPPORTUNITY. 

At  the  moment  you  were  utterly  exhausted  God  sent  a  Deborah  to  meet  the 
host  of  the  Amalekites  and  scatter  them  like  chaff  over  the  plain.  There  are 
aomctiniL's  uTimen  who  sit  reading  .sentimental  novels,  and  who  wish  that  tliey  had 
some  grand  field  in  which  to  di.splay  their  Christian  powers.  Oh,  what  grand  and 
glorious  tilings  they  could  do  if  they  only  had  an  opportunity  I  My  sister,  you 
need  not  watt  for  any  such  time.  A  crisis  will  come  in  your  affairs.  There  will 
lie  a  Thermopylae  in  your  own  household  where  Goil  will  tell  you  to  stand.  There 
are  scores  and  hundreds  of  households  to-day  where  as  much  braverT.-  and  courage 
arc  demanded  of  women  as  was  cxhihited  l)y  Grace  Darling,  or  Marie  Antoinette 
or  Joan  of  Arc. 

It  is  woman's  right  to  bring  to  us  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  It  is  easier  for  a 
woman  to  be  a  Christian  than  for  a  man.  Why  }  You  say  she  is  weaker.  No.  Her 
heart  is  more  resix>nsive  to  the  pleadings  of  divine  love.  She  is  in  vast  majority. 
The  Gict  that  she  can  more  easily  become  a  Christian  I  prove  by  the  statement 
that  three- fourtlis  of  the  members  of  the  churches  in  all  Christendom  are  women. 
So  God  appoints  them  to  be  the  chief  agencies  for  bringing  this  world  back  to 
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Him.  I  may  say  the  soul  is  immortal.  There  is  a  man  who  will  refute  it.  t 
luay  say  we  are  lost  and  uiidoiit,  without  Christ.  There  is  a  man  whu  wiU 
refute  it.  I  say  there  will  be  a  judgment  day  after  a  while.  Yonder  is  some  one 
who  will  refute  it.  But  a  Christian  woman  in  a  Christian  household,  living  in  the 
faith  iind  the  consistency  of  Christ's  g«s|iel— lujlxniy  can  refute  thai.  The  great- 
est sermons  are  not  preached  on  celebrated  jilatfonns;  they  are  preached  with  an 
audieuce  of  two  or  three,  and  in  private  home  life.  A  consistent,  consecrated 
Christian  ser\*ice  is  an  unanswerable  demonstration  of  God's  truth, 

Oh,  what  a  multitude  of  women  in  hea\'en  !      ^[ar\■,   Christ's  nu^lher,  In 
heaven;   Klizabeth  Frj*  in  heaven;  Charlotte  ElJzaliclh  in  heaven;  the  mother  of 


IwilKKIr   TIIR   WOODS   LIFT  Tin:ik    HlHiS    IN    i'HAISE 
Augtistnie  in  heaven;  the  Countess  of  Uuntinj;don,  who  sold  her  splendid  jewels 
to  build  chapels,  in   heaven,  while  a  great   many  others  who  have  never  been 
heard  of  on  earth,  or  known  but  little,  have  gone  into  the  rest  and  peace  of  heaven. 
: 


REST  IN  HEAVEN. 

What  fl  rest !  What  a  change  it  was  from  llie  small  room,  with  no  fire  and 
one  window,  the  glass  broken  out,  and  tlie  aching  side,  and  woni-out  eyes,  to  the 
"house  of  many  mansions!"   No  more  stitching  until  twelve  o'clock  at  night, 
no  more  thrtisting  of  the  thumb  by  the  employer  through  the  work  to  show  a  '*;^»» 
a6 
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not  done  quite  right.  Plenty  of  bread  at  last.  Heaven  for  acliing  heads.  Heaven 
for  broken  hearts.  Heaven  for  anguish-bitten  frames.  No  more  sitting  up  until  mid- 
night for  the  coming  of  staggering  steps.  No  more  rough  blows  across  the  temple. 
No  more  sharp,  keen,  bitter  curses.  Some  of  you  will  have  no  rest  in  this  world. 
It  will  be  toil,  and  struggle,  and  sufTering  nil  the  way  up.  You  will  have  to' 
stand  at  your  door  fighting  back  the  wolf  with  yonr  own  hand,  rwl  with  caniage. 
But  G<id  has  a  crown  for  you.  I  want  yon  to  realize  ilial  He  is  now  making  it, 
and  whenever  you  weep  a  tear  He  sets  another  gem  in  that  crown,  until,  after  a 
while,  in  all  the  liara  there  will  be  no  room  for  another  splendor,  and  God  will  say 
to  His  anjjel:  "The  crown  is  done:  let  her  up  that  she  may  wear  it."  And  as 
the  lyord  of  righteoitsness  puts  the  crown  upon  your  brow,  angel  will  crj-  to  angel: 
"  Who  is  she?"  and  Christ  will  say:  "  I  will  tell  you  who  she  is.  She  is  the  one 
that  came  up  out  of  great  tribulation." 

And  then  God  will  spread  a  banquet,  and  He  will  invite  all  the  principalities 
of  heaven  to  sit  at  the  feast;  and  the  tables  will  blush  with  the  best  clusters  fromi 
the  vineyards  of  God,  and  crimson  with  the  twelve  manner  of  fruits  from  the  Tree 
of  Life;  and  waters  from  the  fountains  of  the  rock  will   flash  from   Ilie  golden 
tankarcLs;  and  tlie  old  harpers  of  heaven  will  sit  there,  making  nnisic  with  their 
harps;  and  Chri.st  will  point  you  out.  amid  the  celebrities  of  heaven,  saying:  "She 
suffered  with  Me  on  earth,  now  we  are  going  to  be  glorified  together."     And  the 
banqueters,  no  longer  able  to  hold  their  iK'iice,  will  brt"^k  furlli  with  ctmgratula-i 
lion:  "Hail!  hail!"     And  there  will  be  handwritings  on  the  wall — not  such  as  i 
struck    the   Persian   nobleman  with    horror — but    fire-lipped  fingers,   writing  ia 
blazing  capitals  of  light,  and  love,  and  victorj-:  "  God  hath  wiped  away  all  tears, 
from  all  faces !" 
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OCCUPATIONS  IN  THE  CELESTIAL  WORLD  NOT  DIFFERENT 
FROM  THOSE  ON   EARTH. 

ZEKIEL,  with  othtrs,  liad  [jqvh  cxpiilriate*!,  and  while  in 
fort-igii  slaver>',  standing  on  ihe  banks  of  the  royal  canal 
which  he  and  other  serfs  had  been  conderanwl  to  dig  by 
thf  onlcr  of  Nebuchadnexzar — this  royal  canal,  In  the 
Jlible  called  the  river  of  Chebar,  the  illustrious  exile  had 
visions  of  heaven.  Indeed,  it  is  almost  alwaj-s  so  that 
the  I>riglitest  visions  of  heaven  come  nut  to  those  who 
are  on  mountain  toji  of  prosi>erityj  but  to  some  John  on 
desolate  Patmos,  or  to  some  Paul  in  Mamertine  dungeon, 
or  to  some  Ez-ekiel  standing  on  tlie  banks  of  a  ditch  he 
had  lieen  coniiielled  to  dig — yea,  to  the  weary,  to  the 
heart-broken,  to  those  whoni  sorrow  has  banialied. 

The  Bible  is  ver>*  particular  to  give  us  the  exact  time 

of  the  vision.      It  was  in   Uie  thirtieth  year,   and  in   the 

fourth  month,  and  in  the  fifth  day  of  the  month.     So  you 

have  had  visions  of  earth  you  shall  ne\X'r  forget.      You 

remember  the  yciir,    yoii  rememlier  the  nionlh,  yon  remenilier  the  day, 

you  rememljcr  the  hour. 

The  question  is  often  silently  asked,  though  perhaps  never  audibly 
propounded:  "What  are  our  departed  Christian  friends  doing  now?" 
The  question  is  more  easily  answered  than  you  might  perhaps  suppose.  Though 
there  has  come  no  recent  intelligence  from  the  heavenly  city,  and  we  seem 
dependent  upon  the  stury  tif  eighteen  centuries  ago,  still  I  think  we  may  from 
strongest  inference  decide  what  are  the  present  occupations  of  our  transferred 
kinsfolk. 

After  God  has  made  a  nature  He  ne%'er  eradicates  the  chief  characteristics  of 
its  temperament.  Vou  never  knew  a  man  pldegmatic  in  temperament  to  !>ecome 
sanguine  in  temperament.  You  never  knew  a  man  sanguine  in  temtKramcnt  to 
become  phlegmatic  in  temiHrramenl.  Conversion  i)InnLs  new  principles  in  the 
soul,  but  Paul  and  John  are  just  as  different  from  each  other  after  conversion  && 
they  were  different  from  each  oilier  before  converstoiu     U  cs«c5t'iv<ssB.  "Si.'acs.  tm*^ 
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especial  end  celebrative  to  be  the  exclusive  eni|iloymeiit  of  heaven.  You  migl 
as  well,  if  asked  to  describe  the  habits  of  American  society,  describe  a  Decoration 
Day  or  a  Fourth  of  July,  or  an  autumnal  Thanksgiving,  as  though  it  were  alt 
the  time  tliat  way. 

I  am  not  going  to  speculate  tu  regard  to  tlie  future  world,  but  T   niu.st. 
inevitable  laws  of  inference  and  deduction  and  common  sense,  conclude  that  ii 
heaven  we  will  be  just  as  different  from  each  other  as  wc  are  now  different,  ani 
hence  there  will  l»c  at  least  as  many  different  enl^>k^^^nents  in  the  ccliartial  world  as 
there  are  employments  here.     Christ  is  to  be  the  great  love,  the  great  joy,  the 
great  rapture,  the  great  worship  of  heaven;  but  will  Uiat  abolish  cmpIoyTnenl?^ 
No  more  than  loves  on  (arth — ^paternal,  filial,  fratenml,  conjugal  love — al)oli! 
earthly  occupation. 

In  the  first  place,  I  remark  that  all  those  of  our  departed  Chriseian  frienc 
who  on  earth  found  great  joy  in  the  fine  arts  are  now  indulging  their  tastes  in  the 
same  direction.  On  earth  they  had  their  gladdest  pleasure  amid  pictures  and 
statuary,  and  in  the  study  of  the  laws  of  light  and  shade  and  perspective.  Have 
you  any  idea  that  that  affluence  of  faculty  at  death  collapsed  and  perished  ?  Why 
so,  when  lliere  is  more  for  tlieni  In  IiKik  iil,  ami  tlicy  have  keener  appreciation  of 
the  beautiful,  and  they  stand  amid  the  very  loom.s  where  the  sunsets  and  the  rain^ 
bows  and  the  spring  mornings  are  woven. 

Are  you  so  obtuse  as  to  supi>ose  that  bwaiLSc  the  painter  drops  his  easel,  an( 
the  scidptor  Ins  chisel,  and  the  engraver  Ins  knife,  thai  tlicR-fure  that  taste,  whicl 
he  was  enlarging  and  intensifying  for  forty  or  fifty  years,  is  entirely  obliterated] 
These  artists,  or  these  friends  of  art,  on  earth  worketl  in  coarse  material  and  with' 
imperfect  brain  and  with  frail  hand.     Now  they  have  carried  their  art  into  large 
liberties  and  into  wider  circumference.     The>-  are  at  tlieir  old  business  yet.  but 
without  the  fatigues,  without  the  limitations,  without  the  hindrances  of  the 
terrestrial  studio. 


THE  CELESTIAL  ART  GALLERY. 

Raphael  could  now  improve  upon  his  masterpiece  of  Micliael,  the  archangel, 
now  that  he  has  .seen  him,  and  could  impnive  upon  his  masterpiece  of  tlie  Holy 
Family,  now  that  he  has  visited  them.     Michael  Angelo  could  better  present  th< 
Last  Judgment  after  he  ho-s  .seen  its  flasli  and  heard  the  rumbling  battering-rai 
of  its  tliunder.     Exquisite  colors  here,  graceful  lines  here,  powerful  chiaro-t 
here;  but  T  am  persu.ided  that  the  grander  studios  and  the  brighter  galleries  are' 
higher  up  by  the  winding  marble  stairs  of  the  sepulchre,  and  that  Turner  and_ 
Holman.  Hunt  and  Rembrandt,  and  Titian,  and  Paul  Veronese,  if  (hey  exerci 
saN-ing  faith  in  the  Christ  whom  they  jwrtrayed  upon  the  canvas  are  painters  yi 
but  tlieir  strength  of  faculty  multiplied  ten  thousand-fold.     The  reason  that 
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took  away  their  eye  and  tlieir  hand,  and  their  brain  was  that  He  might  give  theni 
something  more  limber,  more  wieldly,  more  skillful,  more  mtiltipliaut. 

Do  not,  therefore,  be  melanclmly  anions  the  tapestries,  the  IiHc-a-brac,  and  llie 
embroideries,  and  the  water-colors,  and  the  works  of  art  which  your  departed 
friends  used  to  admire.  Do  not  say;  "  I  am  sorry  they  had  to  leave  all  these 
things."  Rather  say:  *'  I  am  glad  they  have  gone  np  to  higher  artistic  oppor- 
tunity and  appreciation."  Our  friends  who  found  so  much  joy  in  the  fine  arts  on 
earth  are  now  luxuriating  in  Louvres  and  Luxerabourgs  celestial. 

I  fi,-el  sure  that  all  our  departed  Christian  frti-nds  who  in  this  world  were 
passionately  fond  nf  music  are  still  regaling  thai  taste  in  tlic  world  celestial.  The 
Bible  says  so  much  about  the  music  of  heaven  that  it  camiol  all  be  figurative. 
Tlie  Bible  over  and  over  again  speaks  of  the  songs  of  heaven.  If  heaven  had  no 
songs  of  its  own  a  vast  number  of  those  on  earth  would  have  tieen  taken  iip  by 
the  earthly  emigrants.  Surely  the  Christian  at  death  docs  not  lose  his  meinor>'. 
Then  there  must  l>e  millions  of  souls  in  heaven  who  know  "Coronation,"  and 
"Antioch,"  and  "  Mmiiit  Pisgah."  and  "Old  Hundred."  The  leader  of  the 
eternal  orchestra  need  only  once  tap  his  baton  and  all  heaven  will  be  ready  for  tlie 
hallelujah. 

Cannot  the  soul  sing  ?  How  often  we  compliment  some  exquisite  singing  by 
saying;  "There  was  sn  luncli  soid  in  her  music."  In  heaven  it  will  lie  all  soul 
until  the  body  after  a  wlulc  comes  up  in  the  resurrection,  and  then  there  will  be 
on  additional  heaven.  Cannot  the  soul  hear?  If  it  can  hear,  then  it  can  hear 
luustc.  Do  not,  therefore,  let  it  be  iii  your  household  when  some  member 
leaves  for  heaven,  as  it  is  in  some  hoitseholds,  that  you  close  the  piano  and 
unstring  the  liarp  for  t%%'o  years,  because  the  fingers  that  used  to  play  on  them 
lire  slill.  You  must  rememlier  that  they  have  bc-ltcr  instruments  of  music  where 
they  are. 

You  ask  me:  ' '  Do  they  have  real  harps,  and  real  trumpets,  and  real  organs  ?'* 
I  do  not  know.  Some  wiseacres  say  positively  there  ore  no  such  things  in  heaven. 
I  do  not  know,  hnt  I  should  not  l>e  .surprisei!  if  the  God  wlio  made  all  the  moun- 
tains, and  alt  the  hills,  and  all  the  forei^ts,  and  all  the  metals  of  the  earth,  and  all 
the  growths  of  the  universe— I  should  not  be  stiqirised  if  He  could,  if  He  had  a 
mind  to,  make  a  few  harps  and  trumpets  and  organs. 

Grand  old  Haydn,  sick  and  worn  out,  was  carried  for  the  la.st  lime  into  the 
music  hall,  and  there  lit  heard  his  own  oratorio  of  the  "  Creation." '  History  says 
that  as  the  orchestra  came  to  that  famous  passage,  "Let  there  lie  Light  '."  the 
whole  audience  rase  and  cheered,  and  Haydn  waved  his  hand  toward  heaven  and 
said:  "  It  came  from  there."  Overwhelmed  with  his  own  music,  he  was  carried 
out  in  his  chair,  and  as  lie  came  to  the  door  he  ^read  his  hand  toward  the  orches* 
tra  as  in  benediction. 
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Haydn  was  right  when  he  waved  his  hand  toward  hea\'cn  and  liaid:  "  It  comes 
from  there."  Music  was  boni  in  lieaveu.  and  it  will  t-vt^r  have  its  highest  Ihrone 
in  heaven;  and  I  want  you  to  understand  thai  our  dcpartwl  friends  who  were 
passionately  fond  of  music  here  are  now  at  the  headquarters  of  harmony.  I  think 
that  the  grand  old  church  tunes  that  died  when  your  grandfathers  died  haw  gone 
with  them  to  heaven. 


THE  CHURCH    MILITANT  IN  HEAVEN. 

I  believe  that  those  of  our  departed  Christian  friends  who,  in  this  world,  had 
very  strong  military  spirit  are  now  in  armies  celestial  and  out  on  bloodless  battle. 
There  are  Imndrctls  of  people  bom  soldiers.  They  cannot  help  it.  Tht-y  belong 
to  regiments  in  time  of  peace.  They  cannot  hear  a  drum  or  fife  without  trying  to 
keep  step  to  the  music.  The>'  are  Christians,  and  when  lliey  fight  the>-  are  on  the 
right  side.  Now,  when  these,  our  Christian  friends,  who  had  natural  and  power- 
ftil  milttar>*  spirit,  entered  heaven  they  entered  the  celestial  army. 

The  door  of  heaven  hardly  opens  but  you  hear  a  military  deinoust ration. 
David  cried  out:  "The  chariots  of  Cod  are  twenty  Ihousmid."  Hlisha  saw  the 
mountains  filled  with  celestial  cavalry*.  St.  John  said:  "  The  armies  which  are  in 
heaven  fallowed  him  on  white  horses."  Now,  when  those  who  had  the  militar>' 
s])irit  on  earth  sanctified  entered  glory,  T  suppose  they  right  away  enliste<l  in  some 
heavenly  cami>aign;  they  vohmteeretl  right  away.  There  must  neefls  be  in  hea^'cn 
soldiers  with  a  soldierly  spirit.  There  arc  grand  parade  days  when  the  King 
reviews  the  troops.  There  nutst  lie  jirun.-d  escort  stiit  out  to  bring  up  from  earth 
to  heaven  those  who  were  more  than  conquerors.  There  must  be  crusades  ever 
beuig  fitted  out  for  some  part  of  God's  dominions — battles,  bloodless,  groanless, 
painless.  Angels  of  evil  to  be  fought  down  and  fought  back.  Other  rebellious 
worlds  to  be  conquered.  Worlds  to  be  put  to  the  torch.  Worlds  to  be  saved. 
Worlds  to  be  demolished.     Worlds  to  be  sunk.     Worlds  to  be  hoisted. 

Besides  that,  in  our  own  world  there  are  battles  for  the  right  and  against  the 
wrong  where  we  must  have  the  heavenly  military.  That  is  what  keeiw  us  Chris- 
tian reformers  so  buoyant.  So  few  good  men  against  so  many  bad  men,  so  few 
churches  against  so  many  grog  shops,  so  few  pure  printing  presses  against  so  manv 
polluted  printing  presses;  and  yet  we  are  buoyant  and  courageous.  becaiLse  while 
we  know  that  the  armies  of  evil  in  the  world  arc  larger  in  numbers  than  the  anny 
of  the  truth,  there  are  celestial  cohorts  in  the  air  fighting  on  our  side. 

I  hrive  not  sn  much  faith  in  the  army  on  the  gnHiud  as  t  have  in  the  army  in 
the  air.  The  military  .spirits  that  went  up  from  earth  to  join  the  militar>'  siiirils 
before  the  throne — Joshua,  and  Caleb,  and  Gideon,  and  David,  and  Samson,  and 
the  hundreds  of  Christian  warriors  who  on  earth  fought  with  fleshly  arm.  and  now 
having  gone  up  ou  high,  are  coming  down  the  hills  o(  heaven  ready  to  fight  among 
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the  iuvisibles.     Yonder  they  are — coming,  coming.     Did  yon  nol  hear  them  as 

they  swept  by  ? 

THE  MATHEMATICS  OF    HEAVEN. 

But  what  are  our  mathematical  friends  to  do  in  the  next  world  ?  They  found 
tlicir  joy  aad  tlieir  delight  in  malheiuatics.  There  was  more  poetr>-  for  them  in 
Euclid  than  in  John  Milton.  They  were  as  passionately  fond  of  mathematics  as 
Plato,  who  wroli;  over  his  door:  *'  Let  no  one  enter  here  who  is  not  acquaiuted 
witli  geometry."  What  are  they  doing  now?  They  are  busy  with  figures  yet. 
No  place  in  all  the  universe  like  heaven  for  figures.  Numbers  infinite,  distances 
infinite,  calcutatioiis  infiTiite.  The  didictic  I>r.  Dick  said  he  really  thought  that 
the  redeemed  in  heaven  spent  some  of  their  time  with  the  Ingher  liranches  of 
mathematics. 

Some  of  our  transferred  and  transported  metaphysicians.  What  are  they 
doing  now?  Studying  the  human  mind,  only  under  lietter  circumstances  than 
they  used  to  study  it.  They  used  to  study  the  mind  i>heathed  in  the  dull  human 
body.  Now  the  sjjiril  is  unsh«ithed — now  they  are  studying  the  sword  outside 
the  scabbard.  Have  you  any  doubt  alwut  what  Sir  Wiiliani  Haniiltnu  is  doing  In 
heaven,  or  wluit  Jimathaii  Edwards  is  doing  in  heaven,  or  the  multitudes  on  earth 
who  had  a  passion  for  metaphysics  sanctihed  by  the  grace  of  God?  No  difficulty 
in  guessing.     Metaphysics,  glorioiLs  metaphysics,  everlasting  metaphysics. 

What  are  our  departed  Christian  frientis  who  are  explorers  doing  now? 
Exploring  yet,  but  with  lightning  locomotion,  with  vision  microscopic  and  tele- 
scopic at  the  same  time.  A  continent  at  a  glance.  A  world  in  a  second.  A 
planelar>'  system  in  a  day.  Christian  John  Franklin  no  more  tiidis:^bled  *'  Erebus" 
pu.shing  toward  the  North  Pole,  Christian  De  Long  no  more  tryhig  to  free  block- 
aded "  Jeannette  "  from  the  ice.  Christian  Livingstone  no  more  amid  African 
malarias  trying  to  make  revelation  of  a  dark  continent;  but  all  of  them  in  the 
tAvinkling  of  an  e>-c  taking  in  that  which  was  tm  approach  able.  Mont  Blanc  scaled 
without  alpenstock.  The  coral  depths  of  tlie  ocean  explored  without  a  diving 
bell.  The  mountains  unbarred  and  ojurned  wilhonl  Sir  Humphrey  Davy's 
safety  lamp. 

What  are  our  departed  friends  who  found  iheir  chief  joy  iu  study  doing  now  ? 
Studying  yet,  but  instead  of  a  few  thousand  volumes  on  a  few  shelves,  all  the  vol- 
umes of  tlie  universe  open  lieforethem — geologic,  oniilhologic,  coiichologic,  botanic, 
astronomic,  philosophic.  No  more  need  of  I^yden-jars,  or  voltaic  piles.or  electric 
batteries,  standing  as  they  do  face  to  face  with  the  facts  of  the  universe. 

What  are  the  historians  doing  now?  Studying  history  yet,  but  not  the  his- 
tory of  a  few  centuries  of  our  planet  only,  but  the  history  of  tlie  eternities— whole 
nuUeuniums  before  Xenophou,  or  Herodotus,  or  Moses,  or  Adam  was  bom. 
History  of  one  world,  history  of  alt  worlds. 
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ASTRONOMERS  AND  CHEMISTS    IN    CELESTIAL  mgUIRY. 

What  are  our  departed  astronomers  doing  ?  Studying  astronomy  yet,  but  not 
through  the  dull  lens  of  earthly  observaton,',  but  with  one  stroke  of  wing  going 
right  out  to  Jiipitt-T.  ami  Mars,  and  Mercury',  and  Satuni,  and  OrJou.  and  the 
I*leiade.s — overtaking  and  paxiing  swiftest  comet  in  their  flight.  Hcrschcl  died  a 
Christian.  Have  you  any  doubt  about  what  Herschel  is  doing?  Isaac  Newton 
died  a  Christian.  Have  you  any  doubt  about  what  Isaac  Newton  is  doing? 
Joseph  Henri'  died  a  Christian.  Have  yon  any  doubt  about  what  Joseph  Henry 
is  doing  ?  They  were  in  diseussion,  all  these  astronomers  of  earth,  about  what 
the  Qurora  hurL-isIis  was,  and  unjte  of  tlifin  timid  guess.  They  know  now  ;  they 
have  been  out  tliere  to  see  Ibr  themselves. 

What  are  our  departed  Christian  chemists  doing  ?  KoUowing  out  their  own 
science,  following  out  and  following  out  forever.  Since  they  died  they  have 
solved  lo.ooo  questions  which  once  puzzled  the  earthly  laboratory.  They  stand 
on  the  other  side  of  the  thin  wall  of  electricity,  the  wall  that  seems  lo  divide  the 
physical  from  the  spiritual  world,  the  thin  wall  of  cltrtricity.  so  thin  the  wall  Iliat 
ever  and  .inou  it  seems  to  be  alnnjst  broken  through — broken  through  from  our 
side  by  telephonic  and  telegraphic  apparatus,  broken  through  from  the  other  side 
by  strange  influences  whirli  men  in  tlieir  ignorance  call  spiritualistic  manifesta- 
tions. All  that  matter  clearetl  up.  Agassiz  standing  amid  liis  sludeiil  explorers 
down  in  Ilrazil  coming  across  some  great  noveltj'  in  the  rocks,  taking  off  Ins  hat 
aud  saying:  "  Gentlenieu,  let  us  pray;  we  mu.it  have  divine  illuminalion;  we 
want  wisdom  from  the  Creator  to  study  these  rocks;  He  made  theui;  let  us  pray.'* 
Agassiz  going  right  on  with  his  studies  forever  and  forever. 

But  what  arc  tlic  men  of  the  law,  who  in  this  world  found  their  chief  joy  in 
the  legal  profession — what  are  they  doing  now  ?  Studying  law  in  a  universe  where 
everything  is  controUwl  by  law  from  flight  of  humming-bird  to  flight  of  world — 
law,  not  dry  and  hard  and  drudging,  but  righteous  and  magiiificent  law.  before 
w^hich  man,  and  cherub,  and  seraph,  antl  archangel,  aud  God  Himself  bow.  The 
chain  of  law  long  enough  to  wind  aniund  the  immensities  of  infinity  and  eternity. 
Chain  of  law.  What  a  place  to  study  law,  where  all  the'  links  of  tlie  chain  arc  in 
tile  hand  ! 

What  are  our  departed  Christian  friends  who  in  tliis  world  had  their  joy  in 
the  healiug  art,  doing  now?  Busy  at  their  old  business.  No  sickness  in  heaven, 
but  plenty  of  sickness  on  earth,  plenty  of  wounds  in  the  different  parts  of  God's 
dominion  to  be  healed  and  U>  l»e  medicated.  You  cannot  understand  why  that 
patient  got  well  after  all  the  skillful  doctors  had  said  he  must  die.  Perhaps  Aber- 
crombie  touched  him— Abercrombie  who,  after  many  years'  doctoring  the  bodies 
and  the  souls  of  people  in  Scotland,  went  up  to  God  in  1844.  Perhaps  Aber- 
crombie touched  hiui. 
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I  should  not  wonder  if  my  old  friend,  Dr.  Jcho  Bnnvn.  who  died  in  Edin- 
buigh— John  Brown,  the  author  of  *'  Rab  and  His  Friends  " — John  Brown,  who 
was  as  liunible  a  Christian  as  he  was  skilUul  a  physician  and  world -renowned 
author — I  should  not  wonder  if  he  had  been  back  again  and  ngaiu  ii»  sec  scjtne  uf 
his  old  patients.  Those  who  had  their  joy  in  healing  the  nckne&s  and  the  woes 
of  earth,  gone  up  to  heaven,  are  come  forth  again  for  benignant  medicament. 

But  what  arc  our  friends  who  found  their  chief  joy  in  conversation  and  in 
sociality  doing  now?    In  brighter  conversation  there  and  in  grander  socialit>-. 

A  WONDERFUL  PLACE  TO  VISIT. 

What  a  place  to  visit  in,  where  your  next  door  neightwrs  are  kings  and 
queens.  You  yourselves  kingly  and  queenly.  If  they  want  to  know  more  par- 
ticularly about  the  first  paradise,  they  have  only  to  go  over  aud  ask  Adam.  If 
they  want  to  know  how  the  sun  and  the  moon  halted,  they  hove  only  to  go  over 
and  ask  Joshua.  If  they  want  to  know  how  the  storm  pelted  Sodom,  tliey  have 
only  to  go  ovt-r  and  ask  Lot.  If  they  want  to  know  more  about  the  arrogance 
of  Hanian.  they  have  only  to  go  over  and  ask  Mordecai.  If  they  want  to  know 
how  the  Red  Stra  Vioiled  when  it  was  cloven,  they  have  only  to  go  over  ami  ask 
Moses.  If  they  want  to  know  the  particulars  about  the  Bethlehem  advent,  they 
have  only  to  go  over  and  ask  the  serenading  angels  who  stood  that  Christmas 
night  in  the  Iralcnnies  of  crystal.  If  tht-y  w.-iiit  tn  know  more  of  the  particulars 
of  the  crucifi.xion,  they  have  only  to  go  over  and  ask  those  who  were  personal 
spectators  while  the  mountains  crouched  aud  the  heavens  got  black  in  the  face  at 
the  spectacle.  If  they  want  to  know  how  the  Huguenots  suffered  nt  the  hands 
of  iheir  persecutors,  they  may  leant  the  slor>-  from  thousands  who  were  victims 
of  Henr>'  II.  If  tliey  want  to  know  more  about  the  sufferings  of  the  Scotch 
Covenanters,  they  have  only  to  go  over  and  ask  Andrew  Melville.  If  they  want 
to  know  more  al^mt  the  nid-tiine  revivals,  they  have  only  to  go  over  and  ask 
Whitefield,  and  Wesley,  and  Livingston,  and  Fletcher,  and  Nettlelon,  and  Finney. 
Oh  !  what  a  place  to  visit  in. 

It  eternity  were  one  minute  shorter  it  wotild  not  be  long  enough  for  such 
sociality.  Think  of  our  friends  who  tn  this  world  were  passionately  fond  of 
flowers,  turned  into  paradise  !  Think  of  our  friends  who  were  ver>'  fond  of  raising 
sujKrrb  fmit,  liirnwl  intci  the  orchard  where  each  tree  has  twelve  kinds  of  fniit  at 
once,  and  l^earing  fruit  all  the  year  round  ! 

What  are  our  departed  Christian  friends  doing  in  heaven,  those  who  on  earth 
found  their  chief  joy  in  the  gospel  ministry  ?  The>-  are  visiting  their  old  congre- 
gations. Most  of  those  ministers  have  got  their  people  around  them  already. 
When  I  get  to  heaven— if  by  the  grace  of  God,  as  I  hope.  I  am  destined  to  go  to 
that  place — I  will  come  and  sec  you  all.    Yes,  I  will  come  to  all  the  |)eoplc  to 
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whom  1  ha\x  administered  in  the  gospel,  and  to  the  millions  of  soiils  to  whom, 
tlinmgh  the  kindness  of  the  printing-press,  I  am  permitted  to  preach  e\*er>- 
week  in  this  land,  and  in  other  lands — and  to  the  friends  who  find  pleasure,  and 
1  hope  profit,  in  ■"  Tkk  Pathway  of  I.ikk."  I  will  visit  them  all.  I  givv  them 
fair  notice.  Our  departed  friends  of  the  ministr>-  arc  engaged  in  lliat  deleclablc 
entertain  men  I  now. 

A  PLACE  OF  PERPETUAL  LABOR  OF    LOVE. 

But  what  are  dur  dqiarlcd  Christian  friends  who,  in  all  departments  of  nse- 
fulncss  wrrc  busy,  finding  their  chief  joy  in  dohig  grKid— wliat  are  they  doing 
now?  Going  right  on  with  their  work.  John  Howard  visiting  dungeons;  the 
dead  women  of  Northern  and  SouUicra  baUlefield.i  still  abroad  looking  for  the 
wounded;  George  Peabody  still  watching  the  iKxir;  Thomas  Clarkson  still  looking 
after  the  enslaved — all  of  those  who  did  good  on  earth  busier  since  death  than 
before. 

The  tombstone  not  the  terminus  but  the  starting  post.  What  are  our  departed 
Christian  friend.s  who  found  their  chief  joy  in  studying  G<k1  duing  now  ?  Studying 
God  yet.  No  uccd  of  revelation  now,  for  unblanched  they  are  f;ice  to  face.  Now 
ibey  can  handle  the  omnipotent  thunder-bolts  just  as  a  child  handles  the  sword 
of  a  father  come  back  from  victorious  battle.  They  have  no  sin,  no  fear  conse- 
quently. Studying  Christ,  not  through  a  revelation,  save  the  revelation  of  the 
scars,  that  deep  lettering  whicli  brings  it  all  up  quick  enough.  Studying  the 
Christ  of  the  Bethlehem  caravansarj',  the  Christ  of  ihe  awful  massacre  with  its 
hemorrhage  of  liead.  and  hand^  and  foot,  and  sidv — the  Christ  of  the  shattered 
niausolenm— Christ,  t!ie  sacrifice,  the  star,  the  suu,  the  man. 

But  liark  !  the  bell  of  the  cathedral  rings — the  cathedral  bell  of  heaven. 
What  is  the  matter  now  ?  There  is  going  to  be  a  great  meeting  iu  the  temple. 
Worshipers  all  come  through  the  aisles.  M.ake  room  for  the  conqueror.  Chri-st 
standing  in  the  temple.  All  heaven  gathering  around  Him.  Those  who  loved 
mu.sic  come  to  listen  to  His  voice.  Those  who  were  matlieniaticians  come  to  count 
the  years  of  His  reign.  Those  who  were  explorers  come  to  discover  the  height 
and  the  depth,  and  the  length  and  the  breadth  of  His  love.  Those  who  had  the 
militarj"  spirit  on  earth  .sanctified,  and  tlie  militar\'  spirit  in  heaven,  come  to  look 
at  the  Captain  of  their  salvation.  The  astronomers  come  to  Iwik  at  the  Morning 
SUr.  The  men  of  the  law  come  to  look  at  Him  who  is  the  Judge  of  quick  and 
dead.  The  men  who  healed  the  sick  come  to  look  at  Hira  who  was  wouuded  for 
our  Iran.sgressions. 

A  DREAM  OF  HEAVEN. 
One  twilight,  after  T  had  Vx-en  playing  with  the  children  for  some  time,  I  lay 
down  on  the  lounge  to  rest.     The  children  said,  "  Play  more.*'     Children  always 
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'want  to  play  more.  And,  half  asleep  and  half  awake.  I  seemed  to  dream  tins 
dream:  It  swracd  to  me  that  I  was  in  a  far-distant  land — not  Persia,  although 
more  than  Oriental  luxuriance  crowned  the  cities;  nor  tlie  tropics — although  more 
than  tropical  fruitfulness  filled  the  gardens;  nor  Italy — although  more  than  ItaHan 
softness  filled  the  air.  And  I  wandered  around,  looking  for  thorns  and  nettles, 
but  I  found  none  of  them  grew  Ihcn-.  And  I  wnlkctl  for^  and  I  saw  the  sun 
rise,  and  I  said:  ' '  When  will  it  set  again  ?"  and  the  sun  sank  not.  And  I  saw 
all  the  people  in  holiday  apparel,  and  I  said:  "When  will  they  put  on  working- 
man's  garb  again,  and  delve  in  the  mine,  and  swelter  at  the  forge  ?"  But  neither 
the  gannculs  nor  the  rutjes  did  they  put  off.  And  I  waiidered  In  the  suburlw,  anil 
said:  "  Where  do  they  burj-  the  dead  of  this  great  city  ?"  and  I  looked  along  b/ 
the  hills  where  it  would  be  most  beautiful  for  the  dead  to  sleep,  and  I  saw  castles. 
and  towns,  and  battlements;  but  not  a  mausoleum,  nor  monument,  nor  white  slab 
could  I  see.  And  I  went  into  the  great  chapel  of  the  town,  and  I  said:  "Where 
do  the  poor  worship?  where  are  the  benches  on  which  they  sit?"  and  a  voice 
answered:  "  We  ha\'e  no  poor  in  this  great  city."  And  I  wandered  out,  seeking 
to  find  the  place  where  were  the  ho\-els  of  the  destitnle;  and  I  found  mansions  of 
amber,  and  ivory,  and  gold,  but  no  tear  did  I  see  or  sigh  hear.  I  was  bewildered; 
and  I  sat  under  the  shadow  of  a  great  tree,  and  I  said:  "  What  am  I,  and  whence 
comes  all  tliis?*'  And  at  that  moment  there  came  from  among  the  leaves,  skipping 
up  the  flower>'  paths  and  across  the  sparkling  waters,  a  \*er>^  bright  and  sparkling 
group;  and  when  I  saw  their  step  I  kne^v  It,  and  w'hen  T  heard  their  voices  T 
thought  I  knew  them;  but  their  apparel  was  so  different  from  anything  I  had  ever 
seen,  I  bowed,  a  stranger  to  strangers.  But  after  a  while,  when  the>'  clapped  their 
hands  and  shouted:  "  Welcome  !  W'etcome  !"  the  m>-stery  was  solved,  and  I  saw 
that  time  bad  passed,  and  that  eternity  had  come,  and  that  God  had  gathered  us 
up  into  a  higher  home;  and  I  said:  "  Are  we  all  here?"  and  the  voices  of  innu- 
merable generations  answered:  "All  here;"  and  while  tears  of  gladness  were 
raining  down  our  cheeks,  and  the  branches  of  the  Lebanon  cedars  were  clapping 
their  hands  and  the  towers  of  the  great  city  were  chiming  their  welcome,  we 
began  lo  laugh,  and  sing,  and  leap,  and  shout:   "  Htmie  !  Home  !  Home  !" 

Then  I  felt  a  child's  hand  on  my  face,  and  it  woke  me.     The  children  wanted 
to  play  more.     Children  always  want  lo  play  more. 
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WITCHCRAFTS,  ORACLES,  AND   FOOLISH   DEVICES  TO  OELUOE 
THE  CREDULOUS. 

HERE  are  two  modes  of  divination  by  which  the  king 
of  Babylon  proposed  to  find  out  the  will  of  Cod.  He 
took  a  bundle  of  arrows,  put  them  lojiether.  niixe<i  them 
up,  then  indlcd  forth  one.  and  by  the  inscription  on  it 
decided  what  city  he  should  first  a.ss:iult.  Then  an 
animal  was  slain,  and  by  the  lighter  or  darker  color  of 
the  liver,  the  brighter  or  darker  prospect  of  success  was 
inferred. 

Stupid  delusion  !  And  yet  all  the  ages  have  been 
filled  wilh  delusions.  It  sccnis  as  if  the  world  loves  to 
be  hrHjilwiiikwl.  In  the  killer  part  of  the  last  century, 
Johanna  Soiithcote  came  forth,  pretending  to  hnve  divine  power,  made  prophecies, 
had  chapels  built  in  her  hbnor.  and  100,000  disciples  came  forth  to  follow  her. 
About  five  years  iK'fore  the  birth  of  Christ,  Apollontus  was  bom,  and  he  came  forth, 
and  after  five  years.  Itfing  speechless,  according  to  the  tradition,  he  healed  the  .sick 
and  raised  the  dead,  and  preached  virtue,  and,  according  to  the  myth,  having 
deceased,  was  brought  to  resurrection  ! 

ORACLES  AND  SIBYLS. 

The  Delphic  Oracle  deceived  vast  muUiludcs  of  people;  the  Pythoness,  seated 
^n  the  Temple  of  Apollo,  utlere*!  a  cra/.y  jargon  from  which  the  people  guessed' 
their  indi\'idual  or  national  fortiines  or  mi.sfortmies.  The  utterances  were  of  such 
a  nature  that  you  could  read  them  any  way  j'ou  wanted  to  read  them.  A  general 
going  forth  to  battle  consulted  the  Delphic  Oracle,  and  he  wanted  to  find  out 
whether  he  was  going  to  be  safe  in  the  battle  or  killed  in  the  battle,  and  the  answer 
came  forth  from  the  Delphic  Oracle  in  such  words  that  if  you  put  the  conmm  liefore 
the  word  '*  never,"  it  means  one  thing,  and  if  you  put  the  comma  after  the  word 
*•  ne\*er,"  it  means  another  thing  just  opposite.  The  message  from  the  Delphic 
Oracle  to  the  general  wa.s;  '*Go  forth,  return  never  in  battle  shalt  thou  peri.sh." 

If  he  was  killed,  that  was  according  to  the  Delphic  Oracle;  if  he  came  home 
safely,  that  was  according  to  the  Delphic  Oracle.    So  the  andcnl  auguries  deceived 
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the  people.  The  priests  of  those  auguries,  by  the  flight  of  birds,  or  by  the  intona- 
tion of  thunder,  or  by  the  inside  appearance  of  slain  animals,  lold  the  fortunes  or 
misfortunes  of  indi\'iduals  or  nations.  The  si-byls  deceived  the  peopli?.  The  sibyls 
were  snpposLtl  lo  be  iiispirwl  women,  who  lived,  in  caves,  and  who  wrote  the  sibyl- 
line books  afterwartl  purchased  by  Tarquin  the  Proud.  So  late  as  the  year  i829» 
a  man  arose  in  New  York,  pretending  to  be  a  divine  being,  and  playing  his  part 
so  well  that  wealthy  merchants  became  his  disciples  and  threw  their  fortunes  into 
his  dLscipleship.  And  so,  in  all  ages,  there  have  been  necromancies,  incantations, 
witchcrafts,  sorceries,  magical  arts,  enchantments,  divinations,  and  ilchisions. 
None  of  these  delusions  accomphshcd  any  gowl.  They  deceived,  they  pauperized 
the  people.  They  were  as  crnci  as  they  were  absurd.  They  opened  no  hospitals, 
they  healed  no  wounds,  they  wiped  away  no  tears,  they  emancipated  no  serfdom. 

IS  CHRISTIANITY  SIMPLV  A  DELUSION  7 

But  there  are  those  who  say  lliat  all  these  dcliisiojis  combined  are  as  nothing 
compared  with  llie  delusion  now  abroad  tn  the  world— the  delusion  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion.  That  delusion  has  to-day  200.000.000  dupes.  It  proposes  to 
encircle  the  earth  with  its  girdle.  That  which  has  been  called  a  delusion  has 
already  overshadowed  the  Appalachian  range  on  this  side  the  sea,  and  it  has 
overshadowed  the  Balkan  aud  Caucasian  ranges  on  the  other  side  the  sea.  It  has 
conquered  Kngland  and  the  Uiiite<i  Status.  Tliis  chanipimi  delusion,  this  hoax, 
this  swindle  of  the  ages,  as  it  has  lieen  calle<l,  has  gone  forth  to  conquer  the 
islands  of  the  Pacific;  the  Melanasia,  and  tlie  Micronesia,  and  Malayan  Polynesia 
have  already  surrendered  to  the  delusion.  Yes.  it  has  conquered  the  Indian 
Archipelago,  and  Borneo,  and  Sumatra,  and  Celebes,  and  Java  have  fallen  under 
its  wiles.  In  the  Fiji  Islands,  where  there  arc  120,000  people,  102,000  have 
already  become  the  dupes  of  this  Christian  religion,  and,  if  things  go  on  as  they 
arc  now  going  on,  and  if  the  influence  of  this  great  hallucination  of  the  ages 
cannot  be  stopped,  it  will  swallow  the  globe. 

Admiral  Farragut,  one  of  the  most  admired  men  of  the  American  na^'y, 
early  became  a  \'ictim  of  this  Christian  delusion,  and,  seated,  not  long  before  his 
death,  at  I^ng  Branch,  he  was  giving  some  friends  an  account  of  his  early  life. 
He  said:  *'  My  father  went  down  in  behalf  of  the  United  States  Govcnunent.  to 
put  an  end  to  Aaron  Burr's  rebellion.  I  was  a  caliin  lioy  and  went  akmg  with 
him.  I  could  swear  like  an  old  salt.  I  could  gamble  in  everj- .style  of  gambling. 
I  knew  all  the  wickedness  there  was  at  that  time  abroad.  One  day  ray  fother 
cleared  everybody  out  of  the  cabin  except  myself  and  locked  the  door.  He 
stud: 

"  '  David,  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?    Wliat  are  you  going  to  be?' 

** '  Weil,'  I  said,  '  father,  I  am  going  to  follow  the  sea.' 
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"  '  Follow  the  sea  !  and  be  a  poor,  miserable,  drunken  sailor,  kicked  and 
cuffed  about  the  world,  and  die  of  a  fever  in  a  foreign  hospital  ?' 

■■  •  Oh  !  no,'  I  said,  '  father.  I  will  not  be  that;  I  will  tread  the  quarter-deck 
and  command,  as  you  do.' 

"  '  No,  David/  my  father  said;  'no,  David,  a  person  that  has  your  princi- 
ples and  your  bad  habiL'i  will  never  tread  the  quarter-deck  or  coinniaud.' 

"  My  father  went  out  and  shut  the  door  after  him,  and  I  said  then:  '  T  will 

^ange;  I  will  never  swear  again;  I  will  never  drink  again;  I  will  nc%'er  gamble 

again;'  and  gentlemen,  by  the  help  of  Gtyd  I  have  kept  those  three  vows  to  this 

time.     I  soon  after  that  became  a  Christian,  and  that  decided  my  fate  for  time 

and  for  eternity." 

SWAYING  NOBLE  INTELIECTS. 

Ah  !  that  is  the  remarkable  Ihiiiy  alxml  this  dt-hision  of  Christianity;  it  over- 
powers the  stronge.st  intellects.  Gather  the  critics,  secular  and  religious,  of  this 
centiin.-  together,  and  put  a  vote  to  them  as  to  which  is  the  greatest  book  e^-er 
written,  and  by  large  majority  they  will  say  "  Paradise  Lost."  Who  wrote  "Para- 
dise Ivost?"  One  of  the  fools  who  believed  in  this  Bible,  John  Milton.  Benjamin 
Franklin  surrendered  to  this  delusion,  if  you  may  judge  from  the  letter  that  he 
wrote  to  Thomas  Paine,  begging  him  to  destroy  the  "  Age  of  Reason  "  in  manu- 
script and  never  let  it  go  into  t>'pe,  and  writing  afterward,  in  his  o%vn  days:  "  Of 
this  Jesus  of  Nazareth  I  have  to  say  that  the  system  of  morals  He  left,  and  the 
religion  He  has  given  us,  are  the  best  things  the  world  has  ever  seen  or  is  likely 
to  see."  Patrick  Henr>-,  the  electric  champion  of  liberty,  enslaved  by  this  delu- 
sion, so  that  he  says:  "  The  book,  worth  all  other  books  put  together  is  the 
Bible."  Benjamin  Rush,  the  leading  physiologist  and  anatomist  of  his  day,  the 
great  medical  scientist — what  did  he  say  ?  "  The  only  true  and  perfect  religion  is 
Christianity."  Isaac  Newton,  the  leading  philosopher  of  his  time — what  did  he, 
say  ?  That  man  surrendering  to  this  delusion  of  the  Christian  religion  crving 
out:  "The  sublimest  philosophy  on  earth  is  tlie  philosophy  of  the  gospel.** 
David  Brewster,  at  the  pronunciation  of  whose  name  ever>'  scientist  the  world 
over  bows  his  head,  David  Brewster  sa>'ing:  "  Oh,  this  religion  has  been  a  great 
light  to  me.  a  very  great  light  all  my  da>-3.'*  President  Thiers,  the  great  French 
statesman,  acknowletlging  that  he  prayeil  when  he  said:  "  I  in\'oke  the  I»rd  God, 
in  whom  I  ara  glad  to  believe."  David  Livingstone,  able  to  conquer  the  lion,  able 
to  conquer  the  panther,  able  to  conquer  the  savage,  yet  conquered  by  this  delusion, 
this  hallueinalion.  this  great  swindle  of  the  ages,  so  when  they  find  him  dead 
they  find  him  on  his  knees.  William  E.  Gladstone,  the  strongest  intellect  in 
England  to-day,  unable  to  resist  this  chimera,  this  &llacy,  this  delusion  of  the 
Christian  religion,  goes  to  the  house  of  God  every  Sabbath,  and  often,  at  the 
invitation  of  the  rector,  reads  the  prayers  to  the  people.     Oh,  if  those  mighty 
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intellects  arc  ovfrbtime  by  this  ilelusion,  what  chance  Is  there  for  you  and  for  me  ? 
Yea,  this  ,i\vf«l  chimera  of  the  gospel  comes  to  the  poor,  and  it  says  to  theui: 
'*  You  are  oti  your  way  to  vast  estates  and  to  dividends  always  declarable." 

Thi.s  delusion  or  Christianity  comes  to  tlic  Ijfreft,  and  it  talks  of  re-union 
before  the  throne,  and  of  the  cessation  of  all  sorrow.  And  then  to  show  that 
thi.s  delusion  will  stop  at  ab.sohUely  nothing,  it  goe.i  to  the  dying  bed  and  fills  The 
man  witli  anticipations.  How  much  better  it  would  be  to  have  him  die  withont 
any  more  hope  than  swine  and  rats  and  snakes.  That  is  all.  Nothing  more  left 
of  hitn.  He  will  never  know  anything  again.  Shovel  him  nuder  !  The  soul  is 
only  a  superior  part  of  the  boily,  and  when  the  body  disintegrates  tlie  soul  dis- 
integrates. Annihilation,  vacancy,  everlasting  blank,  nblitcration.  Why  not 
present  all  that  Inrautiful  dixiriiie  to  the  dying,  instead  of  ajniing  with  this  hoax, 
this  swindle  of  the  Christian  religion,  and  filling  the  dying  man  with  anticipa- 
tions of  another  life,  until  some  in  the  last  hour  have  clapped  their  hands,  and 
some  have  shouted,  and  sojne  have  sung,  and  some  have  been  so  overwrought 
with  joy  they  could  only  look  ecstatic.  Palace  gates  opening,  they  thought; 
diamonded  coronets  flashing,  hands  beckoning,  orchestras  sounding.  Little 
children  dying,  actually  believing  Ihey  saw  their  departed  parents,  so  that, 
although  the  little  children  had  been  so  weak  and  ieeble  and  sick  for  weeks,  they 
could  not  turn  on  their  dying  piUow,  at  the  last,  in  a  paroxysm  of  rapture 
uncontn.>nable,  they  sprang  to  their  feet  and  shouted  :  "  Mother,  catch  nie,  I  am 

coming  !" 

A  SUSTAINING  BELIEF. 

And  to  show  the  immensity  of  llii.s  delusion,  this  awful  swindle  of  the  gospel 
of  Jesus  Christ,  I  open  a  hospital  and  I  bring  into  that  hospital  the  deotb-lieds  of 
a  great  many  Christian  people,  and  I  take  you  by  the  hand  and  I  walk  up  and 
down  the  wards  of  that  hospital  and  I  ask  a  few  questions.     I  ask: 

Dying  Stephen,  what  have  you  to  say  ?     "  Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit." 

Dying  John  Wesley,  what  have  you  to  say?  "The  best  of  all  is,  God  is 
with  us." 

Dying  Edward  Payson,  what  have  you  to  say  ?    "1  float  in  the  sea  of  glor>'.'* 

Dying  John  Bradford,  what  have  you  to  say?  "  If  there  be  any  way  of 
going  to  heaven  on  horseback,  or  in  a  fierj'  chariot,  it  is  this." 

Dying  Neander,  what  have  you  to  say  ?  "I  am  going  to  sleep  now — good- 
night." 

Dying  Mrs.  Florence  Foster,  what  have  you  to  say?  "  A  pilgrim  in  the 
valley,  but  the  mountain  tops  are  all  agleaui  from  peak  to  peak." 

Dying  Alexander  Mather,  what  have  yon  to  say?  "The  Lord  who  has 
taken  care  of  me  fifty  years,  will  not  cast  me  off  now:  glory  be  to  God  and  to  the 
Lamb  I     Amen,  Amen,  Amen,  Amen  !" 
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Dying  John  Powsoii,  after  preaching  the  gospel  so  many  years,  what  have 
you  to  say  ?     "  My  dealh-bed  is  a  bed  of  roses." 

Dying  Dr.  Thomas  Scotl,  what  have  you  to  say  ?     "  Tliis  is  heaven  begun." 

Dying  soldier  in  the  last  war.  what  have  you  to  say  ?  "  Boys,  I  am  going  to 
the  front." 

Dying  telegraph  operator  on  the  battlefield  of  Virginia,  what  have  you  to 
say?  "The  wires  are  all  laid,  and  the  poles  are  up  from  Stony  Foinl  to  head- 
quarters." 

Dying  Paul,  what  have  you  to  say  ?  "  I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered,  and  the 
time  of  my  departure  is  at  hand.  I  have  fought  the  good  fight;  1  have  finished 
my  course;  I  have  kept  the  faith."  "  O  death,  where  is  thy  sting?  O  g^a^■e, 
where  is  thy  victory- ?  Thankis  be  unto  God,  who  giveth  us  the  \ictory  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 

O  my  Lord,  my  God,  what  a  delasion.  what  a  glorious  dehision  !  Submerge 
me  with  it;  fill  my  eyes  and  ears  with  it;  pufit  under  my  dying  head  for  a 
pillow — this  delusion — spread  it  over  me  for  a  canopy;  put  it  underneath  me  for 
an  outspread  wing;  roll  it  over  me  in  ocean's  surges  ten  thousand  fathoms  deep  I 

In  an  experience  meeting,  a  gentlenian,  not  long  ago,  arose  and  spoke  as 
follows:  "On  my  way  here  to  night  I  met  a  man  who  asked  me  where  I  was 
going,  I  said;  '  I  am  going  to  prayer  meeting.'  He  said:  '  There  are  a  good 
many  religions,  and  I  think  most  of  them  are  delusions;  as  to  the  Christian  reli- 
gion, that  is  only  a  notion;  that  is  a  mere  uoti'Wi,  the  Christian  religion.'  I  said 
to  him:  '  Stranger,  you  see  that  tavern  over  there  ?'  '  Yes,'  he  said,  '  I  see  it.' 
'  Do  you  see  me?'  'Yes.  of  course,  I  see  you.*  '  Now,  the  time  was,  as  every- 
body in  this  town  knows,  that  if  I  had  a  quarter  of  a  dollar  in  my  iHxrkct  I  could 
not  pass  that  tavern  without  going  in  and  getting  a  drink;  all  the  people  of 
JeflersoTi  conid  not  keep  me  nut  of  that  place;  but  God  has  changed  my  heart, 
and  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  destroyed  my  thirst  for  strong  drink,  and  there  is 
my  whole  week's  wages,  and  I  have  no  temptation  to  go  in  there;  and.  stranger, 
if  this  is  a  notion,  I  want  to  tell  you  it  is  a  might)-  powerful  notion :  it  is  a  notion 
that  has  put  clothes  on  my  children's  back,  and  it  is  a  notion  that  has  put  good 
food  on  our  table,  and  it  is  a  notion  that  has  filled  my  month  with  thanksgiving 
to  God.  And,  stranger,  you  had  better  gtj  along  with  me,  ymi  might  get  religion, 
too;  lots  of  people  are  getting  religion  now.'  " 

But  despite  all  these  practical  benefits  of  belief  tliere  are  those  who  make 
answer:  "  Give  me  tlie  world's  dollars  and  yon  may  have  the  eternal  rewards. 
Give  me  the  world's  applause  and  you  may  have  the  garlands  of  God.  Give  me 
twentj',  or  forty,  or  sixty  years  of  worldly  succe.<wes,  and  I  don't  care  what 
becomes  of  the  future.  I  am  going  into  that  world  uninsured.  I  take  the 
icqtonsibility.     Don't  bother  me  about  your  religion.      Here  I  have  the  two 
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worlds  Ijefore  me — this  one  and  the  next.     I  have  chosen  this. 
nic,  God  and  angels,  and  all  thoughts  of  the  future  !" 

SOME  RICH  FOOLS. 


Go  away  fromJ 


But  where  is  Croesus,  and  Cleopatra,  and  j^sopus,  who  had  one  dish  of 
that  cost  Ji. 400.000;  and  Lentulus,  who  had  a  pond  of  fi.sh  worth  $175,000;  and^ 
Scaurus.  who  bought  a  cx)uutrj'  scat  for  $29,000,000;  and  Tiberius,  who  left  at 
death  a  fortune  of  $118,120,000?    Where  are  they?    If  a  windy  day  should 
blow  alt  the  dust  that  is  left  of  ihem  into  your  eyes  it  would  not  make  you  winlcj 
twice.     Ah,  my  readers,  then  verj'  certainly  your  comforts  of  surronndiug  cannotl 
keep  back  the  old  archer.    You  cannot  charm  him  with  music,  or  dazzle  him  with.] 
plate,  or  decoy  him  with  pictures,  or  bribe  him  with  your  money. 

Well,  we  will  soon  understand  it  all.     Your  life  and  mine  will  soon  be  over.J 
"We  will  soon  come  to  the  last  bar  of  the  music,  to  the  last  act  of  the  tragedy,  ta] 
the  last  page  of  the  book — yea,  to  the  last  Hue  and  to  the  last  word,  and  to  yoi 
and  to  me  it  will  cither  be  uiithioon  or  niiduiglit. 
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GOOD  FATHER  AND  MOTHER,   WHAT   SHALL  YOUR  CHILDREN   READ  7 

AUL  once  stirred  up  Ephesus  with  some  livelj'  sermons  about  tlie  sitis 
of  that  place.  Among  ihc  most  important  rtsulls  was  the  fact'] 
that  the  citizens  brought  out  their  had  books  ami  in  a  public  place 
made  a  bonfire  of  them.  I  see  tlie  people  coming  out  with  their 
arms  full  of  Hphcsiau  literature,  and  tossing  it  into  the  flames. 
I  hear  an  ecouomisl  standing  by  and  saying:  "Stop  this  waste. 
Here  are  $7500  worth  of  J»ooks — do  you  propose  to  hum  tliem  all 
up?  If  you  don't  want  to  read  them  yourself  sell  them  and  let  somebody  el 
read  them." 

"No,"  said  the  people,  '*if  these  books  are  not  good  for  us,  they  are  not 
good  for  anybody  else,  and  we  shall  stand  and  watch  until  the  last  leaf  has  turned 
to  ashes.  They  have  done  us  a  world  of  harm,  and  they  shall  never  do  others 
harm. ' ' 

Hear  the  flames  crackle  and  roar.  My  readers,  one  of  the  wants  of  the  cities 
of  this  country  is  a  great  bonfire  of  bad  books  and  newspapers.  We  have  enough 
fuel  to  make  a  blaze  200  feet  high.  Many  uf  the  publishing  houses  would  do  well 
to  throw  into  Uic  blaze  their  entire  stiick  of  goods.  Bring  fnrth  the  insufferable 
trash  and  put  it,  into  the  fire,  and  let  it  be  known  in  the  presence  of  God,  and 
angels,  and  men.  that  you  are  going  to  rid  your  homes  of  the  overtopping  and 
underlying  curse  of  profligate  literature. 

The  printing-press  is  the  mightiest  agency  on  earth  for  gmwl  and  for  evil. 
The  minister  of  the  gospel,  standing  in  a  pulpit.  ha.s  a  responsible  position:  but  I 
do  not  think  it  is  as  responsible  as  tlie  position  of  an  editor  or  n  publisher.  At 
what  distant  point  of  lime,  at  what  far-out  cycle  of  eternity,  will  cease  the  influ- 
ence of  a  Henn'  J.  Raj-mond,  or  a  Horace  Greeley,  or  a  James  Gordon  Bennett, 
or  a  Watson  Webb,  or  an  Erastus  Brooks,  or  a  Thomas  KinscHa?  Take  the 
simple  statistic  that  our  New  York  dailies  now  have  a  circulation  of  about 
850,000  per  day,  and  add  to  it  the  fact  that  three  of  our  weekly  periodicals  have 
an  aggregate  circulation  of  about  1 ,000,000,  and  then  cipher,  if  you  can.  how  far 
up,  and  bow  far  down,  and  how  far  out>  reach  the  influences  of  the  American 
printing-press. 
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worlds  before  me — this  one  and  the  next.     I  have  chosen  this.     Go  away  from 
nie,  God  and  angels,  and  all  thoughts  of  the  future  !" 

SOME  RICH   FOOLS. 

But  where  is  Crcesus,  and  Cleopatra,  and  ^sopus,  who  had  one  dish  of  food 
that  cost  gi, 400,000;  aud  Leutulus,  who  had  a  pond  of  fish  wortli  $[75,000;  and 
Scaums,  who  bought  a  countr>-  seat  for  $29,000,000;  and  Tiberius,  who  left  at 
death  a  fortune  of  $118,120,000?  WTiere  are  they?  If  a  windy  day  should 
blow  all  llie  dust  that  is  left  of  them  into  your  eyes  it  would  not  make  you  wink 
twice.  Ah,  my  readers,  then  very  certainly  your  comforts  of  surrounding  cannot 
keep  back  the  old  archer.  You  cannot  charm  him  with  music,  or  dazzle  him  with 
jilate.  or  decoy  him  with  ])ictur<.'s.  or  bribe  hiin  with  your  niuiicy. 

Well,  wc  will  soon  understand  it  all.  Your  life  ami  mine  will  soon  be  over. 
We  will  soon  come  to  tlie  last  bar  of  the  music,  to  the  last  act  of  the  tragedy,  to 
the  last  page  of  the  book^yea,  to  the  last  line  and  to  the  last  word,  and  to  you 
and  to  me  it  will  either  be  midutmu  or  miduighl. 


'^^'^"^> 
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once  stirrvU  up  i-.|jlicsiLs  with  some  lively  scimtin.s  ;tl«>ul  ihcstns 
of  that  placv.  Among  the  most  important  results  wa.s  the  fact 
thnt  the  citizens  brought  out  their  bad  books  and  iu  a  public  place 
made  a  bonfire  of  them.  I  see  the  people  coming  out  with  their 
aims  full  of  Kphesiau  literature,  and  tossing  it  into  the  flames. 
I  hear  an  economist  standing  by  and  saying:  "Stop  tliis  waste. 
Here  are  J7500  worth  of  liooks — <Io  you  pro|)osc  to  bum  them  all 
up?  If  you  don't  want  to  read  them  yourself  sell  them  ancl  let  somebody  else 
read  Ihem." 

"No,"  said  the  people,  "if  these  books  are  not  good  for  us,  they  arc  not 
good  for  anybody  else,  and  we  sliall  stand  and  watch  until  the  last  letif  has  turned 
to  ashes.  They  have  done  us  a  world  of  hann,  and  tliey  sliall  never  do  others 
liann." 

Hear  the  flames  crackle  and  roar.  My  readers,  one  of  the  wants  of  the  cities 
of  this  country  is  a  great  bonfire  of  bad  books  and  newspapers.  We  have  enough 
fuel  to  make  a  blaze  300  feet  high.  Many  of  the  publishing  houses  would  do  well 
to  throw  into  the  blaze  their  entire  stock  of  goods.  Bring  forth  the  insufferable 
trash  and  put  it  inln  the  fire,  and  let  it  be  known  in  the  presence  of  Gocl.  and 
angeU,  and  men.  tliat  you  are  going  to  rid  your  homes  of  the  overtopping  and 
underlying  curse  of  profligate  literature. 

The  printing-press  is  the  mightiest  agency  on  earth  for  good  and  for  evil. 
Tlie  minister  of  the  gospel,  standing  in  a  pulpit,  has  a  n'sponsible  ix»siti<m;  but  I 
do  not  think  it  i.s  as  responsible  as  the  position  of  an  editor  or  a  publisher.  At 
what  distant  point  of  time,  at  what  far-out  cycle  of  eternity,  will  cease  the  influ- 
ence of  a  Henry  J.  Raymond,  or  a  Horace  Greeley,  or  a  James  Gordon  Beimelt, 
or  a  Watsou  Webb,  or  an  Erastus  Brooks,  or  a  Thomas  Kiusella?  Take  llie 
simple  statistic  that  our  New  York  dailies  now  have  a  circulation  of  about 
850.000  per  day.  and  add  to  it  the  fact  that  three  of  our  weekly  periodicals  liave 
an  aggregate  circulation  of  about  1,000.000,  and  then  cipher,  if  you  can.  how  far 
up,  and  how  for  down,  and  how  fiir  out,  reach  the  influents  of  the  American 
printiny-press. 
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POWER  FOR  GOOD  OR  EVIL. 

Great  God  !  what  is  to  be  Ihe  issue  of  all  this?  I  believe  the  Lord  intends 
the  printiug-press  to  be  the  chief  means  for  the  world's  rescue  and  n-angelizatiau, 
and  I  think  that  the  great  last  battle  of  the  world  will  not  be  foufjht  with  swords 
and  guns,  but  with  types  and  presses — a  purified  and  gospel  literature  Iriumphing 
over,  trampling  down,  and  crushing  out  forever  that  which  is  depraved.  The 
only  way  to  oveaviine  iniclean  literature  is  by  scattering  abroad  that  which  is 
healthful.  May  God  .speed  the  cylinders  of  an  hone.st,  intelligent,  aggressi\*ef 
Christian  printing-press. 

I  have  to  tell  you  that  the  greatest  blessing  that  ever  came  to  this  nation  is 
that  of  an  elevated  literature,  and  the  greatest  scourge  has  been  that  of  unclean 
literature.  This  last  has  its  victims  in  all  occupations  and  departments.  It  has 
helped  to  611  insane  asylums,  and  ]tenitentiaries,  and  almshouses,  and  dens  of 
shame.  The  bodies  of  this  infection  lie  in  the  hospitals  and  in  the  graves,  while 
their  souls  are  being  tossed  over  into  a  lost  eternity,  an  avalanche  of  horror  and 
despair. 

The  London  plague  was  nothing  to  it.  That  counted  its  victims  by  thou- 
sands, but  this  modern  pest  has  already  .shoveled  its  mittlon.s  into  the  clmmel- 
hou.se  of  the  morally  dead.  The  longest  raiUtrain  that  ever  ran  over  the  Erie  or 
Hudson  tracks  is  not  long  enough  nor  large  enough  to  carry  the  beastliness  and 
tlie  putrefaction  which  have  been  gathered  up  in  bad  books  and  newspapers  of  this 
laud  in  the  last  twenty  years. 

Novv.  it  is  amid  such  circumstances  that  I  put  a  question  of  overmastering 
importance  to  you  and  your  families.  What  btwksand  newsjiajK-rs shall  we  read? 
You  see  I  group  them  togetlier.  A  newspaper  Ls  only  a  book  in  a  swifter  and 
more  portable  shape,  and  the  same  rules  which  will  apply  to  book  reading  will 
apply  to  newspaper  reading.  What  shall  we  read  ?  Sliall  our  minds  l>e  the 
receptacle  of  everything  that  an  author  has  a  mind  to  write?  Shall  there  be  no 
distinction  between  the  tree  of  life  and  the  tree  of  death  ?  Shalt  we  sloop  down 
and  drink  out  of  the  trough  which  the  wicke<tness  of  men  has  filled  with  pollu- 
tion and  shame?  Shall  we  mire  in  impurit>'  and  chase  fantastic  Will-o'-the-wisps 
across  the  swamps,  when  we  might  walk  in  the  blooming  gardens  of  God?  Oh, 
no  !  Kor  the  sake  of  our  present  and  everlasting  welfare  we  must  make  an  intelli- 
gent and  Christian  choice. 

BOOKS  THAT  ARE  GOOD. 

Standing,  as  we  do,  chin-deep  in  fictitious  literature,  the  first  question  that 
many  of  the  young  fieople  are  asking  me  is:  *'  Shall  we  read  novels?"  I  reply: 
There  are  novels  that  are  pure,  good,  Christian,  elevating  to  the  heart,  and 
ennobling  to  the  life.     But  I  have  still  further  to  say  that  I  believe  tlmt  ninety-nine 
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hcalUifully  redolent  with  the  breath  of  the  seaweed,  aud  the  air  of  the  American 
forest-  Charles  Kiiigsiey  has  smitten  the  morbidity  of  the  world,  and  led  a  great 
nmny  to  appreciate  tlie  poetrj'  of  sound  health,  strong  muscles,  niid  fresh  air. 
Thackeray  did  a  grand  work,  in  caricaturing  the  pretenders  to  gentility  and  high 
blood.  Dickens  has  built  liis  own  monument  in  his  books,  which  are  an  e^*ertast- 
ing  plea  for  tlie  poor,  and  the  anathema  of  injustice. 

Now,  I  say,  books  like  these,  read  at  right  times,  aud  read  in  right  propor- 
tion with  other  books,  cannot  help  but  be  ennobling  and  purifying;  but  alas  for 
the  loathsome  and  impure  literature  that  has  come  upon  this  country  in  the  shape 
of  novels,  like  a  freshet  overflowing  all  the  banks  of  decency  and  common  sense  ! 
They  arc  coming  from  some  of  the  most  celebrated  publishing  houses  of  the 
country.  They  are  coming  with  rccommcudalion  of  some  of  our  religious  news- 
paj>ers.  They  lie  on  your  t.vntre-ta!>Iu  to  curse  your  children,  and  blast  with  their 
infernal  fires  generations  mibom.  You  find  these  bonks  in  the  desk  of  the  school 
miss,  in  the  trunk  of  the  young  man,  iu  tlie  steamboat  cabin,  on  the  table  of  the 
hotel  reception  room.  You  see  a  light  in  your  child's  room  late  at  night.  You 
suddenly  go  jn  and  say: 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?" 

'*  I  am  reading." 

"  What  arc  you  reading?" 

"A  book." 

You  look  at  the  book;  it  is  a  bad  book. 

"Where  did  you  get  it  ?" 

"I  borrowed  it." 

Alas,  there  are  always  those  abroad  who  would  like  to  loan  your  son  or 
daughter  a  bad  >}o«A.  Everywhere,  ever^-wliere  an  unclean  literature,  I  charge 
upon  it  the  destruction  of  ten  thousand  immortal  souls,  aud  I  bid  yon  wake  up  to 
the  magnitude  of  the  theme.  I  shall  take  all  the  world's  literature— good  novels 
and  bad.  travels  true  aud  false,  histories  faithful  and  incorrect,  legends  beautiful 
and  numstrons,  all  tracts,  all  chronicles,  all  epilogues,  all  family,  city.  Stale  aiul 
national  libraries— and  pile  tliem  up  in  a  pyramid  of  literature,  and  then  I  shall 
bring  to  bear  upon  it  some  grand,  glorious,  infallible,  unmistakable  Christian 
wriociples. 

MORAL  AND   PHYSICAL  EFFECT. 

1  charge  you.  in  the  first  place,  to  stand  aloof  from  all  books  that  give  false 
pictures  of  human  life.  Life  is  neither  a  tragedy  nor  a  farce.  Men  are  not  all 
either  knaves  or  heroes.  Women  are  neither  angels  nor  furies.  And  yet  if  you 
depended  upon  much  of  the  literature  of  the  day,  you  would  get  the  idea  that 
life,  instead  of  being  something  earnest,  something  practical,  is  a  6tful  and  fantas- 
tic and  extravagant  thing.     How  poorly  prepared  are  that  young  man  and  woman 
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for  the  duties  o{  to-day  who  spent  last  night  wading  through  brilliant  passages 
descriptive  of  magnificent  knavery  and  wickedness  !  The  man  will  be  looking  all 
day  long  for  his  heroine,  in  the  tin-shop,  by  the  forge,  in  the  factory,  in  the 
counting-room,  and  he  will  not  find  her,  and  he  will  be  dissalisfieJ.  A  imm  who 
gives  himself  up  to  the  iudlscriminate  reading  of  novels  will  be  nerveless,  insnne 
and  a  nuisance.  He  will  be  fit  neither  for  the  store,  nor  the  shop,  nor  the  field. 
He  will  always  l>e  Ifjttking  out  for  some  monster  of  fable,  like  Polyphemus,  who 
fed  on  human  flesh,  or  a  fair>'  looking  for  a  proper  subject  for  her  munificence. 

A  woman  who  gives  herself  up  to  the  indiscriminate  reading  of  novels  will  be 
unfitted  for  the  dntit-s  of  wife,  mother,  sister,  dfinghter.  There  she  is.  hair  dis- 
heveled, countenance  vacant,  cheeks  pale,  hands  trembling,  bursting  into  tears  at 
midnight  over  the  fate  of  some  unfortunate  lover;  in  tlie  daytime  when  she  ought 
to  be  busy,  staring  by  the  half  hour  at  nothing,  biting  her  finger  nails  into  the 
quick.  The  carpet  thai  was  plain  before  will  be  plainer  after  having  wandered 
through  a  romajice  all  night  long  in  tessellated  halls  of  castles.  And  jour  indus- 
trious companion  will  be  more  unattractivt;  than  ever  now  that  you  have  walked 
in  the  romance  through  parks  with  plunieil  princesses,  or  lounged  in  the  arbor 
with  the  polished  desperado.  Oh,  these  confirnied  novel  readers  !  They  are 
unfitte<l  for  this  life,  which  is  a  tremendous  discipUue.  They  know  not  how  to 
go  through  the  funiaces  of  trial  through  which  they  must  pass,  and  tliey  are  un- 
fitted for  a  world  where  everything  we  gain  we  achieve  by  hard,  long-coutuming 
and  exhaustive  work. 

Again,  abstain  from  all  those  books-which,  while  the>'  have  some  good  things 
about  them,  have  also  an  admixture  of  e\'il.  The  heart  of  most  peoj>Ie  is  like  a 
sieve,  which  lets  the  small  particles  of  gold  fall  through,  but  keeps  the  great 
cinders.  Once  in  a  while  there  is  a  mind  like  a  loadstone,  which,  plunged  amid 
steel  and  brass  filings,  gathers  up  the  steel  and  repels  the  brass.  Kut  it  is  gen- 
erally just  the  opposite.  If  you  attempt  to  plunge  through  a  fence  of  burrs  to  get 
one  blackberr>',  you  will  get  more  buns  tlian  blackberries.  You  say:  "  The 
influence  is  insignificant." 

I  tell  yon  that  the  scratch  of  a  pin  has  sometimes  produced  the  lock-jaw.  Alas, 
if  through  curiositj',  as  many  do,  you  pry  into  an  evil  book,  your  curiosity  is  as 
dangerous  as  that  of  the  man  who  would  take  a  torch  into  a  gunpowder  mill 
merely  to  see  whether  it  would  really  blow  up  or  not. 


TORN   BY  A  LEOPARD. 


In  a  menagerie  in  New  York  a  man  put  his  arm  through  the  bars  of  a  black 
leopanl's  cage.  The  animal's  hide  looked  so  sleek,  and  bright,  and  beautiful. 
He  just  stroked  it  once.  The  monster  seized  him,  and  he  drew  forth  a  hand  torn, 
and  mangled,  and  bleeding.     Oh,  touch  not  evil,  e%'en  with  the  faintest  stroke  t 
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Though  it  may  be  gloss>'  and  beautiful,  touch  it  not,  lest  you  pull  forth  your  soul 
torn  and  bleeding  under  the  clutch  of  tlie  black  leopard. 

"  But,"  you  say,  "  how  can  I  find  out  whether  a  book  is  good  or  bad  without 
reading  it?" 

There  is  always  something  suspicious  aliout  a  l>ad  Ixiok.  I  never  knew  an 
exceptioti— 'Something  suspicious  tn  the  index  or  style  of  illuslralion.  This  venom- 
ous reptile  almost  ahvays  carries  a  warning  rattle. 

I  charge  you  to  stand  off  from  all  those  books  which  corrupt  the  imagination 
and  inflame  the  passions.  T  do  not  refer  now  lo  that  kind  of  a  Ixjok  wliich  the 
villahi  hxs  under  his  coat  waiting  for  the  school  to  get  out,  and  then,  looking  Ix>th 
ways  to  see  that  there  is  no  poUceman  around  the  block,  offers  the  book  to  your 
son  on  his  way  liome.  I  do  not  speak  of  that  kind  of  literature,  hut  that  which 
evades  the  law  and  comes  out  iu  polished  style,  and  with  acute  plot  sounds  the 
tocsin  that  rouses  up  all  the  baser  passion  of  the  soul.  To-day,  under  the  nostrils 
of  this  land,  there  is  a  fetid,  reeking,  unwashed  lilemture.  enough  In  ixiisi)n  all 
the  fountains  of  public  virtue,  and  smite  your  sons  and  dangliters  as  with  the  wing 
of  a  destroying  angcl,  and  it  is  time  tliat  the  ministers  of  the  gospel  blew  the 
trumpet  and  rallied  the  forces  of  righteousness,  all  armed  to  the  teeth,  in  this 
great  battle  against  a  depraved  literature. 

Abstain  from  those  books  which  are  apologetic  of  crime.  It  is  a  sad  thing 
that  some  of  the  best  and  most  beautiful  book-binderies,  and  some  of  ihc  finest 
rhetoric,  have  Ix'cn  hrnught  to  make  .sin  attractive.  Vice  is  a  horrible  thing,  any- 
how. It  is  bom  iu  shame,  and  dies  howling  in  the  darkness.  In  this  world  it  is 
scourged  with  a  wliip  of  scorpions,  but  afterwards  the  thunders  of  God's  WTath 
pursue  it  across  a  boundless  desert,  beating  it  with  ruin  and  wue.  When  you  come 
to  paint  carnalily,  do  not  paint  it  as  looking  from  l>ehiiid  embroidered  curtains,  or 
through  lattice  of  royal  seraglio,  but  as  writhing  in  the  agonies  of  a  city  hospital. 


A  TtRRIBLE  CURSE. 

Cursed  be  the  books  that  tr>'  to  make  impurity  decent,  and  criine  attractive, 
and  hypocrisy  noble  !  Cursed  be  the  books  that  swann  with  libertines  and  des- 
peradoes, who  make  the  brain  of  the  young  people  whirl  with  villainy.  Ve  authors 
who  write  tliem,  yc  publishers  who  print  them,  yc  booksellers  who  distribute  them, 
shall  be  cut  to  pieces,  if  not  by  an  aroused  conimunit>',  then  at  last,  by  the  hand 
of  di\nne  vengeance,  which  sliall  sweep  to  the  lowest  pit  of  ]>crdition  all  you  mur- 
derers of  souls.  I  tell  you,  tliough  you  may  escape  in  this  world,  you  will  be 
ground  at  last  under  the  hoof  of  eternal  calamities,  and  you  will  be  chained  to  the 
rock,  and  yon  will  have  the  vultures  of  dcsjiair  clawing  at  ynnr  scml.  and  those 
whom  you  have  destroyed  will  come  around  to  tonneni  yon,  mid  to  pnnr  hotter 
coals  of  fury  upon  yonr  head,  and  rejoice  eternally  in  the  outcry  of  your  pain  and 


the  howl  of  your  damtmtiou.     ' '  God  sha 
on  in  his  trespasses. ' ' 

The  clock  strikes  midnight.  A  fair  form  bends  over  a  romance.  The  eyes 
flash  6 re,  The  breath  is  quick  and  irregular.  Occasionally  the  color  dashes  to 
the  clieek,  and  then  dicii  out.  The  hatids  tremble  as  though  a  guardian  spirit  were 
Irj'ing  to  shake  the  deadly  book  out  of  the  grasp.  Hot  tears  fall.  She  laughs 
witli  a  shrill  voii-e  that  droi>s  dead  at  its  own  sound.  The  sweat  on  her  brow  is 
the  spray  da.shcd  up  from  the  river  of  tleath.  The  clock  .strikes  "  four,"  and  the 
rosy  dawn  soon  af^er  bcgius  to  look  through  tlie  lattice  upon  the  pale  form  that 
looks  like  a  detained  spectre  of  the  night.  Soon  in  a  mad-house  she  will  mistake 
her  ringlets  for  curling  serpents,  and  tliriLsl  her  white  hand  through  the  bars  of  the 
prison,  and  .smite  lier  head,  rubbing  it  back  as  though  to  push  the  scalp  from  the 
skull,  shrieking:  "  My  brain  !     My  brain  !" 

Oh.  stanil  off  from  that  !  Why  will  you  go  sounding  your  way  amid  the 
reefs  and  warning  buoys,  when  there  is  such  a  vast  ocean  in  which  you  may  voy- 
age, all  sail  set? 

Cherish  gotul  T»noks  and  newspapers.  Beware  of  the  liad  ones.  One  column 
may  save  your  soul;  one  paragraph  may  n«n  it.  Benjamin  Franklin  Jiaid  that  the 
reading  of  Cotton  Mather's  essay  on  ''Doing  Good"  moulded  his  entire  life. 
The  assassin  of  Lord  Hus-sdl  declared  that  he  was  led  into  crime  by  reading  one 
vivid  romance.  The  consecrated  John  ."Vugell  James,  tiiau  whom  England  never 
produced  a  better  man,  declared  in  his  old  days  that  he  had  never  yet  got  over  the 
evil  effects  of  having  far  fifteen  minutes  once  read  a  bad  book.  If  there  is  any- 
thing in  your  home  that  t-annot  stand  the  test,  do  not  give  it  away,  for  it  might 
spoil  an  immortal  soul;  do  not  sell  it,  for  the  money  you  get  would  be  the  price  of 
blood;  but  rather  kindle  a  fire  on  your  kitchen  hearth,  or  in  your  back  yard,  and 
then  drop  the  poison  into  it,  and  keep  stirring  the  blaze  until  from  preface  to 
appendix  there  shall  not  Ik  a  single  paragraph  left,  and  the  bonfire  shall  be  aa 
consuming  as  that  one  in  the  streets  of  Ephesus. 


i 


pUluc<ss  ot  Sirtohe* 


SYMBOLISM  OF  MARTYRDOM,  OF  PEACEFUL  PURSUIT  AND  A  BURNING  WORLD. 

>T5>tgA0NDR0US  is  the  arclulectiire  of  the  smoke,  whether  God 
with  His  finger  ciirls  it  into  a  cloud,  or  rounds  it  into  a 
dome,  or  points  it  in  a  spire,  or  sjireads  it  in  a  win;^,  or, 
as  Solomon  snys,  "  hoists  it  in  a  pillar. "  Watch  it  winding 
up  from  the  country-  fami-hoase  in  the  early  morning, 
showing  that  the  pastoral  industries  have  begun;  or  see  it 
ascending  from  the  chinuieys  of  the  city,  tcUiug  of  the 
homes  fed,  the  factories  turning  out  valuable  fabric^  llie  printing- 
presses  preparing  book  and  newspaper,  and  all  the  ten  thousand 
wheels  in  motion.  On  a  clear  day  this  vapor  spoken  of  mounts 
witli  such  Inioyancj-  and  spreads  such  a  delicate  veil  across  tlie 
sky,  and  traces  such  graceful  lines  of  circle  and  semicircle,  and 
waves,  and  tosses,  and  sinks,  and  soars,  and  scatters  with  such 
affluence  of  shape,  and  color,  and  suggestiveness,  that  if  you  have 
never  noticed  it  you  are  like  a  man  who  has  all  his  life  lived  in 
Paris  ami  yet  never  saw  the  Luxembourg,  and  all  his  life  iu 
Rome  and  never  saw  the  Vatican,  and  all  his  life  at  Lt>ckport  and 
never  saw  Niagara.  Forty-four  times  the  Bible  speaks  of  the  smoke,  this  strange, 
weird,  beautiful,  elastic,  charming,  tcrriflc  and  fascinating  vapor.  Across  the 
Bible  sky  floats  the  smoke  of  Sinai,  the  smoke  of  Sodom,  the  smoke  of  Ai,  the 
smoke  of  tlie  pit,  Ihc  smoke  i»f  the  volcanic  hills  when  God  touches  them,  to 
S}-rabolize  the  glorious  Church  of  God  coming  up  out  of  tlie  wilderness. 

MAITTYRDOMS  AND  PERSECUTIONS. 

Pillars  of  .smoke  may  \ie  likened  to  the  .suffering  the  Church  of  God  has 
endured.  What  do  I  mean  by  the  Church?  I  mean  not  a  building,  uot  a  sect, 
but  those  who  in  all  ages  and  all  lands,  and  of  all  Vlicfs.  love  God  and  are  trying 
to  do  right.  For  ccnlurics  the  heavens  have  been  black  witli  the  .smoke  of  martyr- 
dom. If  set  side  by  side  you  could  girdle  the  earth  with  the  fires  of  i)ersecution. 
Rowland  Taylor  burued  at  Hadleigli;  Latimer  bunied  at  OxfonI;  John  Rogers 
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biinied  at  Siiiithfield;  John  Hooper  burned  at  Gloucester;  Johii  Huss  burned  at 
Coufttiuce;  Lawrence  Saunders,  burucd  at  Coventry;  Joau  of  Arc,  burned  at 
Roueu.  Prott-stants  have  somelinies  jxiinttnl  at  Catholics  as  persecutors,  but  both 
Protestant  and  Catholic  have  practiced  iufaniouri  cruelties.  The  Catholics  during 
the  reign  of  Hunneric  were  by  Protestants  put  to  the  worst  tortures,  stripped  of 
their  clothing,  hoisted  in  the  air  by  pulleys  with  weights  suspended  from  their 
feet,  then  let  down,  and  ears  and  eyes,  nose  and  tongue,  were  amputated,  and  red* 
hot  plates  of  iron  were  put  against  the  most  tender  part  of  their  bodies. 

George  Bancroft,  the  historian,  says  of  the  State  of  Maryland:  "  In  the  laud 
which  Catholics  had  opened  to  Protestants,  mass  might  not  be  said  publicly:  no 
Catholic  priest  or  bishop  might  utter  his  failJi  in  a  voice  of  persuasion ;  no  Catliolic 
might  teach  the  young.  If  a  ^ranvard  child  of  a  Papist  would  but  become  an 
apostate,  the  law  \\Testc<l  for  him  from  his  parents  a  share  of  their  property.  Such 
were  the  methods  adopted  to  prevent  the  growth  of  Popery." 

Speaking  of  Ireland.  Ilancroft.  tlie  historian  .says:  "  Such  priests  as  were  per- 
mitted to  reside  in  Ireland  were  required  to  be  registered,  and  were  kept  like 
pristmers  at  large  witliin  prescribed  limits.  All  Papists  exercising  ecclesiastical 
jtirisdiciion.  all  mouks,  friars  and  regular  priests,  and  all  priests  not  then  actually 
in  parishes  and  to  be  registered,  were  banished  from  Ireland  under  pain  of  trans- 
portation and,  on  return,  of  being  hanged,  drawn  and  (quartered." 


OTHER  PERSECUTIONS. 

Catholicism  as  well  a.s  Protestantism  has  had  its  martyrs.  It  does  seem  as  if 
when  any  one  sect  got  complete  domiuancy  in  any  land  the  devil  of  persecution 
and  cruelty  took  possession  of  tliat  sect.  Then  sec  the  Catholics  after  the  Hugue- 
nots. See  the  Gentiles  after  the  Jews  iu  Touraiue,  where  a  great  pit  was  dug  and 
fire  lighted  at  the  bottom  of  the  pit,  and  i6o  Je\vi5h  victims  were  consumed.  Sec 
the  Presbyterian  Parliament  of  England,  more  tyrannical  in  their  treatment  of 
opponents  than  had  been  the  criminal  courts.  Persecution  against  the  Bapli--*Ls  by 
Pcdoliaptists.  Persecution  of  the  Established  Church  against  the  Methodist 
Church.  Persecution  against  the  Quakers.  Persecution  against  the  Presbyterians. 
Under  Emperor  Diocletian  144.000  Chri.stians  were  massacred,  and  700,000  more  of 
them  died  from  Ixiuishment  and  exposure.  Witness  the  sufferings  of  the  Waldenses. 
of  the  Albigenses,  of  the  Nestorians.  Witness  St.  Bartholomew's  massacre. 
Witness  the  Duke  of  Alva  driving  out  of  life  iR.ooo  Christians.  Witness  Herod, 
and  Nero,  and  Dccius,  and  Hildebrand.  and  Torquemada,  and  Earl  of  Montfort, 
and  L«)rd  Ctnverhon.se.  who  when  told  that  he  must  g\vG  account  for  his  cruelties, 
said:  "  I  have  no  need  to  account  to  man,  and  as  for  God  I  will  take  Him  in  my 
own  hands."  A  red  line  nins  through  the  Church  history  of  1900  years,  a  line 
of  blood.     Not  by  the  hundreds  of  tliousands,  but  by  the  millions  must  wc  count 
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those  slain  for  Christ's  sake.     No  wonder  John  Milton  put  the  groans  of  the 
martyrs  to  an  ininiorta!  tnne,  writing: 

"  Aveiim:.  O  Ivonl.  Tliy  slaiighterrd  sainU,  wliow  boaw 
Uc  scattered  ou  tlic  Alpiue-  luwuiiUiiis  coM." 

Look  at  the  St.  Pauls.  St.  Peters,  Si.  F.ulalias.  and  tlie  millions  of  righteous 
and  courageous  souls  that  have  died  by  the  flame,  the  bludgeon,  the  lion  and  the 
cross.  The  smoke  of  martyrs'  home-;  and  martyrs'  bodies  if  rolling  np  all  at  once 
would  have  ec-Hpsed  the  noonday  sun  and  turut-d  the  briglitest  day  the  world  i-ver 
saw  into  a  iniduighl.  "  Who  is  lliis  that  comelh  out  of  the  wiklcnicss  like  pillars 
of  smoke  ?* ' 

HAS  PERSECUTIOn  CEASED? 

Has  persecution  ceased  ?  Ask  tliat  young  man  who  is  trying  to  be  a  Christian 
in  a  store  c)r  fmlnry  uhere  frum  mnrning  tn  night  he  is  the  hutl  nf  all  tlie  mean 
witticisms  nf  uul>clieving  employes.  Ask  that  wife  whose  husband  m:ikes  her 
fondness  for  the  house  of  God.  and  even  her  kneeling  prayer  by  llie  lM.iIside,  a 
derision,  and  is  no  more  fit  for  her  holy  companionship  than  a  filthy  cr<nv  would 
he  lit  companion  for  a  robin  or  a  golden  oriole.  Compromise  with  the  world  and 
surrender  to  its  conventionalities  and  it  may  let  you  alone,  but  all  who  will  live 
godly  in  Christ  Jesus  innst  suffer  persecution.  Be  a  theatrc-gninj;,  card- playing. 
wine-drinking,  rntn  id -dancing  Christian,  :nid  yoti  may  escniH.*  iTilicisni  and  smei.il 
pressure.  Ihit  be  an  up-and-down,  out-and-oitt  follower  of  Christ,  and  worldling 
will  wink  to  worldling  as  he  speaks  ^our  name,  and  you  will  Iw  put  in  many  a 
doggerel  and  snubbed  by  those  not  worthy  to  blacken  yonr  oldest  shoes.  When 
the  bridge  at  Ashtabula  broke  and  let  down  the  most  of  the  carload  of  jiassengers 
to  instant  dcatli,  Mr.  P.  P.  Bliss  was  seated  on  one  side  of  tlie  aisle  of  the  car 
writing  down  a  Christian  song  which  he  wns  composing,  and  on  the  other  side  a 
group  of  men  were  playing  cards.  Whose  landing-place  in  etemit>'  would  yon 
prefer — that  of  P.  P.  Bliss,  the  gospel  .'dinger,  or  of  the  players? 

A  great  complaint  conies  from  the  theatres  about  the  ladies'  high  hats  because 
they  obstruct  the  view  of  the  stage,  and  a  lady  reporter  asked  mc  the  other  day 
what  I  thought  about  it,  and  I  told  her  th;it  if  tht-  indrcrnt  pictun-s  of  actre*ises 
in  the  show-windows  of  Brooklyn  and  New  York  were  .iccurate  pictures  of  what 
goes  on  in  many  of  the  theatres  night  after  night,  then  it  would  be  well  if  the 
Indies'  hats  were  a  mile  high  .so  as  to  completely  obstruct  the  vision.  If  professed 
Christians  go  to  such  places  during  the  week,  no  one  will  ever  persecute  them  for 
their  religion,  for  they  have  none  and  tlicy  arc  the  joke  of  hell.  But  let  them 
live  a  consecrated  and  Christian  life  and  they  wilt  somi  run  against  sneering 
opposition.  For  a  compromise  Christian  character  an  easy  time  now.  but  for  con- 
secrated behavior,  grimace  and  caricature,     For  the  body,  thanks  to  the  God  of 
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free  America,  tJicre  are  now  no  swords  or  fiery  stakes,  but  for  the  souls  of  thoa* 
sands  of  the  good,  in  a  figurative  sense,  rack  and  gibbet  and  Torquemada.  The 
symbol  of  the  domestic,  and  social,  and  private,  and  public  sufft:riag  of  a  great 
multitude  of  God's  dear  children,  pillars  of  smoke. 

A  TERRIBLE  VENGEANCE. 

^\^lat  an  exciting  scene  in  India  when,  during  the  Sepoy  rebellion  a  regiment 
of  Highlanders  carnc  \ii>  and  found  tliL*  dead  body  of  one  of  General  Wheeler's 
daughters,  who  had  liern  insulted,  and  mauled,  and  slain  by  the  Sepoys.  So  gjeat 
was  the  wrath  against  these  murderers  tliat  the  Scotch  regiment  sat  down,  and 
cutting  off  the  hair  of  this  dead  daughter  of  General  Wheeler,  they  dividwl  it 
among  them,  and  each  one  counted  the  number  of  the  hairs  given  him,  and  each 
took  an  oath,  which  was  executed,  that  for  each  hair  of  the  murdered  daughter 
they  would  dash  out  the  hfe  of  a  miserable  Sepoy.  But  as  we  look  over  the  story 
of  those  whti,  in  all  ages,  have  suffered  for  the  truth,  white  we  leave  vengeance  to 
the  Lord,  let  us  band  together  in  one  soleinn  vow,  one  trtinendoos  oath,  after 
having  counte<l  the  host  of  the  mart\-TS,  that  for  each  one  of  those  glorious  men 
and  women  who  died  for  the  truth,  au  immortal  soul  shall  live — live  with  God — 
and  live  forever. 

But  as  I  already  hinted  in  the  first  sentence,  nothing  can  be  more  beautiful 
than  the  figures  of  smoke  on  a  clear  sky.  You  can  see  what  you  will  in  the 
contour  of  this  \'olatile  vapor,  now  enchanted  castles,  now  troops  of  horsemen, 
now  bannered  procession,  now  winged  couriers,  now  a  black  angel  of  wrath  under 
a  spear  of  the  sunshine  turned  to  an  angel  of  light,  and  now  from  horizon  to 
horizon  the  air  is  a  picture  galler>'  filled  with  niasleqiieces  of  which  God  is  the 
artist,  morning  clouds  of  smoke  boni  in  the  sunrise,  and  evening  clouds  of  smoke 
laid  in  the  burnished  sepulchres  of  the  sunset. 

A  BLAUTIFUL  SYMBOL. 

The  beauty  of  the  transfigured  smoke  is  a  divine  symbol  of  Uie  beauty  of  the 
Church.  Tlie  fairest  of  all  the  fair  is  she.  Do  not  call  those  persecutors  of  whom 
I  spoke,  the  Church.  They  are  the  parasites  of  tlie  Church,  not  the  Church  itself. 
Her  mission  is  to  cover  the  earth  with  a  supernatural  gladness,  to  open  all  the 
prison-doors,  to  balsam  all  the  wounds,  to  moss  all  the  graves,  to  burn  up  the 
night  in  the  fireplace  of  a  great  morning,  to  change  iron  handcuffs  into  diamond 
wristlets,  to  turn  the  whole  race  around,  and  whereas  it  faced  death,  commanding 
it.  "  Right  about  face  for  heaven  1"  According  to  the  uumbcr  of  tlie  spires  of  the 
churches  in  all  our  cities,  to\\'ns  and  neighborhoods,  are  the  good  homes,  the 
worldly  prosperities,  and  the  pure  morals,  and  the  happy  souls. 

Meet  me  at  any  depot  the  world  over,  and  with  my  eyes  closed,  take  me  by 
the  hand  and  lead  me  so  that  my  feet  will  not  stumble,  and  without  my  once 
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lookinE  down,  or  looking  on  the  le\-el.  take  nie  to  acme  high  roof  or  tow«r,  and 
let  me  see  the  tops  of  the  clitirches,  and  I  will  tell  you  the  proportion  of  suicides, 
of  arsons,  of  murders,  of  thefts.  According  as  the  churches  are  numerous  are  the 
crimes  few.  According  as  the  churches  are  few  the  crimes  are  numerous.  The 
most  beautiful  organization  the  world  ever  saw  or  ever  will  see  is  the  much-  ■ 
inaligiKfl  Church,  the  friend  of  all  g^Kxl,  the  foe  of  all  evil,  "  fair  as  the  moon  and 
clear  a-s  the  sun."  Beautiful  in  her  author,  beautiful  in  her  mission,  the  heroine 
of  the  centuries,  the  bride  of  Christ,  Uie  queen  of  the  nations.  There  are  hundreds 
of  kindly  institutions,  some  caring  for  inebriates,  some  for  the  crippled,  some  for 
the  imbecile,  some  for  the  uiisled,  some  for  the  blind,  Imt  the  Church  is  the  mother 
of  all  these  kindly  institutions.  There  are  a.«iylums,  American,  or  English,  or 
Scotch,  or  Irish,  or  French,  or  German,  or  Italian,  but  the  Church  spreads  her 
mantle  over  all  these,  and  will  yet  spread  it  over  all  nations.  Her  gates  are 
beautiful,  her  songs  are  beautiful,  her  prayers  are  beautiful,  her  convocations  are  ■ 
beautiful,  her  work  is  beautiful.  AH  kings  and  warriors  will  yet  bow  down  at  her 
altars,  all  chains  of  serfdom  be  shattered  against  her  doorstep,  all  nations  will  yet 
follow  her  leading.  How  amiable  are  thy  tabernacles!  How  sacred  thy  altars! 
How  glorious  thy  auditoriums !  So  graceful,  so  aspiring,  so  grand,  and  rolling 
on.  and  rolling  up,  we  cry  out  in  regard  to  her:  "  Who  is  this  that  cometh  out  of 
the  wilderness  like  pillars  of  smoke  ?" 

THE  SMOKE  OF  PEACE. 

"  Perfumed  smoke,"  says  Solomon,  not  like  the  fiimcs  coughed  up  from  the 
throat  of  a  steam  pil>c.  or  poisoned  with  the  gases  ofchemic.nl  factories,  or  floating 
in  black  wrath  from  the  ctniflagration  of  homesteads,  or  sulphurous  from  bla/ing 
batteries,  but  sweet  as  a  burning  grove  of  cinnamon  or  jungle  of  sassafras,  or  the 
odors  of  n  temple  censer. 

Who  is  this  that  cometh  out  of  the  wilderness  tike  pillars  of  smoke,  perfumed 
with  m\-rTh  and  frankincense? 

Hear  it.  men  and  women  tvcn.whcrc.  that  the  advance  of  the  gtaiuinc  Church 
of  Christ  means  |x*-ace  for  all  naliims.  Victor  Hugo,  in  his  book  entitled  "  Ninety- 
three,"  says:  "Nothing  calmer  than  smoke,  but  nothing  more  startling.  There 
are  peaceful  smokes  and  there  arc  enl  ones.  The  thickness  and  color  of  a  line  of 
smoke  make  the  whole  difference  between  war  and  peace,  between  fraternity  and 
hatred.  The  whole  happiness  of  man  or  his  complete  uiiser>'  is  sometimes  expressed 
in  this  thin  vapor  which  the  wind  scatters  at  will." 

The  great  Frenchman  was  right,  but  I  go  further  and  say  that  as  the 
kingdom  of  God  advances  like  pillars  of  smoke,  the  black  volumes  belching 
from  batteries  of  war  and  pouring  out  from  port-boles  of  ships  will  vanish  from 
the  sky. 


A  distinguishwl  geiilleman  of  the  lale  war  loltl  me  recently  that  Abraham 
Lincoln  proposed  to  avoid  our  civil  conflict  by  purchase  of  all  the  slaves  of  the 
South  and  setting  them  free.  He  calculated  what  would  be  a  reasonable  price  for 
thcni.  and  when  the  number  of  millions  of  dollars  that  would  be  required  for  sucfi 
a  piiqK>se  w:is  announced  the  proposition  was  scouted,  and  the  North  would  not 
have  made  the  nflTer,  and  the  South  would  not  have  accepted  it,  if  made. 

"  But,"  said  my  niililar>'  friend,  "  the  war  went  on.  and  just  the  nuniljcr  of 
millions  of  dollars  that  Mr.  Lincohi  calculated  would  have  l)een  enough  to  make  a 
reasonable  purchase  of  all  the  slaves  were  spent  in  war,  besides  all  the  preciouft 
lives  that  were  hurled  away  in  the  250  battles.  *" 

In  other  wonls.  there  (Might  to  Ije  some  otl»er  way  for  men  to  settle  their  con- 
troversies without  wholesiile  butchery. 

THE  HORRORS  OF  WAR. 

The  Church  of  God  will  yet  btci>nie  the  arbiter  of  nations.  If  the  world  would 
allow  it.  it  would  to-day  step  in  between  Germany  and  France  and  settle  the  trou- 
ble about  Alsace  and  L*.irraine,  and  between  Russia  and  Bulgaria,  and  I«.'twceii 
England  and  her  antagonists,  ancl  Ijetween  all  the  other  nations  that  are  fiying  at 
each  others"  throats,  and  command  peace  and  disband  armies,  and  harness  for  the 
plow  the  war  horses  now  being  hitched  to  ammunition  wagons,  or  saddled  for 
cavalry  ch.irge.  Thai  time  must  come,  or,  through  the  incrcasc<i  facility  for  shtK»t 
ing  men  and  blowing  up  cities  and  overwhelming  hosts  to  instant  death,  so  that 
we  can  kill  n  regiment  easier  than  we  could  once  kilt  a  company,  and  kill  a  brigade 
easier  than  we  could  once  kill  a  regiment,  the  patent  offices  of  the  world  more  busy 
than  ever  in  recognizing  new  enginen.-  of  destruction,  the  human  race  will,  after 
a  while,  go  fighting  with  one  arm,  and  hobbling  with  one  foot,  and  stumbling; 
along  with  one  eye,  and  some  ingenious  inventor,  inspire*!  of  the  archangel  of  all 
mischief,  will  contrive  a  machine  tliat  will  bore  a  hole  to  the  earth's  centre,  and 
some  des[)--rate  nation  will  throw  into  tluit  hole  enough  dynamite  to  lilow  this  hult 
of  a  planet  into  fragments,  dropping  like  meteoric  stones  on  .surrounding  stellar, 
habitations. 

Hut  this  shall  not  be,  for  whatever  else  I  let  go,  I  hang  on  to  my  liible,  which 
tells  me  that  the  blacksmitli's  shop  shall  yet  aime  to  its  grandest  iLse  when  the 
warrior  and  the  husbandman  shall  enter  it  side  by  side,  and  the  soldier  shall  throw 
into  its  bank  of  fires  his  sword,  and  the  fanner  shall  pick  it  up  a  plowshare,  and 
the  straightest  spear  shall  be  bent  into  a  crook  at  each  end.  and  then  cut  in  two, 
and  what  was  one  spear  shall  be  two  pruning  forks.  Down  with  Moloch  and  up 
with  Christ !     Let  no  more  war-horses  cat  out  of  the  manger  where  Jesus  was  liom. 

Peace  !  Forever  roll  off  the  sky  the  black  pillars  nf  smoke  fmm  the  Marengos, 
and  Salamancas,  and  Borodinos.  and  Sedans,  and  Gctt>-sburgs  of  earth  1     Aod 
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right  after  them  roll  into  the  heavens  Uie  peaceful  vapors  from  the  chimneys  of 
farm  houses,  and  asylums,  and  churches,  and  capitals  of  Christian  nations,  and,  as 
the  sunlight  strikes  through  these  vapors  they  will  write  in  letters  of  jet  and  gold 


K(.  Peter  aemiBiwiilM  Puil  on  hU  Um  tHp  to  Komc.  aod  there  prraebcd  the  (op^l  uiiil  lh«  utirUIuic 
ncaiuHl  the  C1■tiMMll■^  •!  the  itttiiflntinn  of  Nrfn,  whrii  l>r  wm*  ciiK-iflrd.  brad  dirwiiwanl*.  while  Ihe  Koman 
|»pal«fe   ^tailed  Itirir  tilowlj  vrUKraiKv  fur   the  tiurniiiK  of  I  be  •^'r   'iv  deslnijrinB  thcHiutiita  of   innncrnl 

all  over  the  sky  Oram  horizon  to  zenith;  * '  Glor>' to  God  iu  the  highest,  and  on  earth 
peace.  gix«I  will  Hi  lutni  !" 

Then  kl  all  the  men-of-war  fire  a  hma<lMde.  and  all  the  forts  thunder  forth  a 
resounding  volley,  and  the  earth  be  girdled  with  the  camionade  over  the  final 
victory  of  the  truth. 


BURNING  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Oh,  come  into  the  Chiincb  through  Christ,  the  door — a  door  more  glorioiisi 
than  that  of  the  Temple  of  I  Icrciiles,  which  had  two  pillars,  and  one  was  gold  an<l 
the  other  emerald  !  Come  tii  to-day.  Come  in  and  be  one  of  the  eternal  victors  I 
The  world  yon  leave  behind  is  a  poor  world,  and  it  will  burn  and  pass  off  ]ik« 
pillars  of  smoke.  Whether  the  final  conflajjration  will  ^tnn  in  the  coal  mines  of 
Pennsylvania,  which,  iu  some  places,  have  for  many  years  been  burning  and  eat- 
ing into  the  heart  of  the  mountains;  or  whether  it  shall  begin  near  the  California 
geysere;  or  whether  from  out  the  furnaces  of  Cotopaxi,  and  Vesuvius,  and  Stroni- 
boli,  it  shall  burnt  forth  upon  Uie  astonished  nations,  I  make  no  prophecy :  but 
all  geologists  tell  us  that  we  stiiiid  on  the  lid  of  a  world  the  heart  of  which  is  a 
raging,  roaring,  awful  fianie,  and  some  day  GwJ  will  let  the  retl  monsters  out  of 
their  imprisonment  of  centuries,  and  New  York  on  fire  in  1835,  and  Cliarleslon  oa 
fire  in  1865,  and  Chicago  ou  fire  in  1871.  and  Bc-itou  on  fire  in  1873.  were  only 
like  one  spark  from  a  blacksmith's  forge  as  cpmiwired  with  tliat  last  universal  blaze 
which  will  l)e  seen  in  other  worlds.  But  gradually  the  flames  will  lesseu.  and  the 
world  will  become  a  great  linng  coal,  and  that  will  take  on  ashen  hue,  and  thea 
our  mined  planet  will  begin  to  smoke,  and  the  mountains  will  smoke,  and  the 
valleys  will  smoke,  and  the  islands  will  smoke,  and  the  seas  will  smoke,  and  the 
cities  will  smoke,  and  the  five  continents  will  be  five  pillars  of  smoke.  But  the 
black  vapt^rs  will  begin  to  lessen  in  height  and  density,  and  then  will  Inxxime 
hardly  visible  to  those  who  look  iii>on  it  from  the  sky  galleries,  and  afler  a  while 
fipom  just  one  point  there  will  curl  up  a  thin  solitar>-  vapor,  and  then  even  tliat  will 
vanish,  and  there  will  l>e  nothing  left  except  the  charred  mins  of  a  burned-out 
world,  the  corp.se  of  a  dead  star,  the  ashes  of  an  extinguished  planet,  a  fallen  pillax 
of  smoke. 

Hut  that  will  not  interfere  with  your  investments  if  ynu  have  taken  Christ  fli 
your  Saviour.     Secure  heaven  as  your  eternal  home,  you  can  look  down  upa| 
dismantled,  disrupted  and  demolished  earth  without  any  perturbation. 

When  wrapped  in  fire  the  realms  of  ether  ^low. 
And  heaven's  last  thunder  shakes  the  earth  below, 
TliDu,  tiihlituuaycd.  ohftU  o'er  the  ruiiiaamilc. 
And  light  thy  torch  at  nature's  funemi  pile. 


A  TRIBUTE  TO  OUR  WAR  FLEETS  AND  THE  BRAVE  SAILORS  WHO  MANNED  THEM. 

ONG  ago,  cveii  eighteen  centuries  ago,  the  Apostle  James  said, 
"  Ik'liuld  tbe  ships."  If  any  exclamation  was  in  any  measure 
appropriate  llit-n  a>iiceming  the  crude  fishing -.smacks  that 
sailed  Lake  Galilee,  how  much  more  appropriate  in  an  age 
which  has  launched  from  the  dr)'  docks,  for  purpoAcs  of 
peace,  the  "Arizona,"  of  the  Guion  Line;  the  "City  of  New 
York,"  of  the  lumau  Line;  the  "Iigypt."af  the  National 
Line;  the  "Germanic."  of  the  White  Star  Line;  the  "  Circassia,"  of  the  Anchor 
Line:  the  "  Etruria."  of  theCunard  Line,  and  the  "  Great  Kastem."  with  hull  680 
fcet  long— not  a  failure,  for  it  helped  lay  the  Atlantic  cable,  and  that  was  eiicmgh 
glory  for  one  ship's  existence— and  in  an  age  which  for  purposes  of  war  has 
launched  the  screw-sloops  like  the ' '  Idaho. ' '  the  *'  Shenandoah, "  the '  'Ossipee, "  and 
our  ironclads  like  the  "  Kalamazoo,"  the  "Roanoke,  "and  the  "  Dunderberg,"  and 
those  which  have  already  been  buried  in  the  deep.  like  the  "  Monitor."  lhe'*Honsa- 
lonic."  the  "Wcchawkcn,"  and  the  "  Tenimseh,"  the  tempests  ever  since  sounding 
a  volley  over  their  water  sepulchres,  and  the  scarred  veterans  of  war  shipping  like 
the  "  Constitution,"  or  the  "  Alliance,  '*  or  the  "  Constellation,*'  that  have  swung 
into  the  naval  yards  to  spend  their  last  days,  their  diircks  now  nil  silent  of  the  feet 
that  trod  them,  their  rigging  all  silent  of  the  hands  that  clung  to  them,  their  port- 
holes silent  of  the  brazen  throats  that  once  thundered  out  of  them.  If  in  the 
first  centnrj-,  when  war  vessels  wltc  dependent  on  the  oars  that  paddled  at  the 
side  of  them  for  propulsion,  his  words  were  suggestive,  with  how  much  more 
emphasis,  and  meaning,  and  ovenvhelming  reminiscence  we  can  cr>'  out,  as  we 
see  the  "  Kearsarge  "  lie  across  the  bows  of  tlie  "  Alabama  "  and  sink  it,  teach- 
ing foreign  nations  they  had  belter  keep  their  hand  off  our  American  fight;  or 
as  we  see  the  ram  "  .Albemarle."  of  the  Confederates,  running  out  and  in  the 
Roanoke,  and  up  and  down  the  coast,  throwing  c\*er>*lhing  into  confusion  as 
no  other  craft  kvct  did,  pursued  by  the  "  Miami."  the  "Ceres."  the  "South- 
field."  the  "Sassacus."  the  "  Mattabesett."  the"\\Tiitehead."  the  "Commodore 
Hull."  the  "Louisiana,"  the  "Minnesota"  and  other  armed  vessels,  all  trj-ing 
in  vain  to  catch  her,  until  Captain  Cxisliing.  twenty-one  years  of  age,  and  his  nieu 
blew  her  up,  himself  and  only  one  other  escaping;  and  as  I  sec  the  dagship 
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'*  Hartford,"  and  the  "  Ricbmond,"  and  the  "  Mouongaliela, " '  with  other  gun- 
boats, sweep  pass  the  batteries  of  Port  Hudson,  and  the  Mississippi  flows  forever 
free  to  all  Northern  and  Southern  craft,  I  cr>'  out  with  a  patriotic  emotion  that  t 
cannot  suppress  if  I  would,  and  would  not  if  I  could;    "  Behold  also  the  shij»s  !" 

THE  NEGLECTED  SAILOR. 

Al  the  annual  decoration  of  graves,  North  and  South,  among  Federals  and 
Confederates,  full  justice  has  been  done  to  the  memory  of  those  who  fought  on 
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SHII'   AMllV  ! 


the  land  in  our  great  contest,  but  not  enough  has  been  said  of  those  who  nn  sliip's 
deck  dared  and  suffered  all  things.  So,  ve  admirals,  coninipdorcs,  connnnmicrs, 
captains,  piloU?,  gxintiers,  boatswains,  siiilrnakers,  surgeons,  stokers,  mes-ynales 
and  seamen  of  all  names,  to  use  your  own  parlance,  we  might  as  well  get  under 
way  and  stand  out  Inward  sea.  Let  all  land-lubbers  go  ashore.  Full  speed  now  ! 
Four  bells. 

Never  since  the  sea  6ght  of  Lepanto,  where  ,^oo  royal  galleys,  manned  by 
50,000  warriors,  at  sunrise,  September  6.  1571,  met  250  royal  galleys,  manned 


by  120,000  men,  and  in  the  four  hours  of  Imttlc  Sooo  fell  on  one  side  and  35.000 
on  the  other;  yea,  never  since  the  day  when  at  Actium,  thirty-one  years  before 
Christ.  Augustus,  with  269  ships,  scattered  the  260  ships  of  Mark  Antony  and 
gained  universal  dominion  as  the  prize;  yea,  since  the  day  when  at  Salamis  the 
1200  galleys  of  the  Persians,  manned  by  500,000  men,  were  cruslied  hy  Greeks 
with  less  than  a  third  of  that  force;  yea,  ne\-er  since  Uie  time  of  Noah,  the  first 
ship  captain,  has  the  world  seen  such  a  miraculous  creation  as  that  of  the  Ameri- 
can navy  in  1861.  There  were  about  200  available  seamen  in  all  tlie  naval 
stations  and  receiving  ships,  and  here  and  there  an  old  vessel.  Yet  orders  were 
given  to  blockade  2500  miles  of  sea-coast,  greater  than  the  whole  coast  of  Europe, 
and,  Ix^iidc  that,  the  Ohio,  Teinicsscc.  Cumberland,  Mississippi  and  other  great 
rivers,  covering  an  extent  of  2000  more  miles,  were  to  be  patrolled.  No  wonder 
the  whole  civilized  world  burst  inU>  a  guffaw  of  laughter  at  the  seeming  impossi- 
bility. Hut  the  work  was  done,  done  almost  immediately,  done  thoroughly,  and 
done  with  a  speed  and  consuninintc  skill  that  eclipsetl  all  the  hislttry  of  naval 
architecture.  What  brilliant  achievements  are  suggested  by  the  mere  mention  of 
the  names  of  the  rear-admirals.  If  all  llicy  did  should  be  T,vrittei),  e\'ery  one,  I 
suppose  that  even  the  world  itself  could  not  contain  the  books  that  should  Ix- 
written.  But  these  names  have  received  llie  honors  due.  The  most  of  them 
went  to  their  graves  under  the  cannonade  of  all  the  fort.-*,  navy  yards  and  men- 
of-war,  the  flags  of  all  the  shipping  and  capitnls  at  half-mast. 

DEEDS  OF  NAVAL  HEROES. 

But  I  recite  now  the  deeds  of  our  naval  heroes  who  have  not  yet  rccei'\*ed 
appropriate  recognition.     "  Behold  also  the  ships." 

As  we  will  never  know  what  our  national  jirospcrity  is  worth  iinlil  we  realize 
what  it  cost.  I  recall  the  unrecited  fact  that  the  men  of  the  navy  ran  especial  risks. 
'They  had  not. only  the  human  weaponr>-  to  contend  with,  but  the  tides,  the  fog. 
the  storm.  Not  like  other  ships  cr.>uld  thc>"  run  iutn  harbor  at  the  approach  of 
an  e<]iiinox,  or  a  cyclone,  or  a  lutrricane,  IiecaiLse  the  harbors  were  hostile.  A 
miscalculation  of  a  tide  might  leave  them  on  a  bar,  and  a  fog  might  overthrow 
all  Ike  plans  of  wisest  commo<lore  and  admiral,  and  accident  might  leave  them 
not  on  the  land  ready  for  an  mnbnlance.  but  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  as  when 
the  t<»rpedo  blew  up  the  "Tecumseh,"  in  Mobile  Bay.  and  nearly  all  ou  board 
perished.  They  were  at  the  mercy  of  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Oceans,  which 
have  no  mcrc>'.  Such  temjtests  aswreckal  the  Spanish  "Armada"  might  any 
day  swoop  upon  the  squadron.  No  hiding  behind  the  earthworks.  No  digging 
iu  of  cavalr>*  spurs  at  the  sound  of  retreat.  Mightier  than  all  the  fortresses  on 
all  the  coasts,  is  the  ocean  when  it  bombards  a  flotilla.  In  the  cemeteries  for 
Federal  and  Confederate  dead,  are  the  bodies  of  most  of  those  who  lell  on  the 
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land.  Bnt  where  lliosu  arc  vi\io  went  down  in  the  war  vessels  will  not  be  known 
until  tlie  sea  gives  up  its  dead.  The  Jack  tars  knew  tliat  white  loving  arms  might 
c:irr>-  the  men  who  fell  on  the  land  rind  bur>-  them  with  solemn  liturgy  and  the 
honors  of  war,  for  the  bodies  of  those  who  di'opped  from  the  ratlines  into  the  sea, 
or  went  down  with  all  on  board  under  the  stroke  of  a  gunboat,  there  remained 
the  shark,  atid  the  whale,  and  the  endless  tossing  of  the  sea  which  cannot  rest. 
How  will  you  find  their  graves  for  a  national  decoration  ?  Nothing  but  the  arch- 
angel's trumpet  shall  reach  their  lowly  bed.  A  few  of  them  have  been  galhcrecl 
into  naval  cemetcriqfi  of  the  land,  and  yon  will  garland  thtr  sod  that  aivers  them, 
but  who  will  put  (lowers  on  the  fallen  crew  of  the  exploded  "  Westfield  "  and 
*'Shawsheen."  and  the  sunken  "Southficld."  and  the  "Winficld  Scott/* 
Bldlets  threatening  in  front,  bombs  ihrefltening  from  aliove,  torjiedoes  threaten- 
ing from  beneath,  anil  the  t^ean,  with  its  reputation  of  6000  years  for  ship- 
•wreck  lying  all  around — am  I  not  right  in  saying  it  required  a  special  courage 
for  the  na\7  ? 

FROM  PICTUHCSOOE  DISPLAY  TO  DEATH. 

It  looks  picturesque  and  beautiful  to  see  a  war  vessel  going  out  tlirough  the 
Narrows,  sailors  in  new  rig  siuging: 

A  life  oti  the  cxean  vavc, 
A  bonie  on  the  rolling  drep ! 

the  colors  gracefully  dipping  to  passing  ships,  the  decks  immaculately  clean,  and 
the  guns  at  Quarantine  firing  a  parting  salute.  But  the  poetr>'  is  all  gone  out  of 
that  ship  as  it  comes  out  of  an  engagement,  like  that  off  Trafalgar,  where  Nelson 
gained  imperishable  honors,  its  decks  red  with  human  blood,  wheel-house  gone. 
the  cabin  a  pile  of  shattered  mirrors  and  destroyed  furniture,  stccring-whcel 
broken,  smoke-stack  crushed,  a  100-pound  WTiitworth  rifle  shot  having  Icfl  its 
mark  from  port  to  slarlward,  the  shrouds  rent  away,  ladders  splintered  and  decks 
plowed  up,  and  smoke- blackened  and  scahled  corpses  lying  among  those  who  are 
gasping  their  last  gasp,  far  away  hvm  home  and  kindred,  whom  they  lo\-e  as 
much  as  we  love  wife,  and  parents,  and  children.  Not  waiting  until  you  are  dead 
to  put  upon  your  graves  a  wreath  of  recognition,  this  hour  we  put  on  your  living 
brow  the  garland  of  a  nation's  praise. 

O  men  of  the  Western  Gulf  squadron,  of  the  Eastern  Gulf  squadron,  of  the 
South  Ailantic  scjuadron,  of  the  Nt>rth  Atlantic  s<iuadron,  of  the  Mississippi 
squadron,  of  the  Pacific  squadron,  of  the  West  India  squadron,  and  of  the 
Potomac  flotilla,  hear  our  thanks !  Take  the  benediction  of  our  churches. 
Accept  the  hospitalities  of  tlie  nation.  If  we  had  onr  way  we  would  get  you  not 
only  a  pension,  but  a  home  and  a  princely  wardrobe,  and  an  equipage,  and  a 
banquet  while  you  live,  and  after  your  departure  a  catafalque,  and  a  niausoleuua 
of  sculptured  marble,  xvilh  a  model  of  the  ship  in  which  you  won  the  day.     It  is 
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considered  a  gallQut  thing  when  in  a  naval  fight  the  flag-ship,  with  its  blue 
CDsign,  goes  ahead  up  a  river  or  into  a  bny,  its  admiral  standing  in  the  shrouds 
watching  and  giving  ordiers.  But  I  have  to  tell  you.  O  veterans  of  the  American 
im\7.  if  you  are  as  loyal  to  Christ  as  you  were  to  the  guvemment  there  is  a  flag- 
ship sailing 
ahead  of  you 
of  which  Christ 
is  the  Admiral, 
and  He  watches 
from  the 
shrouds,  and 
the  tieavens  are 
the  blue  en- 
sign, and  He 
leads  you  to- 
ward the  har- 
bor, and  all  the 
broadsides  of 
earth  and  hell 
cannot  damage 
you,  and  ye, 
whose  gar- 
ments  weic 
once  red  with 
your  own 
blood,  shall 
ha%*e  a  robe 
washed  and 
made  wliile  in 
the  blood  of  the 
Lamb.  Then 
strike  eight 
bells !  High 
noou  in  heaven ! 
With  such 
anticipation,  O 
veterans  of  the 

American  navy,  I  charge  you  bear  up  under  the  aches  and  weaknesses  that  yon 
still  cftrT>'  fTr)m  the  war  times  !  You  are  not  as  stalwart  as  yon  would  have  lieen 
but  for  tliat  uer\'ous  strain  and  for  that  terrific  exposure.     Let  e\'ery  ache  and 
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pain,  instead  of  depressing,  remind  you  of  your  fidelity.  The  sinking  of  the 
"  Weehawkeii"  oif  Morris  Island,  Deccraber  6,  1863,  was  a  mysteo'.  She  was  not 
under  fire.  The  sea  was  not  rough.  Bwt  Admiral  Dahlgrcn,  fnim  the  deck  of 
the  flag  steamer  "Philadelphia,"  saw  her  graclually  sinking,  and  finally  she 
struck  the  ground,  but  the  flag  still  floated  above  tht;  waves  in  the  sight  of  Ihe 
shipping.  It  was  afterward  found  that  .she -sank  from  weakness  through  injuries 
in  previous  .service.  Htr  plates  had  been  knocked  l<x)se  in  previous  times.  So 
you  have  in  ncr\'e,  and  mtutcle,  and  bone,  and  dimmed  eyesight,  and  dinicult 
hearing,  and  shortne-iis  of  breath,  many  intimations  that  you  are  gradually  going 
down.  It  is  the  service  of  twenty-three  years  ago  that  is  telling  on  you.  Be 
of  good  cheer.  We  owe  you  just  as  much  as  though  your  life-blood  had  gurgled 
through  the  f^cuppers  of  the  ship  in  the  Red  River  expedition,  or  as  though  you 
liad  gone  down  with  the  "  Melville"  off  Haltcras.  Only  keep  you  fl:ig  flying  as 
did  the  illustrious  "  Weehawkra." 

Gofxl  cheer,  my  Ixiys  !  The  memory  of  m.in  is  poor,  and  all  that  talk  alHtut 
the  country  never  forgetting  thojie  who  fought  for  ii  is  an  untruth,  ll  does  forget. 
Witness  how  the  veterans  sometimes  had  to  turn  the  hand-organs  on  the  street  to 
get  their  families  a  living.  Witness  how  nitlih-ssly  somt:  of  Ihcin  have  iK'cn 
turned  out  of  office  that  some  hloat  of  a  ptilitician  might  take  tlieir  place. 
Witness  the  fact  that  there  is  not  a  man  or  woman  now  under  thirt>'  years  of  age 
who  has  any  full  appreciation  of  the  four  years'  martyrdom  of  1861  to  1865 
inclusive.  But  while  men  may  forget,  (lod  never  forgets.  He  remembers  the 
swinging  hammock.  He  remembers  the  forecastle.  He  remembers  the  froTien 
ropes  of  that  Jannar>'  tempest.  He  remembers  the  amputalton  without  sufficient 
ether.  He  remembers  the  horrors  of  that  deafening  night  when  forts  from  l»oth 
sides  belched  on  you  their  fur\-  and  the  heavens  glowed  with  the  ascending  and 
descending  missiles  of  death,  and  your  ship  quaked  under  the  recoil  of  the  100- 
poundtT,  while  all  the  gunners,  actx^rding  to  conmiand,  s1o<h1  (in  tipU>e  with 
monlh  wide  open  lest  the  concussion  shatter  hearing  or  brain.  He  reniemben;  it 
all  l>elter  than  you  remember  it.  and  in  some  .shape  reward  will  be  given.  God  is 
tlic  best  of  all  paymasters,  and  for  those  who  do  their  whole  duty  to  Him  and  the 
world  the  pension  awarded  is  an  everlasting  heaven. 

Sometimes  off  the  coast  of  England  the  royal  family  have  inspected  the 
Uriti.sh  na\-y  raaiicEuvred  before  them  for  that  purpose.  In  the  Baltic  Sea  the 
Czar  ajid  Czarina  have  re\*iewed  the  Russian  navy.  To  bring  before  the  Ameri- 
can people  the  debt  the>'  owe  to  the  imvy,  I  go  out  with  you  on  the  Atlantic 
Ocean,  where  there  i.«;  plenty  of  room,  and  in  imagination  review  the  war-shipping 
of  our  three  great  conflicts — 1776,  1812.  and  1865.  Swing  into  line  all  ye  frigates, 
ironclads,  fire-rafts,  gunboats,  and  men-of-war.  There  they  come,  all  sail  set  and 
alt  furnaces  in    full   blast,   sheaves  of  crysUd  tossing  from  their  cutting  prows. 
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Thai  is  the  "  Delaware."  an  ol<l  Revolutionary  craft,  comnianiled  tn-  Coiimioclore 
Decatur.  Yonder  goes  the  "Constitution."  Commodore  Hull  coimiianding.  Tliere 
is  the  "  Chesapeake,"  coramanUed  by  Captain  Lawrence,  whose  dying  words  were; 
'■  Uciti't  give  up  the  ship,"  and  tlie  "Niagara,"  of  iSiz,  commanded  by  Commodore 
Pltr-,  who  wrote  on  the  l>ack  of  an  old  letttr.  resting  on  his  navy  cap:  "  We  have 
met  the  eiieiuy,  and  they  arc  ours."     Yonder  is  the  flagship  "  Wabash,  "  Admiral 
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Dapont  commanding;  yonder  the  flagship  "Minnesota."  Admiral  Gotdsborongh 
commanding:  yonder  the  flagship  "  Philadelphia,"  Admiral  Dnhlgnen  command- 
ing: yonder  the  flagship  "San  Jacinto,"  Admiral  Baile>'  commanding:  yonder  the 
Oagsfaip  "  Black  Hawk,"  Admiral  Porter  commanding;  yonder  tlie  flag  steamer 
"  Benton."  Admiral  Foote  cuinmanding:  yonder  the  flagship  '"  Hartford."  David 
Glascoc  Farragiil  commanding.  And  now  all  the  squadrons  of  all  departments, 
from  smallest  lugLoat  to  niiglilicst  man-of-war,  are  m  procession,  decks  and  rigging 
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filled  with  the  men  who  fought  on  tlie  sea  for  the  old  flag  cvtr  since  we  were  a 
nation.  Grandest  fleet  the  world  ever  saw.  Sail  on  liefore  all  ages  !  Run  up  all 
llic  colors!  King  oil  tlie  bells!  Yea,  open  all  the  port-Jiolcs !  Unhmber  the 
guiLs  and  load  and  fire  one  great  broadside  tliat  shall  sliake  tlie  continents  in 
honor  of  peace  and  the  eternity  of  the  American  Union  !  Hut  I  lift  Tin-  hand  and 
the  scene  has  vanished.  Many  of  the  ships  have  dropped  under  tJie  crj'stal 
pavement  of  the  deep  sea.  monsters  s\Wniming  in  Eind  out  the  forsaken  cabin,  and 
other  old  craft  have  swung  into  the  na^*?-  yards,  and  many  of  the  brave  spirits 
who  trod  their  decks  are  gone  up  to  the  eternal  fortress,  from  whose  casements 
and  embrasures  may  we  not  liojje  they  look  down  to-day  with  joy  upon  a  nation 
in  re-united  brotherhood  ? 


DEATH  OF  FARRAGUT. 
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At  the  annual  connnenKiratiim  I  i)elhought  that  most  of  you  who  were  in 
naval  ser\'ice  during  our  late  war  are  now  in  the  afteniooii  or  evening  of  life. 
With  some  of  you  it  is  two  o'clock,  three  o'clock,  four  o'clock,  six  o'clock,  and  it 
will  soon  be  iinndown.  If  you  were  of  age  when  the  war  broke  out  you  are  now 
at  least  forty-eight.  Many  of  you  have  passed  into  tlio  sixties  and  seventies; 
therefore  it  is  appropriate  that  I  hold  two  great  lights  for  yoar  illumination — the 
example  of  Christian  admirals  consecrated  to  Christ  and  their  coutitrj*,  Admiral 
Foote  and  Admiral  Farragut.  Had  the  Christian  religion  been  a  ojwardly  thing 
the>'  would  have  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  In  its  faith  they  lived  and  died.  In 
our  Brooklyn  Navy  Yard.  Admiral  Footc  held  prayer  meetings  and  conducted  a 
re\'ival  on  the  fLtciving-ship  "  North  Carolina,"  and  on  Sabbath,  far  out  at  sea, 
foHowetl  the  chaplain  with  religious  exhortation.  In  early  life  <ni  Ixiard  the  sloop 
of  war  "  Natchez,"  impressed  by  the  words  of  a  Christian  s.iilor.  he  gave  his  spare 
time  for  two  sveeks  to  the  Bible,  and,  at  the  end  of  that,  declared  openly :  ' '  Hence- 
forth, under  alt  circumstances.  I  will  act  for  God."  His  last  words  while  dying, 
at  the  Astor  House,  New  York,  were:  "  I  thank  God  for  all  His  goodness  to  me. 
He  has  been  very  good  to  me."  When  he  entered  heaven  he  did  not  have  to  run 
a  blockade,  for  it  was  amid  the  cheers  of  a  great  welcome.  The  other  Christian 
Admiral  will  be  honored  until  the  day  when  the  fires  from  above  shall  lick  up  the 
waters  from  beneath,  and  there  tihall  be  tio  more  sea. 

Oh,  while  old  ocenn's  Lrcitst 

Bears  a  wbUc  sail. 
And  (iod'B  soft  stars  to  real 

Uuid«  tliniu^h  llic  gale 
Men  will  him  ne'er  forget 

Old  hearts  of  oak, 
Formgiit.  Farragut. 

TliunderboU  Ktroke  I 
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When  ill  Mobile  Baj'  the  monitor  "  Tecnniseh  "  simfc  from  a  torpedo,  and  the 
great  war-ship  "  Brookljti,"  that  was  to  lead  the  squadron,  tiinied  back,  he  said  he 
was  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  to  advance  or  retreat,  and  he  says:  "  1  prayed,  '  O 
God.  who  created  man  and  gave  him  reason,  direct  what  to  do.  Shall  I  go  on  ?' 
And  a  voice  commanded  me:  '  Go  on.'     And  I  went  on.  " 

Was  tliere  ever  a  more  touching  Christian  letter  than  that  which  he  wrote  to 
his  wife  from  liis  flagship  ' '  Hartford  ?" 

Hv  DSARRST  WtFR.  —I  write  and  leave  this  letter  for  jrou.  I  am  going  into  Mobile  Bny 
in  Ibe  momiog,  if  iiad  i%  my  leader,  and  I  hope  He  is,  and  in  tliin  I  jiUce  my  tnivl.  If  He 
lliitiks  it  is  liic  proper  place  for  me  Iodic  I  am  ready  to  submit  to  I  lis  will  in  tliat  as  in  all  other 
thiii^^  OlmI  Mess  und  preserve  you,  uiy  darling,  and  my  ilear  boy,  if  anytliiog  Bboulil  liap|>cti 
to  luc.  May  Hra  blessings  rest  upon  you.  and  yotir  denr  molhcr,  and  all  your  sisten;  and  ihcir 
cbililrvn. 

Cheerful  to  the  end,  he  said,  on  board  the  "  Tallapoosa."  in  the  last  voyage 
he  ever  tt>ok:   "  It  would  be  well  if  I  died  now,  in  harness." 

The  sublime  Epis^copal  service  for  the  dead  was  never  more  appropriately  read 
than  over  his  casket,  and  well  did  all  the  forts  of  New  York  harbor  thunder  as  his 
bofly  was  brought  to  the  wharf,  and  well  did  the  niinulc  gnns  sound  and  the  belts 
toll  as  in  a  procession  having  in  its  ranks  the  President  of  the  Uuitetl  States  and 
his  Cabinet,  and  the  mighty-  men  of  land  and  sea,  the  old  admiral  was  carried 
amid  hundreds  uf  thousands  of  uncovered  heads  on  Broadway,  and  laid  on  his 
pillow  uf  dust  in  tieautiful  Woodlawn,  amid  the  pomp  of  our  autnmnal  forests. 

Ye  veterans  who  sailed  and  fought  tuider  him,  take  youradmital's  God  and 
Christ  for  your  God  and  Christ.  After  a  few  more  conflicts  you  too  will  rest. 
Ftjr  the  few  remaining  fights  with  sin.  and  death,  and  hell  make  ready.  Strip 
your  vessel  for  the  fray;  hang  the  sheet  chains  over  the  side;  send  down  the  top- 
gallant masts;  barricade  the  wheel;  rig  in  tlic  flying  jib-boom;  steer  straight  for 
the  shining  shore,  and  hear  the  shout  of  the  great  Cnmniander  of  earth  and 
heaven  as  He  cries  from  Ihe  shrouds:  "To  him  that  overcomctli,  will  I  give  to 
eat  of  the  tree  of  life  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  Taradise  of  God." 
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ANCIENT    WARRIORS    IN    ARMED    PANOPLY,  AND    THE    STRIFE     OF    BROTHER    AGAINST 

BROTHER.  -THE   GREAT    REBELLION. 


P'   ILlTARY  scieuce  in  the  Bible  is  set  forth   iu   a  very  inter- 
esting nmiiner.     In  olden  limes  all  the  ineii  belweco 
twenty  aud  fifty  years  of  age  were  euniUtrd  io  the 
army,  and  tlicn  a  levy  was  made  for  a  special  senna. 
There  were  only  three  or  fiiiir  classes  exempt — Iboec 
who  liad  built  a  house  aud  had  not  occupied  it;  those 
who  had  planted  a  garden  and   had  uot  reaped  \ht 
fruit  of  it:  those  who  were  engaged  to  be  uiarrieii   and  ycl  had 
not  led  the  bride  to  tlie  altar;  those  who  were  yet  in  the  first  y«f 
of  wedded  life;  those  who  were  so  nervous   thai   they  could  oot 
look  upon  an  enemy  btit  they  fied,  aud  could  uot  look  u[>on  l>loaJ 
but  they  fainted. 

EARLY  WEAPONS  OF  WARFARE. 

The  amiy  was  in  three  dn*istoas— the  centre,  aud  right  mbA 
left  wings.     The  weapons  of  defence  were  helmet,   shield,  bccut- 
pliiie,    buckler.      The   weapons   of   offence    were    sword,    ?*pcii, 
javelin,  arrow,  catapult — which  was  merely  a  bow  swung  by  macliinen,-.  ahoat- 
ing  arrows  at  vast  distances;  great  arrows,  one  arrow  as  large  fks  several  rata 
could  lift,    and  ballisia,  which  was  a  sling   slung  by   machinery*,    hurling  grwt 
rocks  aud  large  piwes  of  lead  vast  distances.      The  shiields  were  niude  at  uoitii 
willow-work,  with  three  thicknesses  of  hide,  and  a  loop  inside  tliruugh  '«rhxk 
the  arm  of  the  warrior  might  be  thrust:  and  when  these  soldiers  were  toardi- 
ing  to   attack   an    enemy    on    llie    level    all    these   shields    touched   each   n*brt, 
making  a  wall  moving  but  impenetrable;  and  then  when    they  attacked  «  St- 
ress and  tried  to  capture  a  battlement  this  shield  was  lifted  o\*cr  the  head  w  u 
to  resist  the  falling  missiles.     The  breastplate  was  made  of  two  pieces  of  Jeaihtr, 
brass  covered,  one  piece  falling  over  the  back.     At  the  side  of  the  warriot  Ibc  tw 
pieces  fastened  with  buttons  or  clasps.     The  bows  were  so  stout  and  stiff  flJ 
strong  that  warriors  often  challenged  each  other  to  bend  otre.      The  stringii  «  i*» 
bow  were  made  from  the  sinews  of  oxen.     A  case  like  au  in\-ened  p^'ramiJ  »» 
fastened  lo  the  bacV.,\\\a\  CiSfc  (;»m\.-axttw^  the  arrows,  so  that  when  tbe  wvra 


wanted  to  use  on  arrow  he  would  pul  his  arm  over  his  shoulder  and  pull  forth  the 
arrow  for  the  fight.  Tlie  ankle  of  the  foot  had  an  iron  boot.  When  a  wall  was 
to  be  assaulted  a  battering-ram  was  brought  up.  A  battering-ram  was  a  great 
beam  swung  on 
chains  in  equi- 
librium. The 
halteriiig-ram 
would  be 
brought  close 
up  to  the  wall 
and  then  a 
great  number 
of  men  would 
take  hold  of 
this  beam, 
push    it     back 

as  far  as  the>*  ^^^^-^^^^■^^■i^EY^^^^^^^li'tB^^l^^H^ 
could  and  thLMi 
let  go,  and  the 
beam  became  a 
great  swinging 
pendulum  of 
destruction. 

Twenty  or 
forty  ni  r  I 
would  stand  iu 
a  movable  low- 
er on  the  back 
of  an  elephant, 
the  elephant 
made  drunk 
vrith  wine,  and 
then  headed 
toward  the  t-n 
emy.  and  what 
with  the  heavy 
feet  and    the  *»«*^«  "^  tvrb. 

swinging  proboscis  and  tht:  poisoned  anows  shot  from  the  movable  tower,  the 
destruction  was  appalling.  War  chariots  weiv  in  vogue  and  ihey  were  on  two 
wheels  90  tbey  could  easily  Inm.     A  sword  was  fastened  to  the  |x>le  1>etween  the 
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horses,  so  wlieti  lhe>-  went  ahead  the  sword  Ihnist  and  when  they  turned  nrot 
it  would  niuw  down.  The  annies  carried  flags  beautifull}-  erabroidered.  The  Ir 
of  Judah  carried  a  flag  embroidered  with  a  lion;  tri^je  of  l<.t'uU:n,  embroidered  vi 
a  man;  trilieof  Dan,  embroidered  willi  chernbini.  The  noise  of  the  host  as  tl 
nu>ve<l  oil  was  overwhelming.  What  with  the  clatter  of  .shields  and  tlie  runibli 
of  wheels  and  the  shouts  of  the  cajJtains,  ami  the  vociferations  of  the  entire  host, 
pnjphet  SHvs  it  was  like  llie  rearing  of  the  sea.  Because  Ihe  arts  of  war  have  I. 
a<Iv;inciiiji  al!  these  years  yon  are  not  to  conehide  that  these  annies  of  olden  li 
were  uncontrollable  mobs.  1  could  quote  you  four  or  five  passages  of  Script! 
showing  you  that  they  were  thoroughly  drilled;  they  marched  step  to  step,  shoul 
to  shoulder. 

FOREIGN   NATIONS  JEALOUS  OF  US. 

Nothing  could  be  more  important  than  a  great  national  encampment.  1 
drilled  troops  ean  never  stand  liefore  those  which  are  drilled,  Al  a  lime  w 
other  nations  are  givlttg  such  care  to  military*  tactics,  it  behooves  tliis  nation 
lack  nothing  in  skill.  We  shall  never  have  another  war  between  North 
Srnitl).  The  old  decayed  bone  of  contention,  American  slavery,  has  Ikx-ii 
out,  althougli  here  and  there  a  depraved  politician  takes  it  up  to  see  if  he 
gnaw  fiomelhing  uflT  of  it.  We  arc  floating  off  further  and  further  from  the  pa 
bility  of  sectional  strife,  but  alxml  foreign  invasion  I  am  not  so  sure.  Ther^ 
attsolutely  no  room  on  this  ciinlinent  for  any  other  nation.  I  have  been  across 
countr>'  again  and  again,  and  I  know  that  we  have  not  a  half-inch  of  ground 
llie  gouty  foot  of  foreign  despolisni  tn  stand  on.  I  do  not  know  but  that  a  hi 
dozen  nations,  envious  uf  our  prosperity,  may  want  to  give  us  a  wrestle.  Dur 
our  Civil  War  there  x^'ere  two  or  three  nations  that  could  hardly  kee}>  their  hai 
off  of  us.  It  is  ver>'  easy  to  pick  national  quarrels,  and  if  our  nation  escapti 
much  longer  it  will  be  the  exception.  If  a  foreign  foe  should  come,  we  want 
like  tho.se  of  1812,  and  like  those  who  fought  on  both  sides  in  1862.  We  Wi 
them  all  up  and  down  the  coasl.  Pulaski  and  Fort  Sumter  in  the  same  chorus 
thunder  as  Fort  Lafayette  and  Fort  H.nnilton,  men  who  will  not  only  know  h 
to  fight,  but  how  to  die.  When  such  a  lime  comes,  if  it  ever  does  come,  Ihe  g 
eratiun  on  the  stage  of  action  will  .say:  "  My  coiuitry  will  care  for  my  family 
they  did  in  the  stJdicrs'  asylums  for  the  orphans  in  the  Civil  War,  and  my  col 
(T)'  will  honor  my  dnsl  as  it  honors  those  who  preceded  me  ui  pntnotic  sacrii 
and  once  a  year  at  any  rate,  on  Decoration  Day,  I  shall  l>e  resurrecle<l  into 
remembrance  of  tliose  for  whom  I  died.     Here  I  go.  for  God  and  my  countrj-.* 

If  foreign  foe  sitould  ever  come,  all  sectional  animosities  would  beoblitera 
Here  go  our  regiments  into  battle,  side  by  side.  15th  New  York  Volunteers,  1 
.•\labamfl  Cavalry,  14th  Pennsylvania  Riflemen,  loth  Massachusetts  .A.rtillery; 
Rtmth  Carolina  Sharpshoolcrs.     I  have  no  faith  in  the  cry:  "No  North,  no  Sou 
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no  East,  no  West*'  Let  all  four  sections  keep  their  peculiarilies  and  their  prefer- 
ences, ench  doing  its  own  work  and  not  interfering  with  each  other;  each  of  the 
four  carr\ing  its  part  iu  the  great  harmony — the  bass,  the  alto,  the  tenor,  the 
soprano  in  the  grand  march  of  the  Union. 

Contrast  the  feeHng  of  sectional  bitterness  in  1863  with  the  feeling  of  sectional 
iiiiity  in  iSM.s.  At  tlie  first  date  the  Smith  had  banished  the  national  air.  "The 
Star-Spanglcd  Hanncr,"  and  the  North  had  banished  the  popiJar  air  of  "Way 
Down  South  in  Dixie."  The  Northern  people  were  "  mudsills"  and  the  Southern 
peiiple  wcTL'  "  white  trash."  The  more  Southern  people  were  killed  in  battle,  the 
better  the  North  liked  it.  The  more  Northern  people  killed  tn  battle,  the  better 
the  South  liked  it.  For  four  years  the  head  of  Abraham  Lincoln  or  Jefferson 
Davis  would  have  Ik-cu  worth  a  million  dnllnrs,  if  delivered  on  either  side  of  the 
line.  No  need"  now.  standing  in  our  pulpit-s  and  platfonns,  of  saying  that  the 
North  and  South  did  not  hate  each  other.  To  estimate  how  dearly  they  loved 
each  ot)ier,  cnunt  up  the  bombshells  thai  were  hurled,  and  Ibe  carbines  thai  were 
londevl,  and  the  cavalry  horses  that  were  muunted;  Ntirth  and  South  facing  each 
Other  all  armed,  in  the  attempt  to  kill.  The  two  sections  not  only  marshaled  all 
tlieir  earthly  hostilities,  but  tried  to  reach  up  and  get  hold  of  the  sword  of  heaven. 
and  tlic  prayer  of  the  Northern  and  Southern  pulpits  gave  more  iufomiation  to  the 
heavens  alxml  the  best  mode  of  settling  this'  trouble  than  was  ever  used.  For 
four  years  lx)th  sides  tried  to  get  liold  of  the  Ujrd's  thunderbolts,  but  could  not 
quite  reiioh  them.  At  the  breaking  out  of  the  war  we  had  not  for  nionths  heani 
of  my  dear  uncle,  Samuel  J.  Talmage,  President  of  the  Oglethorpe  Universit>'.  in 
Georgia.  He  was  about  the  grandest  man  I  ever  knew,  and  as  good  as  good 
could  l>e.  The  first  we  heard  of  him  was  his  opening  prayer  in  the  Confederate 
Congress  in  Kictiniond,  wliich  was  reported  in  the  New  York  papers,  which  prayer. 
if  answered,  would,  to  say  the  least,  have  left  all  his  Northern  relatives  in  very 
uncomfortable  circumstances.  The  ministry  at  the  North  prayed  one  way  and  the 
ministry  at  the  South  prayed  the  olher  way.  No  use  in  hiding  the  fact  tlial  the 
North  and  the  South  cursed  each  other  with  a  withering  and  all-consuming  nirse. 


WAR  CONTRASTED  WITH  PEACE. 

Beside  that  antipathy  of  war  lime  I  place  the  complete  accord  of  this  time. 
Not  long  ago  a  meeting  in  New  York  was  held  to  raise  nionej*  to  buihl  a  home  at 
Richmond  for  crippled  Confederate  soldiers,  the  meeting  presided  over  by  a  man 
who  lost  an  arm  and  a  leg  in  fighting  on  the  Northern  side,  and  the  leg  not  lost  so 
hurt  that  it  does  nut  amount  to  much.  The  Cotton  Exhibition  held  noi  long  ago 
in  Atlanta  was  attended  by  tens  of  thousands  of  Northern  people,  and  by  General 
Sherman,  who  was  greeted  with  kindness,  as  though  they  had  never  seen  him 
before.     Al  the  New  Orleans  Exhibition,   held  two  years  ago,  everj-  Northern 
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State  was  represented.  A  thousand- fold  kindlier  feeling  after  the  war  thaii  before 
the  war.  No  more  use  of  gunpowder  in  this  couiitr>',  except  for  rifle  practice,  or 
Fourth  of  July  p\Totechnics.  or  a  shot  at  a  roebuck  in  the  Adirondacks.  Briga- 
dier-GeiieraU  in  the  S<mOicrii  Confederacy  making  their  fortunes  as  lawyers  in  the 
Northern  cities.  Rivers  of  Georgia,  Alabama  and  North  Carolina  turning  railU 
of  New  England  capitalists.  The  old  lions  of  war— Fort  Suniier,  and  Moultrie, 
and  Lafayette,  and  l*ickens,  and  Hamilton,  sound  :islecp  on  their  iron  paws,  and 
instead  of  raising  money  to  keep  enemies  out  of  our  New  York  Harbor,  raising 
money  for  the  Rartlioldi  staluc  on  Bcdloe's  Island,  figure  of  Liberty  with  uplifted 
torch  to  light  the  way  to  all  who  want  to  conie  in.  Instead  of  war  antipathies, 
when  you  could  not  cross  the  line  Iwtween  the  contestants,  without  fighting  your 
way  with  keen  steel,  or  getting  through  by  pa.sses carefully  scrutinized  at  ever>-  step 
b>-  bayonets,  you  need  only  a  railroad  ticket  from  New  York  to  Charleston  or  New 
Orleans  to  go  clear  through,  and  there  is  no  use  for  any  weapon  sharper  or  slrouger 
than  a  steel  pen.  Since  the  years  of  time  began  their  roll  has  there  ever  been  in 
about  two  decades  such  an  overwhelming  antithesis  as  between  the  war  lime  of  com- 
plete bitterness  and  this  time  of  complete  s>'mpatliy  ? 

Contrast  also  the  domestic  life  of  those  times  with  the  domestic  life  of  these 
times.  Many  of  you  were  either  leaving  home  or  far  away  from  it,  communicating 
by  uncertain  letter.  What  a  morning  that  was  when  you  left  home  !  Father  and 
mother  crying,  sisters  crying,  you  smiling  outside,  but  crying  inside.  Rvery'botly 
nervous  and  excited.  Boys  of  the  blue  and  gray  !  whether  you  sLirted  (Wmi  the 
banks  of  the  Hudson,  or  the  Savannah,  or  the  Androscoggin,  don't  you  remember 
the  scenes  at  the  front  door,  at  the  rail-car  window,  on  the  steamboat  landings  ? 
The  huz7a  cotild  not  drown  out  the  suppressed  sadness.  Don't  you  remember 
those  charges  to  write  home  often,  take  good  care  of  yourself,  be  good  bo>-s,  and  the 
good-bye  kiss  which  they  thought,  and  yon  thought,  might  be  forever?  Then  the 
homesickness  as  you  paced  tlie  river  bank  on  a  starlight  night  on  picket  duty,  and 
the  sly  tears  which  yon  wiped  off  when  you  heard  a  group  at  the  camp-fire  singing 
the  plantation  song  about  tlie  old  folks  at  home.  The  dinner  of  hard-tack  on 
Thanksgiving  Day.  the  Christmas  without  any  presents,  and  tlie  long  nights  in 
the  haspiial  so  different  from  the  sickness  when  you  were  at  home,  with  mother 
and  sister  at  the  bedside  aud  the  clock  in  the  hall  giving  the  exact  moment  for  the 
medicine;  and  that  forced  march,  when  your  legs  ached,  and  your  head  ached, 
and  your  wmnids  ached,  and  more  than  oil.  your  heart  ached.  Home- sickness 
which  had  in  it  a  suffocation  and  a  pang  worse  than  death.  You  ne\-er  got 
hardened  as  did  the  guardsman  in  the  Crimean  War,  who  heartlessly  wrote  home 
to  his  mother:  "  I  do  not  want  to  see  any  more  crxing  letters  come  to  the  Crimea 
from  ymi.  Those  I  have  received  I  put  into  my  rifle,  after  loading  it,  and  have 
fired  them  at  the  Russians.  f»ecause  you  appear  to  ha\*e  a  strong  dislike  of  them. 
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If  you  had  seen  as  many  killed  as  I  have  you  would  not  have  as  many  weak  ideaSj 
as  yea  now  ha\'e." 

HEWS  FROM  THE  BATTtE. 

Yoa  never  felt  like  that.  When  a  soldier's  knapsack  was  found  after  his 
death  in  tlie  American  war  t]iere  was  generally  a  careful  package  containing  a 
Bible,  a  fe^v  photographs  and  letters  frr.tm  home.  On  the  other  hand,  tens  of 
thousands  of  homes  waited  for  news,  parents  saying:  "  Twenty  tliousand  killed  ! 
1  wonder  if  our  boy  was  among  them."  Kaintiug  dead  away  in  post-offices  and 
telegraph  slatums.  Both  the  ears  of  God  filled  with  the  sobs  and  agonies  of 
kindred  waiting  news,  or  dropphig  under  the  aimouncemeut  of  bad  news.  Speak, 
swamps  uf  the  Chickahomtny,  and  midnight  lagoons  and  6re-rafts  of  the  Missis- 
sippi, and  gtinlx>3ts  before  Vicksburg,  and  the  weeks  of  Antietam,  and  tell  to  all 
tlie  mountains,  and  valleys,  and  rivers,  and  lakes  of  North  and  South,  jeremiads 
of  war  times  tiiat  have  never  been  syllabled. 

Beside  Uiat  domestic  perturbation  nnd  home-sickness  of  those  days  put  the 
sweet  domesticity  of  to-day.  The  only  camp-fire  you  now  ever  Mt  at  is  the  one 
kindled  in  stove,  or  furnace,  or  hearth.  Instead  of  a  half  ration  of  salt  pork,  a 
repast  luxuriant  lxs:au.se  partaken  of  by  loving  family  circle  and  in  secret  con- 
fidence. Oh  !  now  I  see  whom  those  letters  were  for,  the  letters  you,  the  young 
.soldier,  took  so  long  in  your  tent  to  write,  and  that  you  were  so  particular  to  pul 
in  the  mail  without  any  one  seeing  you,  lest  you  be  teased  by  our  comrades. 
God  spanxl  you  to  get  back,  and  though  the  old  people  have  gone  you  have  a 
home  of  your  own  construction,  and  you  often  contrast  those  awful  absences,  and 
filial,  and  brotherly,  and  loverly  heart-breaks  with  your  present  residence,  which 
is  the  dearest  place  you  will  find  this  side  of  heaven.  The  place  where  your 
children  were  l>om  is  the  place  where  you  want  lo  die.  To  write  the  figures  of  1862 
I  set  up  four  crj-stals — cn-stals  of  tears.  To  write  the  figiires  of  t888  I  stand  up 
four  members  of  your  household — figures  of  rosy  cheeks  and  flaxen  hair — if  I  can 
get  them  to  stand  still  long  enough. 

Contrast  also  the  religious  opportunities  of  twenty  years  ago  with  now. 
Often  on  the  march  from  Sunday  mom  till  night,  or  commanded  by  officers  who 
considered  tlic  names  of  God  and  Christ  of  no  use  excqH  to  swear  by.  Some- 
times the  dnira-licad  the  pulpit,  and  you  standing  in  heat  or  cold,  all  the  sur- 
roundings of  militan,'  life  having  a  tendenc>'  to  make  you  reckless.  No  privacy 
fur  prayer  or  Bible  reading.  No  sound  of  church  bells.  Sabbath  spent  far  away 
from  the  place  where  you  were  brought  up.  .  Now  the  choicest  sanctuaries,  easy 
pew,  .all  Christian  surroundings,  the  air  full  of  God  and  Christ,  and  heaven  and 
dt)Xo1ogy.  Three  mountains  lifting  themseh'es  into  the  holy  light — Mount  Sinai 
thundering  its  law.  Mount  Calvar>-  pleading  the  sacrifice,  Mount  Pisgah  dis- 
playing the  Promised  Land. 
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Contrast  of  national  conditiou:  1862,  spending  tnoney  hy  ttie  ntillions  in 
devastation  of  property  and  life;  188B,  tlie  finances  50  reconiitrticted  that  all  tliK 
stock  gamblers  of  Wall  street  C'mbined  cannot  make  a  national  panic;  i!*62, 
surgeons  of  the  lanil  setting  broken  banes,  and  amputating  gangrened  limbs,  and 
studying  gunshot  fractures,  and  inventing  easy  ambulances  for  the  wounded  nnd 
dying;  iSSS,  surgeons  giving  their  attentions  to  those  in  casually  of  agriculturt', 
of  commerce  or  mechanical  life,  the  nisbiiig  uf  the  ambulanrt  through  our  streets, 
not  suggesting  battle,  but  quick  relief  of  *v>mc  one  fallen  in  peaceful  industries; 
i86a,  35,000.000  inhabitants  in  this  land;  1S8S.  6o,ckx>,ooo;  1S62.  wheat  alxnit 
80,000,000  bushels;  1888.  the  wheat  will  be  about  500,000,000  bushels;  1S63 
Pacific  coast  five  weeks  from  the  Atlantic;  1888.  for  three  reasons — Union  Pacific, 
Southern  Pacific  and  Northern  Pacific — only  seven  days  across.  I.ook  at  llie 
long  line  of  churches,  universities,  asylums  and  houses  with  which  during  the 
last  few  years  Ibis  land  has  been  dectirated. 

THE   BURIED   HEROES. 

Living  soldiers  of  the  North  and  Soutli,  take  a  new  and  special  ordination  at 
each  season  of  the  year,  to  garland  the  sepulchres  of  yom'  fallen  comrades. 
Nothing  is  too  good  for  their  memories.  Turn  all  the  private  tombs  and  the 
national  cemeteries  into  gardens.  Ye  dead  of  Malvern  Hill,  and  Cold  Harbor, 
and  Murfrcesboro,  and  Manassas  Junction,  and  Cuniherlaud  Gap,  and  field 
hospital,  receive  these  floral  offerhigs  of  the  living  soldiers. 

But  they  shall  come  again,  all  the  dead  troops.  We  sometimes  talk  about 
earthly  n!ilitar>'  reviews,  such  as  took  place  in  Paris  in  thir  time  of  M.irshal  Xe\-. 
in  T^iondou  in  the  time  of  Wellington,  and  in  our  own  land,  but  what  tame  things 
compared  with  the  final  rc\'icw,  when  all  the  armies  of  the  ages  shall  pass  (or 
divine  and  angelic  inspection.  St.  John  says  the  armies  of  heaven  ride  on  white 
hoises,  and  I  don't  know  but  many  of  the  old  cavalry  horses  of  eartlUy  battle, 
that  were  wounded  and  worn  out  in  ser\-ice,  may  have  resurrection.  It  would  be 
only  fair  that,  raised  up  and  cuuobled.  thej-  would  be  resurrected  for  the  grand 
review  of  the  jndginenl  day,  II  would  ni>t  take  any  more  jniwer  tn  Tcconslruct 
their  bodies  than  to  reconstruct  ours,  and  I  should  be  very  glad  to  see  them 
among  the  white  horses  of  Apocalyptic  vision.  Hark  to  the  tnitnpet  blast,  the 
reveille  of  the  last  judgment.  They  come  up — all  the  annies  of  all  lands  and  nil 
centuries,  on  whichever  side  they  fought,  whether  for  freedom  or  desijotism,  for 
the  right  or  the  wrong.  They  come  !  They  come  !  Darius,  and  Cyrus,  and 
Sennacherib,  and  Joshua,  and  David,  leading  forth  tlie  annies  of  Scriptural  times; 
Haimibat  and  Hamilear  leading  forth  the  armies  of  the  Carthaginians;  Victor 
Emanuel  and  Garibaldi  leading  on  the  annies  of  the  Italians;  Tamerlane  and 
Ghcngis  Khan  followed  by  the  armies  of  Asia ;  Gustavus  Adolpbus.  and  Ptolemy 
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Philopaler,  and  Xerxes,  and  Alexander,  and  Semiramis,  and  Washington,  leading 
battalion  after  battalion.  The  dead  American  armies  of  J776,  and  1812,  and 
i.-ooOiOOO  of  Northern  and  Southern  dtad  in  otir  Civil  War — they  come  \ip:  they 
pass  on  in  Tcvifvv.  Thv  6,of»,(X)o  fallen  in  Naptilcunic  haltlt's;  the  12,000,1300 
Germans  fallen  in  the  Thirty  Years*  War;  the  15,000,000  fallen  in  the  war  under 
Sesostris;  the  20,000,000  fallen  in  tlie  wars  of  Jiisfinian;  the  25,000,000  fallen  in 
Jewish  wars;  the  80,000,000  falk*ii  in  Uie  Cnisades;  the  180,000,000  fallen  in  the 
wars  with  Snracen.s  and  Turk.<>;  the  35,000,000.000  estimated  to  have  fallen  in 
battle — enouKh,  according  to  one  statistician,  if  they  stood  four  abreast,  to  reach 
clear  around  the  earth  442  times. 

But  we  shall  have  lime  to  see  Ihem  pass  in  review  before  the  throne  of  judg- 
ment, the  cavalr>men,  the  artiller>nien,  the  spearmen,  the  infantr>".  the  .sharp- 
shooters, the  gunners,  the  sappers,  the  miners,  the  archers,  the  skirmishers,  men 
of  all  colors,  of  all  epaulets,  of  all  standards,  of  all  wejponr>',  of  all  cuutitries. 
Let  the  earth  be  especially  balanced  to  bear  their  tread.  Forward  !  Forward  I 
Let  the  orchestra  of  the  heavenly  galleries  play  the  grand  march,  joined  by  all 
the  fifers.  drummers  and  militar>'  bands  that  ever  sounded  victory  or  defeat  at 
Kylau  or  Dorobino,  Marathon  or  Thennopyla;,  Bunker  Hill  or  Yorktown,  Solferiuo 
or  Balaklava,  Sedan  or  Gettysburg,  from  the  time  when  Joshua  halted  astronomy 
alxive  Oibeou  and  Ajalon  till  the  last  man  surrendered  to  Garnet  Wolscley  at 
Tel-el-Kebir.  Nations,  companies,  battalions,  ages,  centuries  and  tlie  universe  f 
Forward  in  the  grand  review  of  the  judgment!  rom-ard  !  Gracious  and  eternal 
God  !  On  that  day  may  it  be  found  that  we  are  all  marching  in  tlie  right  regi- 
ment and  that  we  carried  the  right  standard,  and  that  we  fought  under  the  right 
commander,  all  heaven,  some  on  amethystine  Iwttlcmcnt  and  others  standing  in 
the  shining  gates,  some  on  pearly  shore  and  others  on  turreted  heights,  giving  us 
the  resounding  million- voiced  cheer:   "  I^>.  hini  that  overcoraelh  !" 
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MORAL  ILLUSTRATIONS  TAKEN  FROM  THE  CHASE. 

I'NTING  is  a  sport  of  our  day;  but  in  the  lands  and  the  times 

infested  with  wild  beasts,  it  was  a  matter  of  life  or  death  with 

the  iiojple.     II  was  very  different  from  going  out  on  a  sunsliiny 

aftfnioi>n  with  a  patent  breechloader,  to  shwit   reed-binLs  on   the 

flats,  when  Pollux,  and  Achilles,  and    Diomedes  uxut  out  to 

clear  the  land  of  lions,  and  tigers,  and  bean».     The  Bible  sets 

*  ^        forth    Nhnrod   as   a    lu-ni,    when    it    presents   him    witlt    brosd 

shoulders,  and  shaggy  ajiparel,  and  sun-l>rnwned   face,  and  arm 

bunchetl  with  muscle — ' '  a  mightj-  hunter  before  the  Lord. ' '     1  think  he 

used  the  bow  and  arrow  with  great  success  practicing  arcberj", 

I  have  thought  if  it  is  such  a  grand  thing  and  such  a  brave  thing  to 
clear  wild  beasts  out  of  a  country,  if  it  is  not  a  belter  and  braver  thing 
to  hunt  Aovm  and  destroy  those  great  eviLs  of  society  that  are  stalking 
the  isnd  with  fien-c  eye,  l)Ic)o<iy  |>aw.  and  sharji  tusk,  and  quick  spring. 
How  much  awkward  Christian  work  there  is  done  in  the  world  !  How 
many  good  people  there  are  who  drive  souls  away  from  Christ,  instead 
of  bringing  them  to  Him  !  — religioas  blunderers  who  upset  more  than  they  right. 
Their  gun  has  a  cnxiked  barrel  and  kicks  as  it  goes  off.  They  are  like  a  chitnsy 
comrade  who  goes  along  with  skillful  hunters;  at  the  ver>-  moment  he  ought  to  be 
most  quiet  he  is  cracking  an  alder  or  falling  over  a  log.  and  frightening  away  the 
game. 

Truman  Osbonie,  one  of  the  evangelists- who  went  through  this  country  some 
years  ago,  had  a  wonderful  art  in  the  right  direction.  He  came  to  my  father's 
house  one  day,  and  while  we  were  all  seated  in  the  room,  he  said:  "  Mr.  Talmage, 
arc  all  your  children  Christians?"     Father  said:   "  Yes.  nil  but  De  Will." 

Tlien  Tniman  Osbonie  looked  do^\u  into  the  fire-place,  and  began  to  tell  a 
stor>-  of  a  storm  that  came  on  the  mountains,  and  all  the  sheep  were  in  the  fold: 
but  there  was  one  lamb  outside  that  pcrislicd  in  the  storm.  Had  he  hwkcd  me  in 
the  eye,  I  should  liave  Iteen  angere<l  when  he  told  nie  that  stor>';  but  he  l(>uke<l  into 
the  fire-place,  and  it  was  so  pathetically  and  beautifully  done  that  I  never  found 
any  peace  until  I  was  sure  I  was  inside  the  fold,  where  the  other  sheep  are. 
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ARCHERS  OF  OLDEN  TIMES. 

The  arcliers  of  old  times  studied  their  art.  They  were  verj-  precise  iti  the 
matter.  The  old  books  gave  special  directions  as  to  how  the  archer  should  go  and 
as  to  what  an  arclier  should  do.  He  itiiist  slatul  erect  and  firm,  hts  left  foot  a  littlt: 
in  advance  of  his  right  foot.  With  his  lefl  hand  he  must  take  bold  of  the  bow  in 
tlie  mtddlt;,  and  then  with  the  three  fingers  and  the  thumb  of  his  right  hand  he 
should  lay  hold  of  the  arrow  and  affix  it  to  Uie  .string — sopreci.se  was  the  direction 
given.  But  liow  clumsy  we  are  about  religious  work.  How  little  skill  and  care 
we  exercise  !  How  often  our  arrows  miss  Uic  mark  I  Oh,  that  wc  might  Iean» 
the  art  of  doing  goo<l  and  become  "  mighty  hunters  before  the  I^tird  !' ' 

In  the  first  place,  if  you  want  to  be  eflectual  in  doing  good,  you  must  be  very 
sure  of  your  weapon.  There  was  something  very  fascinating  about  the  archerv' 
of  oldcn  times.  Perhaps  you  do  not  know  what  they  could  do  with  the  bow  and 
arrow.  Why  the  chief  battles  fought  by  the  English  Plantagenets  were  with  the 
long  U>w.  They  would  take  the  arrow  of  polished  wood,  feather  it  with  the 
plume  of  a  bird,  and  then  it  would  fly  from  the  iMjw-string  of  i^aited  silk.  The 
broad  fields  of  Agincourt.  and  Solway  Moss,  and  Neville's  Cross,  heard  the  loud 
thrum  of  the  archer's. bow- string. 

Now,  my  Christian  readers,  we  have  a  mightier  weapon  than  that.  It  is  the 
arrow  of  the  gospel;  it  is  a  sharp  arrow;  it  isa  straight  arrow;  it  tsfcatiiercd  from 
the  wing  of  the  dove  of  God's  Spirit;  it  flies  from  a  Iww  made  nut  of  the  wood  of 
the  cro-ss.  As  far  as  I  can  estimate  or  calculate,  it  has  bronglil  down  400,000,000 
souls.  Paul  knew  how  to  bring  the  notch  of  tliat  arrow  on  lo  that  liow-striug, 
and  its  whir  was  heard  through  the  Coriuthian  theatres,  and  through  the  court- 
rwiin,  until  the  knees  of  Felix  knocked  together.  It  was  that  amnv  that  stuck  in 
I.ulher's  heart  when  he  cried  out;  "  Oh,  my  sins  !  Oh,  my  sins  I"  If  it  strike  a 
man  in  the  head,  it  kills  his  skepticism:  if  it  strike  htm  in  the  heel,  it  will  turn 
his  step;  if  it  strike  him  in  the  heart,  he  throws  up  his  hands,  as  did  one  of  nid 
when  woinided  in  the  battle.  cr\'ing:  "O  Galilean,  Thou  hast  conquered." 

In  the  armory  of  the  Karl  of  Pembroke,  there  are  old  corselets  which  show 
that  the  arro^vs  of  the  English  used  to  go  through  the  breastplate,  through  the 
IkmIv  of  the  warrior,  and  out  through  the  backplale.  WHial  a  symlMiI  of  that 
gospel  which  is  sharper  than  a  t\vo-edged  sword,  piercing  to  the  ilividing  asunder 
of  soul  and  Ijody,  and  of  the  joints  and  marrow. 

If  you  want  to  sueceeil  in  gospel  hunting  you  must  ha\*e  courage.  If  tlic 
hunter  stand  with  trembling  hand  or  shoulder  tiiat  flinches  with  fear,  instead  of 
his  taking  the  catanumnt,  the  catamount  takes  him.  Wliat  would  become  of  the 
GrcenlandcT  if,  when  tnil  hunting  for  the  bear,  he  should  stand  shivering  with 
terror  on  an  icelxTg?  What  would  have  liecotne  of  l>n  Chaillu  and  Livingstone 
in  the  African  thicket  with  a  faint  heart  and  a  weak  knee?    When  a  panther 
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oomes  within  twenty  paces  of  you,  and  has  its  eye  on  you,  and  it  has  squatted  fbr 
tlie  fearful  spring,  "  Steady  there." 

THE  MONSTER  OF  INTEMPERANCE. 

Courage,  O  ye  spiritual  hunters !  There  are  great  monsters  of  iniquity  prowl- 
ing all  around  about  tlie  community.  Shall  we  not,  in  the  strength  of  God.  go 
forth  and  combat  them?  We  not  only  need  more  heart,  but  more  backbone. 
What  is  tlie  Church  of  God  that  it  should  fear  to  look  in  the  eye  any  transgression  ? 
There  Is  the  Bengal  tiger  of  dnuikenness  that  prowls  around,  and  instead  of 
attacking  it,  huw  many  of  us  hide  under  the  church  pewortlie  comnuinion  table? 
There  is  so  much  invested  in  it  we  are  a&aid  to  assault  it — millioiLs  of  dollars  in 
barrels,  in  vats,  in  si)igots,  in  cork-screws,  in  gin  palaces  with  marble  floors,  and 
Italian-top  tables,  and  cliascd  ice-coolers;  and  in  the  strychnine,  and  the  lug^vood, 
and  the  tartaric  acid,  and  the  nux  vomica,  that  go  to  make  up  our  "pure** 
American  drinks.  I  hxiked  with  wondering  eyes  on  the  "  HeideUjcrg  tun."  It 
is  the  great  liquor  vat  of  Gcnnauy,  which  is  said  to  hold  800  hogsheads  of  wiuc, 
and  only  three  times  iu  100  years  has  it  been  filled.  But  as  1  stood  and  looked  at 
it  I  said  to  myself:  "  That  is  nathiiig — 800  hogsheads.  Why.  our  .American  vat 
hold.s  i\. 500,000  barrels  of  strong  drinks,  and  we  keep  300,000  men  with  nothing  to 
do  but  to  see  that  it  is  filled." 

Oh  !  to  attack  this  great  monster  of  intemperance,  and  the  kindred  monsters 
of  fraiid  and  uncleanness,  requires  you  to  rally  all  your  Christian  courage.  Through 
the  press,  tlirough  the  pulpit,  through  the  platform,  you  must  assault  It.  Would  to 
God  tliat  all  our  .-Vmerican  Christians  would  band  together  for  holy  Christian  reform. 

Oh,  how  many  good  men  are  Iwliig  led  astray  by  this  monster  of  iniquity, 
tins  giant  curse  of  the  age  and  of  civilization,  this  destroyer  of  home,  this  blaster 
of  hope,  this  vicegerent  of  Satan.  I  could  give  you  the  historj'  in  a  minute  of  one 
of  the  best  friends  I  ever  had.  Outside  tif  my  uwn  family  I  never  had  a  better 
friend.  He  welcomed  me  to  my  home  at  the  West.  He  was  of  splendid  [>ersonal 
appearance,  but  he  had  an  ardor  of  .soul  and  a  warmth  of  affection  that  made  me 
love  him  like  a  brother.  I  saw  men  coming  out  of  the  saloons  and  gnmbting  hells, 
and  they  surrounded  my  friend  and  they  took  him  at  tlie  weak  point,  his  social 
natnre,  and  I  saw  him  going  down,  and  I  had  a  fair  talk  with  him — for  I  never 
yet  saw  a  man  you  could  not  talk  with  on  the  subject  of  his  habits,  if  you  talk  with 
him  in  the  right  way.  1  said  to  him:  "  Why  don't  you  give  up  your  bad  habits 
and  become  a  Christian  ?"  I  rcmemlier  now  just  how  he  looked,  leaning  over  his 
counter,  as  he  replied:  "  I  wi-sh  I  could.  Oh,  sir,  I  should  like  to  be  a  Christian, 
but  I  have  gone  so  far  astray  I  can't  get  back." 

So  the  time  went  on.  After  a  while  the  day  of  sickness  came.  I  was 
Summoned  to  his  sick  bed.     I  hastened.     It  took  me  but  a  very  few  momeiiLs  to 
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here."  Then  I  saw  it  was  delirium.  He  said:  "Just  where  you  sit  now  my 
mother  sat,  and  she  said:  '  Roswell,  I  wish  you  would  do  Ijetter — I  wish  you  would 
do  better,'  I  said;  '  Mother,  I  wish  I  could  do  better;  I  try  to  do  better,  but  I 
can't.  Mother,  you  used  to  help  me;  why  can't  you  help  me  now?'  And.  sir. 
I  got  out  of  bed,  for  it  was  a  reality,  and  I  went  to  her,  and  threw  my  anus  aroumi 
her  neck,  and  I  said:  '  Mother,  I  will  do  better,  but  you  must  help;  I  can't  do 
this  alone.'  "  I  knelt  down  and  prayed.  That  night  his  soul  went  to  the  Lord 
that  made  it. 

Arrangements  were  made  for  the  obsequies.  The  question  was  raisetl  whether 
they  should  bring  him  to  the  church.  Somebody  said:  "  You  cannot  bring  such 
a  dissolute  man  as  that  into  the  church."  I  said:  "  You  will  bring  him  in  church  ; 
he  stood  by  me  when  he  was  alive,  and  I  will  stand  by  him  when  he  is  dead. 
Bring  him."  As  I  stood  in  the  pulpit  and  saw  them  carrying  the  body  up  the 
aisle,  I  felt  as  if  I  could  weep  tears  of  blood. 

On  one  side  of  the  pulpit  sat  his  little  child  of  eight  years,  a  .sweet,  beautiful 
little  girl  that  I  have  seen  him  hug  convulsively  in  his  better  moments.  He  put 
on  her  all  jewels,  all  diamonds,  and  gave  her  all  pictures  and  toys,  and  then  lie 
would  go  away  as  if  hounded  by  an  evil  spirit,  to  his  cups  and  tlie  house  of  shame  - 
a  fool  to  the  correction  of  the  stocks.  She  looked  up  wonderingly.  She  knew  not 
what  it  all  meant.  She  was  not  old  enough  to  understand  the  sorrow  of  an 
orphan  child. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  pulpit  sat  the  men  who  had  ruined  luni;  they  were 
the  men  who  had  poured  the  wonnwood  into  the  orphan's  cup;  they  were  the  men 
who  had  bound  him  hand  and  foot.  I  knew  them.  How  did  they  seem  to  feel  ? 
Did  they  weep?  No.  Did  they  say,  "What  a  pity  that  so  generous  a  man 
should  be  destroyed  ?"  No.  Did  they  sigh  repcntingly  over  what  they  had  done  ? 
No;  they  .sat  there,  looking  as  vultures  look  at  the  carcass  of  a  lamb  whose  heart 
they  had  ripped  out.  So  they  sat  and  looked  at  the  coffin  lid.  and  I  told  them  the 
judgment  of  God  upon  those  who  had  destroyed  their  fellows.  Did  they  reform  ? 
I  was  told  they  were  in  the  places  of  iniquity  that  night  after  m>-  friend  was  laid 
in  Oakwood  Cemetery,  and  the>'  blasphemed  and  they  drank.  Oli.  huw  mcrciles> 
men  are,  especially  after  they  have  destroyed  you.  Do  not  look  to  men  fur  com- 
fort or  help.  Look  to  God.  lint  there  Is  a  man  who  will  not  reform.  He  savs: 
"  I  won't  reform."    Well,  then,  how  many  acts  art:  there  in  a  tragedv?    I  l>clieve  five. 

Act  L — A  young  man  starting  olT  from  home.  Parents  .^nd  sisters  weeping 
to  have  him  go.  Wagon  rising  over  the  hill.  Farewell  kiss  flung  back.  Ring 
the  bell  and  let  the  curtain  fall. 

Act  IL — The  marriage  altar.  Full  organ.  Bright  lights.  lyong  white  veil 
flailing  through  the  aisle.  Prayer  and  congratulation,  and  exclamation  of  "  How 
well  she  looks!" 
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Act  III. — A  woman  watting  for  staggering  steps.  OUl  garments  stuck  into 
the  broken  window  pane.  Marks  of  hardship  on  the  face.  The  biting  of  the 
nails  of  bloodless  fingers.  Neglect,  and  cruelt)*,  and  despair.  Ring  the  bdl  and 
let  the  curtain  drop. 

Act  IV. — Three  gra\*e8  in  a  dark  place — grave  of  the  child  that  died  for  lack 
of  medicine,  grave  of  the  wife  that  died  of  a  broken  heart,  grave  of  the  man  that 
died  of  dissipation. 
Oh  !  what  a  blast- 
ed heath  with 
three  graves! 
Plenty  of  weeds. 
but  no  flowers. 
Ring  Uie  bell  and 
let  the  curtain 
drop. 

Act  v.— A  de- 
stroyed soul's 
eternity.  No 
light;  no  nnisii-; 
no  hope;  anguish 
coiling  its  serpents 
around  the  heart: 
blackness  of  dark- 
ness forever.  But 
I  cannot  look  any 
longer.  Woe ! 
woe  t  I  close  my 
eyes  to  this  last 
act  of  the  trage<ly. 
Quick  I  quick  I 
ring  the  bell  and 
let  the  curtain 
drop. 

"Rejoice.   O  tmi.  two  n. 

young  man,  in  thy  youth,  and  let  thy  heart  cheer  thee  in  the  days  of  tliy 
youth;  but  know  thou  that  for  all  these  things  God  will  bring  thee  into  judg- 
ment," "There  is  a  way  that  seemeth  right  to  a  man,  but  the  end  thereof  is 
death."     Be  thou  a  mighty  hunter  against  such  ravening  beasts  of  niiquity. 

I  think  it  was  in  1793  that  there  wetit  out  from  Kucknow.  India,  under  the 
sovereign,  the  greatest  hunting  parly  that  was  ever  projected.     There  were  10,000' 
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anned  men  in  that  hunting;  party.  There  were  camels,  and  horses,  and  elephants. 
On  some,  princes  rode,  and  royal  ladies,  uuder  exquisite  housing,  and  500  coolies 
waited  ujKm  the  train,  and  the  desolate  places  of  Iiuiiu  were  invaded  by  this  excur- 
sion, and  the  rhinoceros,  and  deer,  and  elephant,  fell  under  the  stroke  of  the  sabre 
and  bullet.  After  a  while  the  party  brought  back  trophies  worth  50,000  rupees, 
having  left  the  wilderness  of  India  ghastly  with  the  slain  bodies  of  wild  be3.sts. 

Would  to  God  that  instead  of  here  and  there  a  straggler  going  out  to  fight 
these  great  monsters  of  iniquity  in  our  country,  the  million  menibcrbhip  of  our 
churches  would  band  together  and  hew  in  train  these  great  crimes  that  make  the 
land  frightful  with  their  roar,  and  are  fattening  upon  the  bodies  and  souls  of  immor- 
tal men.  Who  is  ready  for  such  a  party  hs  that  ?  Who  will  be  a  mighty  huuter 
for  the  Lord  ? 

If  Mithridates  liked  hunting  so  well  that  for  seven  years  he  never  went  in- 
doors, what  enthusiasm  ought  we  to  have  who  are  hunting  for  immortal  souls  ? 
If  Domitian  practiced  archery  until  he  could  stand  a  boy  down  in  the  Roman 
amphitheatre,  with  a  hand  out,  the  fingers  outstretched,  and  then  the  king  could 
shoot  an  arrow  between  the  fingers  withmit  wimnding  them,  li>  wliat  drill  and 
what  practice  ought  not  we  subject  ourselves  in  order  to  hecoine  spiritual  archers 
and  "  mighty  hunters  before  the  Lord  !" 

But  let  me  say  you  will  never  work  any  better  than  you  pray.     The  old 

archers  took  the  lx>w,  pni  one  end  of  it  down  beside  the  foot,  elevated  tlie  other 

end,  and  it  was  the  rule  that  the  bow  should  he  just  the  size  of  the  archer;  if  it 

was  just  his  size  then  he  would  go  into  the  battle  with  confidence.     I,et  me  say 

that  your  power  to  project  good  in  the  world  will  correspond  exactly  to  your  own 

spiritual  stature. 

THE  SINNER'S  DEATH   LEAP. 

There  is  a  forest  in  Germany,  a  place  they  c.ill  the  "  Deer  Leap  " — two  crags 
about  eighteen  yards  apart,  between  a  fearful  chasm.  This  is  called  the  "  Deer 
Leap."  because  once  a  hunter  was  on  the  track  of  a  deer;  it  came  to  one  of  these 
crags;  there  was  no  escape  for  it  from  the  pursuit  of  the  huuter,  and  in  utter 
despair  it  gathered  itself  up,  and  in  the  death  agony  attempted  to  jump  across. 
Of  course  it  fell,  and  was  dashed  to  death  on  the  nicks  far  lienealh.  Here  is  a 
path  to  heaven.  It  is  plain;  it  is  safe.  Jesus  marks  it  out  for  everj-  man  to  walk 
in.  But  here  is  a  man  who  .says,  "  I  won't  walk  in  tliat  patli;  I  will  take  my 
own  way." 

He  comes  up  until  he  confronts  the  chasm  that  divides  his  soul  from  heaven. 
Now  his  last  hour  has  come,  and  he  resolves  that  he  will  leap  tliat  chasm,  from  the 
heights  of  earth  to  the  heights  of  heaven.  Stand  back  now  and  give  him  full 
swing,  for  no  »jul  ever  did  that  successfully.  Let  him  try.  Jump  !  Jump  !  He 
misses  the  mark  and  goes  down,  depth  below  depth,  "  destro>-ed  without  remedy." 
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Men  !  angels  !  devils  1  what  shall  we  call  that  place  of  awful  catastiopbe  ?    Let  it 
be  known  forever  as  "  Tlic  Sinner's  Death  Leap. " 

It  is  said  that  when  CharlcinaK"*^'-*'  ^tosi  was  overpowered  l>>'  three  armies  of 
the  Saracens  in  the  Pass  of  Koncesvalles,  his  warrior,  Roland,  in  terrible  eaniest- 
itess,  seized  a  trumpet,  and  blew  it  with  such  terrific  effect  that  the  opjiosing  army 
reeled  back  with  terror;  but  at  the  third  blast  of  the  trumpet  it  broke  in  two. 

I  see  your  soul  fiercely  assailed  by  all  Uie  powers  of  earth  and  hell.     I  put 
the  mightier  trumpet  of  the  gospel  to  my  lips,  and  I  blow  it  three  times. 
Blast  First — "  Whosoever  will,  let  him  come." 
Blast  Second — "  Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  He  may  be  found." 
Blast  third — "  Now  is  the  accepted  lime;  now  is  the  day  of  salvation." 
Dtxs  not  the  host  of  your  sins  fall  liack  ?     But  the  tnmijKrl  does  not,  like  that 
of  Roland,  brt-ak   in  two.     As  it  was  hande<)  down  to  us  from  the  li[*s  of  otir 
fathers,  we  hand  it  down  to  the  lips  of  our  children,  and  tell  them  to  sound  it 
when  we  are  dead,  that  all  the  generations  of  men  may  know  that  our  God  is  a 
panlnning  Cad,  a  sympathetic  God.  a  l«»ving  G<k1;  and  that  more  to  Him  than  the 
anthems  of  heaven  is  the  joy  of  seeing  the  wanderer  return. 

Dr.  Prime,  in  his  book  of  wonderful  interest,  entitled  "  Around  the  World," 
describes  a  tomb  in  India  of  marvelous  architecture.  Twenty  thousand  men  were 
twenty-two  years  in  erecting  that  and  the  building  around  it.  Standing  at  that 
tomb,  if  you  speak  or  sing,  after  you  have  ceased  you  hear  the  echo  coming  from 
a  height  of  150  feet.  It  is  not  like  other  ediocs.  The  sound  is  drawn  out  in 
sweet  proUmgation,  as  though  the  angels  of  God  were  chanting  on  the  wing. 

How  many  souKs  of  my  readers,  in  the  tomb  of  .sin.  will  lift  up  the  voice  of 
penitence  and  prayer?  If  now  they  would  en'  unto  God,  the  echo  would  drop 
from  afar — not  struck  from  the  marble  cupola  of  an  earthly  mausoleum;  but 
sounding  back  from  the  warm  hearts  of  angels,  flying  with  the  news;  for  there  is 
joy  among  the  angcb  of  God  o\xr  one  sinner  that  repentetli. 
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~THe  EVtlS  OF  A  MALEVOLENT  DISPOSITION.  AND  HOW  TO  CORRECT  THEM. 

/^*    4    ■  ■  '|^.r^HAT  a  pillow  cnibroidLTcd  of  all  colors  hath  the  dying  day  f 
■  /V  ',y.        The  cradle  of  clouds  from  which  the  sun  rises  is  beautiful 
^  -  -?,  e  euouKh,  but  it  is  surpassed  by  the  many-colored  raau-soleum 

f^'^  in  which  at  evetiiiig  it  is  buried.  Sunset  among  the  mouii- 
^^  tains  I  It  almost  takes  one's  breath  away  to  recall  the  scene. 
The  long  shadows  stretching  over  the  plaiij  nmke  the  glory 
of  the  departing  light,  on  the  tip-top  crags  and  struck  aslant 
through  the  foliage,  the  more  wmspicuous.  Saffron  and  gold,  purple  and  crimsou 
commingled.  All  tlie  castles  of  cloud  in  conflagration.  Burning  Moscows  on  the 
sky.  Hanging  gardens  of  roses  at  their  deepest  blush.  Bainiers  of  vapor,  red  as  if 
from  carnage,  in  the  battle  of  elements.  The  hunter  among  the  Adirondacks  and 
the  Swiss  villager  among  the  Aljis  know  what  is  a  sunset  among  the  mountains. 
After  a  storm  at  sea  the  rolling  grandeur  into  which  the  sun  goes  down  to  batlie 
at  nightfall  is  something  to  make  weird  and  splendid  dreams  out  of  for  a  lifetime. 
Alexander  Smith  in  his  poem  compares  the  sunset  to  *'  the  barren  beach  of  hell," 
but  this  wonderful  spectacle  of  nature  makes  me  think  of  the  buniishwl  wait  of 
heaven.  Paul  in  prison  writing  rememljers  some  of  the  gorgeous  sunsets  among 
the  mountains  of  Asia  Minor,  and  how  he  had  often  seen  the  towers  of  Damascus 
blaze  in  the  close  of  the  Oriental  days,  and  he  flashes  out  that  memor>*  when  be 
says:   "  I^et  not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath." 

LIFE'S   EXASPERATIONS. 

Sublime  and  all- suggestive  duty  for  jieople  then  and  people  now.  Forgive- 
ness before  sundown.  He  who  never  feels  the  throb  of  indignation  is  imbecile. 
He  who  can  walk  among  the  injustices  of  the  world,  inflicted  upon  himself  and 
others,  without  flush  of  cheek,  or  flash  of  eye,  or  agitation  of  nature,  is  either  in 
sympathy  with  wrong  or  semi-idiotic.  AX-Tieu  Ananias,  the  high-priest,  ordered 
the  constables  of  the  court-room  to  smite  Paul  in  the  mouth,  Paul  fired  up  and 
said;  "God  shall  smite  thee,  Ihou  whited  wall." 

It  all  dejKnds  on  what  you  are  mad  at  and  how  long  the  feeling  lasts  whether 
anger  is  right  or  wrong.  Life  is  full  of  exasperations.  Saul  after  David.  Succoth 
after  Gideon,  Korab  after  Moses,  the  Pasquins  after  Augustus,  the  Pharisees  after 
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Christ,  Henry  \^^.  after  Sir  Tbomas  More,  and  every  one  has  had  his  pursuers, 
and  we  are  swindled,  or  belied,  or  misTeprcsctited,  or  persecuted,  or  in  some  way- 
wronged,  and  the  danger  is  that  healthful  indignation  shall  become  baleful  spite, 
and  that  our  feelings  settle  down  into  a  prolonged  outpouring  of  temper  dis- 
pleasing to  God  and  niinous  to  ourselves.  Other  things  being  equal,  the  man 
who  preser\'es  good  temper  will  oonic  out  ahead.  An  old  essayi.st  says  the  cele~ 
brated  John  Henderson,  of  Bristol,  Knglaiul,  was  at  a  dining  party  where  political 
excitement  ran  high  and  the  debate  got  angT>',  and  while  Henderson  was  speaking-, 
his  opponent,  unable  to  answer  his  argument,  dashed  a  glass  of  wine  in  his  face, 
when  the  .speaker  deliberately  wiped  the  liquid  from  his  (ace  and  said:  "  This,  sir, 
is  a  digression;  now,  if  you  please,  for  the  main  argument."  While  worldly 
philosophy  could  help  but  very  few  to  such  equipoise  of  spirit,  the  grace  of  God 
could  help  any  mau  to  such  a  triumph.  "  Impossible, "  you  say,  "  I  would  have 
left  the  table  in  anger  or  have  knocked  the  man  down.'* 


A  FAITH  CURE. 

But  I  have  come  to  believe  that  nothing  is  impossible  if  God  helps,  since  what 
I  saw  at  Bfth-Shan  Faith-Cure  in  London,  England,  two  summers  ago.  While 
tl^e  religious  scr\'ice  was  going  on,  Rev.  Dr.  lioardman.  glorious  man  I  since  gone 
to  his  heavenly  rest,  was  telling  the  sick  people  present  that  Christ  was  there  as  of 
old  to  heal  all  diseases,  and  that,  if  they  would  only  believe,  their  sickness  would 
depart.  I  saw  a  woman  near  mc,  with  hand  and  arm  twisted  of  rheumatism,  and 
her  wrist  was  fiery  with  inflammation,  and  it  looked  hke  those  cases  of  chronic 
rheumatism  which  we  have  all  slth  and  sympathized  with,  cases  beyond  all  human 
healing.  At  the  preacher's  reiteration  of  tlie  words;  "  Will  you  lielieve  ?  Do  you 
believe?  Do  you  believe  now  ?"  I  heard  this  poor  woman  say  with  an  emphasis 
which  sounded  tlirough  the  building,  "  I  do  Ijelievc."  .*\nd  then  she  laid  her 
twisted  arm  and  hand  out  as  straight  as  your  arm  and  hand,  or  mine.  If  I  had 
seen  one  rise  from  the  dead  I  would  not  have  been  much  more  tlirilled.  Since 
then  I  belie\'e  that  God  will  do  anytliing  in  answer  to  our  prayer  and  in  answer  to 
OUT  faith,  and  He  can  heal  our  bodies,  and  if  onr  soul  is  all  twisted,  and  misshapen 
of  revenge,  and  hate,  and  inflamed  with  sinful  proclivit>'  He  can  straighten  that 
also  and  make  it  weU  and  clean. 

A  Ijoy  in  Sparta,  having  stolen  a  fox, kept  him  under  his  coat,  and  though 
the  fox  was  gnawing  his  vitals,  he  submitted  to  it  rather  than  expose  his  misdeed. 
Many  a  man  with  a  smiling  face  has  under  his  jacket  an  animosity  that  is  gnaw- 
ing away  tlie  strengtli  of  his  body  and  the  iutcgrit>'  of  his  soul.  Better  get  rid  of 
that  hidden  fox  as  soon  as  possible.  There  arc  hundreils  t)f  domestic  rircles  where 
that  which  is  most  needed  is  the  spirit  of  forgiveness.  Brothers  apart,  and  sisters 
apart,  and  parents  and  children  apart.     Solomon  says  a  brother  ofiended  is  harder 


The  princes  ircix  Ktlwsn)  V.  ami  Richard,  Duke  of  York  una  ot  Kdw«nl  IV.;  brtntc  in  rif  btfal  mMcsBion 
to  the  ihrui>«  ot  KnKland.  Ihey  were  aecrelly  murdered  in  the  Tower  by  Ihdr  nnnatunil  UBolc,  who.  npoi^ 
MBumina  lti<:  crowo.  took  ihe  title  KIchard  III. 

faUicr  bunicfl  la  ashes,  aud  then  put  the  ashes  into  four  sacks  and  tied  them  to 
four  eagles'  necks  which  flew  away  in  opposite  directions.     And  there  are  now 
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domestic  amipatlties  that  seem  forever  to  have  scattered  all  parental  memories  to 
the  four  winds  of  heaven.  How  far  the  eagles  fly  with  those  sacred  ashes  !  The 
hour  of  sundown  makes  to  that  family  no  practic.'al  suggcstiou.  Thomas  Carlyle, 
ill  his  liioKHipliy  of  Frederick  the  Great,  says  the  old  king  was  told  by  the  con- 
fessor he  must  be  at  peace  with  his  enemies  if  he  wanted  to  enter  heaven.  Then 
he  said  to  his  wife,  the  queen:  "  Write  to  your  brother  after  I  am  dead  that  I  for- 
give him."  RoloET,  tUe  confessor,  said:  "  Her  Majesty  had  better  write  to  hjtn 
imme<lialely.*'  "No,"  said  the  king,  "  after  I  am  dead;  that  will  be  safer."  So 
he  let  the  sun  of  his  earthly  existence  go  down  upon  his  wrath.  Richard  the  III. 
was  so  angered  by  a  taunt  that  the  young  princes  stood  between  htm  and  the 
throne,  that  he  ordered  them  murdered  though  they  were  his  nephews,  and  spent 
llic  rest  of  his  day.s  deploring  the  act. 

Oh.  my  reader,  associate  the  sunset  with  your  magnanimous,  out-and-out, 
unlimited  renunciation  of  all  hatreds  and  forgiveness  of  all  foes.  I  admit  it  is  tbc 
most  diflicult  of  all  graces  to  practice,  and  at  the  start  yon  may  make  a  complete 
failure,  but  keep  on  in  the  attempt  to  practice  it.  Shakespeare  wrote  ten  plays 
hefore  he  reached  Hamlet,  and  seventeen  before  he  reached  Merchant  of  Venice, 
and  twenty-eiglvt  plays  l>efore  he  reached  Macbeth.  And  gradually  you  will  come 
from  the  ea.sier  graces  to  the  most  difBcuIt.  Beside  that,  it  is  not  a  matter  of  per- 
sonal detcnniuation  so  much  as  the  laying  hold  of  the  almight>'  aim  of  God.  who 
will  help  us  to  do  anything  we  rmght  to  do.  Rcmenilier  that  in  all  personal  con- 
troversies the  one  least  to  blame  will  have  to  take  the  first  step  at  pacification,  if  it 
be  ever  effective.  The  contest  between  .^Kschines  and  Aristippus  resounds  through 
htstorv,  but  Aristippus,  who  was  least  to  blame,  went  to  ^^schines  and  said: 
"  Shall  we  not  agree  to  be  friends  before  we  make  ourselves  the  laughing  stodc 
of  the  whole  country?"  And /E.schines  .said.  "Thou  arc  a  far  better  man  than 
I,  for  I  began  the  quarrel;  but  thou  hast  lieen  the  first  in  healing  breach." 
And  they  were  always  friends  afterwards.  So  let  the  one  of  you  that  is  least  to 
blame  take  the  first  step  toward  conciliation.  The  one  most  in  the  wrong  will 
never  take  it.  How  different  was  the  termination  of  the  fend  between  Richard  III. 
and  Hcnr>*  VII.,  that  was  carried  im  for  years  at  friglilful  loss,  tliuiigh  the  fiirmer 
had  no  shadow  of  right  for  continuing  it.  The  evil  at  last  comes  upon  all  evil 
doers  as  it  did  to  Richard.  Oh.  it  makes  one  feel  splendidly  to  be  able,  by  God's 
help,  to  practice  unliniiled  forgiveness,  it  improves  one's  Ixxly  and  soul.  It 
will  make  yon  measure  tbree  or  four  more  inches  around  the  chest  and  iniprave 
yonr  respiration  so  that  you  can  take  a  deeper  and  longer  breath.  It  improves 
the  countenance  by  scattering  the  gloom  and  brightening  the  forehead,  and 
loosening  the  pinched  look  about  the  nostril  and  lip,  and  makes  you  somewhat 
like  God  Himself. 
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He  is  omnipresent,  and  we  cannot  copy  tliat.  But  He  forgives  with  a  broad  sweep  all 
&ulLs,  and  ail  neglects,  aiid  all  insults,  and  all  wrongdoing;  and  in  that  we  may 
copy  Him  wllli  mighty  success.  G<»,  hantess  tliat  snhlinie  action  of  your  soul  to 
an  autuumal  sunset,  the  hour  when  tlie  gate  of  heaven  oi>eus  to  let  the  day  pass 
into  the  eternities,  and  some  of  the  glories  escape  this  way  through  the  brief  open- 
ing. We  talk  about  the  Italian  sunsets,  and  sunset  amid  the  Apeiniinos,  and  sun- 
set amid  the  Cordilleras,  But  I  will  tell  you  how  you  may  see  a  grander  sunset 
than  any  mere  lover  of  nalurc  evt-r  bt-lield;  that  is  by  flinging  into  it  all  your 
hatreds  and  animosilies,  and  let  the  horses  of  fire  trample  them,  and  the  chariots  of 
fire  roll  over  them,  and  tlie  spearmen  of  fire  stab  them,  and  the  beach  of  fire  con- 
sume thera.  and  the  billows  of  fire  o\*erwhelra  them.  The  sublimest  thing  God 
does  is  the  sunset.  The  sublimest  thing  you  can  do  is  forgiveness.  Along  the 
glowing  banks  of  this  coming  eventide  let  the  divine  and  the  human  beconcurrent- 

Hardly  anything  affects  me  so  much,  in  the  uncovering  of  ancient  Pompeii, 
as  the  account  of  the  soldier  who.  after  the  city  had  for  many  centuries  been 
covered  with  the  ashes  and  scoriae  of  Vesuvius,  was  found  standing  in  his  place 
on  guard,  hand  on  spear  and  helmet  on  head.  Others  fled  at  the  awful  sub- 
mergenient,  bnt  tlie  explorer,  lycx)  years  after,  found  the  body  of  that  brave 
fellow  in  right  position.  And  it  will  Ije  a  grand  thing  if,  when  our  last  moment 
comes,  we  are  found  in  right  position  toward  the  world,  as  well  as  in  right  posi- 
tion toward  God,  on  guard  and  unfrightenetl  by  the  ashes  from  tlie  mountain  of 
death.  I  do  not  suppose  that  I,  am  any  more  of  a  cowanl  than  most  people,  but 
I  declare  to  you  that  I  would  not  dare  to  sleep  one  night  if  there  were  any  l>eing 
in  all  the  earth  with  whom  I  would  not  gladly  shake  hands.  lest,  during  the  night 
hours,  my  spirit  dismissed  to  other  realms,  I  should,  because  of  my  unforgiving 
spirit,  be  denied  divine  forgiveness. 

"  But,"  you  say.  "  I  have  more  than  I  can  bear;  too  much  is  put  upon  me  and 
I  am  not  to  blame  if  I  am  somewhat  revengeful  and  unrelenting."  Then  I  ihinlc 
of  the  little  child  at  the  moving  of  s<ime  goods  from  a  store.  The  father  was 
putting  some  rolls  of  goods  on  the  child's  arm,  package  after  package,  and  some 
one  said:  "That  child  is  being  overloaded,  and  so  much  ought  not  to  be  put 
upon  her,"  wheti  the  child  responded  ;  "  Kathc-r  knows  how  much  I  can  carr>*.*' 
and  God,  our  Father,  will  not  allow  too  much  imposition  on  His  children.  In 
the  day  of  eternity  it  will  be  found  you  had  not  one  aimoyance  too  many,  not  one 
exasperation  loo  raaiiy,  not  one  outrage  too  many.  Your  heavenly  Father  knows 
how  much  you  can  carr\". 

When  Mme.  Sontag  began  her  musical  career  she  was  hissed  off  the  stage  at 
Vienna  by  the  friends  of  her  rival,  Amelia  Steininger,  who  had  already  begun  to 
decline  through  her  dissipation.  Years  passed  on,  and  one  day  Mme.  Sontag,  in 
her  glory,  was  riding  through  the  streets  of  Berlin,  when  she  saw  a  little  child 


476 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIFE. 


leading  a  bliml  woman,  and  she  said:  "  Cutnc  here,  my  little  child,  come  here. 
Who  is  thai  you  are  ItadinK  l>y  the  hand  ?"  And  the  little  child  replied:  "  That's 
my  mother;  that's  Amelia  Steininger.  She  used  to  be  a  great  singer,  but  slie  last 
her  voice  and  she  cried  so  much  about  it  that  she  lost  her  eyesight."  "  Give  my 
love  to  her,'*  said  Mme.  Sontag,  "and  tell  her  an  old  acquaintance  will  call  on 
her  this  afteniooii.'' 

The  next  week  in  Berlin  a  vast  a.«»emhlage  gathered  at  a  benefit  for  that 
poor  blind  woman,  and  it  was  said  that  Mrae.  Sontag  sang  that  night  as  she  had 
never  sung  before.  And  she  took  a  skil!e<l  ocnlisl,  who  in  vain  tried  to  give 
eyesight  tn  the  poor  blind  woman.  Until  the  day  of  Amelia  Stciningcr's  death, 
Mme.  Sontag  took  care  of  her,  and  her  daughter  after  her.  That  was  what  the 
queen  of  song  did  for  her  enemy. 

But,  oh,  hear  a  more  thrilling  storj'  still.  Blind  immortal,  poor  and  lost, 
thou,  who,  when  the  world  and  Christ  were  rivals  for  thy  heart,  didst  hiss  thy 
Lord  away — Christ  comes  now  to  give  thee  sight,  to  give  Ihee  a  home,  to  give 
thee  heaven.  With  more  than  a  Sontag's  generosity  He  comes  now  to  meet 
your  need.  With  more  Ihaa  a  Sontag's  music  He  comes  to  plead  for  thy 
deliverance. 

A  PROVIDER  AND  DEFENDER. 

We  should  not  let  the  suu  go  down  on  our  wrath,  because  it  Is  of  little 
importance  what  the  world  says  of  you  or  docs  to  you  when  you  have  the  affluent 
God  of  the  sunset  as  your  pro\-ider  and  defender.  People  talk  as  though  it  were 
a  fixe<i  spectacle  of  nature  and  always  the  same.  Tint  no  nne  ever  saw  two  sun- 
sets alike;  and  if  the  world  has  existed  6000  years  there  have  been  abotil  2, 190,- 
000  sunsets;  each  of  them  as  distinct  from  all  the  other  pictures  in  the  gallery  of 
the  sky  as  Titian's  "  I^st  Supper,"  Rulieus'  "Descent  from  the  Cross." 
Raphael's  "  Transfiguration"  and  Michael  Angela's  "  Last  Judgment"  are 
distinct  from  each  other.  If  that  God,  of  such  infinite  resources  tliat  He  can  put 
on  the  wall  of  the  sky  each  night  more  than  the  Lnuvre.  and  the  Lnxemlwurg, 
and  the  Vatican,  and  the  Dresden,  and  Venetian  galleries  all  in  one,  is  my  God 
and  your  God,  our  provider  and  protector,  what  is  the  tise  of  onr  worr>ing  about 
any  human  antagonism  ?  If  we  are  misiutcrprcled.  the  God  of  the  many-colored 
sunset  can  put  the  right  color  on  cur  action.  If  He  can  afinrd  to  hang  such 
masterpieces  over  the  outside  wall  of  heaven  and  have  lliem  obliterated  in  an 
hour.  He  must  be  ver>"  rich  in  resources  and  can  put  us  through  in  safety.  If 
all  the  garniture  of  the  western  heavens  at  e\*entide  is  but  tlie  upholstry  of 
one  of  the  windows  of  our  future  home,  what  small  bu^ness  for  us  to  be 
chasing  enemies  I 

Mohammed  said:  "  The  sword  is  the  key  of  heaven  and  hell;  a  drop  of  blood 
shed  is  better  than  lasting,  and  wounds  in  the  day  of  judgment  are  resplendent  as 
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vermilion,  and  odoriferous  ns  musk.' '  The  same  sentiment  was  cchotd  by  Crom- 
well, but  the  death  of  his  daughter  chanj^ed  his  opinion,  and  ray  readers,  in  the 
last  day  we  will  all  find  just  tlie  oppasile  to  be  true,  and  tliat  the  sword  never 
uaIocliu>  hvavfii,  and  that  He  who  heals  wounds  is  greater  than  he  who  malces 
them,  and  that  on  tlie  same  ring  are  two  keys:  God's  forgiveness  of  us  and  our 
forgiveness  of  eaemies,  aud  those  two  keys  unlock  Paradise. 


THE  CLOCK  OF  EARTHLY  EXISTENCE. 

And  i]0\v  T  wi*sh  for  all  of  you  a  beautiful  sunset  in  your  earthly  existence. 
With  some  of  you  it  has  been  a  long  day  of  trouble,  and  with  others  of  you  it 
will  be  far  from  calm.  When  the  sun  rose  at  six  o'clock  it  was  tlie  morning  of 
youth,  and  a  fair  day  was  prophesied,  but  by  the  time  noonday  of  mid-life  had 
come  and  the  clock  of  your  earthly  existence  had  struck  twelve,  cloud  racks 
gathered  and  tempest  bellowwl  in  the  track  of  tempest.  Uut  a.s  the  evening  of 
old  age  approaches  I  pray  God  the  .nkics  may  brighten  and  the  clouds  be  piled  up 
into  pillars  as  of  celestial  temples  to  which  you  go,  or  move  as  with  mounted 
cohorts  come  to  take  you  home.  And  as  you  .sink  out  of  sight  below  the  horizon 
may  there  be  a  radiance  of  Christian  example  lingering  long  after  you  are  gone, 
aud  ou  the  heavens  be  written  in  letters  of  sapphire,  and  on  the  waters  in  letters 
of  opal,  and  on  tlie  hills  in  letters  of  emerald:  "  Thy  sun  sliall  no  more  go  down, 
neither  shall  thy  moon  withdniw  itself,  for  the  lAtrd  shall  l>e  thine  everlasting 
light,  and  the  days  of  thy  mourniug  shall  be  ended."  So  shall  the  sunset  of  earth 
become  the  sunrise  of  heaven. 


EVIDENCES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  A  FINAL  RESURRECTION. 

BOUT  1853  Easter  monungs  have  wakened  the  earth.  In  France 
for  three  centuries  the  almanacs  made  the  year  begin  at  Kaster, 
until  Charles  IX.  made  the  year  liegin  at  January  i.  In  the 
Tower  of  London  there  is  a  royal  pay-roll  of  Edward  I.,  on 
which  there  is  an  entry  of  eighteen  pence  for  400  colored  and 
pictured  Kaslereggs,  with  which  the  people  sported.  In  Ku.ssia, 
slaves  were  fed  and  alms  were  distributed  on  Easter. 

Eeclesiastical  councils  met  at  Ponlus,  at  Gaul,  at  Rome,  at  Achaia, 
to  decide  the  particular  day,  and  after  a  controversy,  more  animated  than 
gracious,  dccidctl  it,  and  now  through  all  Christendom,  in  some  way,  the 
first  Sunday  after  tlie  full  moon  which  happens  upon  or  next  after  March  2t, 
is  filled  with  Easter  rejoicinB. 

The  Royal  Court  of  the  Sabbaths  is  made  up  of  fifty-two.      Fifty-one 
are  princes  in  the  royal  household,  but  Easter  is  queen.     She  wears  a  richer 
diadem  and  sways  a  more  jeweled  sceptre,  and  in  her  smile  nations  are 
irradiated.     She  seems  to  step  out  of  the  snowbank  rather  than  the  con- 
scr\-ator>',  come  out  of  the  North  instead  of  the  South,  out  of  the  Arctic  rather 
than  the  Tn)pics,  dismounting   from  the  ic>'  equinox,  but  welcome  this  qneenly 
day,  holding  high  up  in  her  right  hand  the  wreitched-off  bolt  of  Christ's  sepulchre, 
and  holding  high  up  in  her  left  hand  the  key  to  all  the  cemeteries  in  Christendom. 
It  is  an  exciting  thing  to  see  an  anny  routed  and  flying.     They  run  each 
otlier  down.     They  scatter  everything  valuable  in  the  track.     Unwheeled  artil- 
lery, hoof  of  horse  on  breast  of  wounded  and  dnng  man.     You  have  read  of  the 
French  falling  back  from  Sedan,  or  Napoleon's  track  of  90.000  corpses  in  the 
snowbanks  of  Riusia,  or  of  the  retreat  of  our  own  armies  from  Manassas,  or  of 
the  five  kings  tumbling  over  tlie  rocks  of  Beth-horon  with  their  armies,  while 
.  tJie  hail-storms  of  heaven  and  the  swords  of  Joshua's  host  struck  them  with 

^H      their  fury. 

^^  THE  BLACK  GIANT. 

^H  But  there  is  a  worse  discomfiture.     It  seems  that  a  black  giant  proposed  to 

^V     conquer  the  earth.     He  gathered   for  his  host  all  the  aches,  and  pains,  and 
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malarias,  and  cancers,  and  distempers,  and  epidemics  of  the  ages.  He  marched 
them  down,  drilling  them  in  the  northeast  wind  and  amid  the  stash  of  tempests. 
Hr  threw  up  hiirricades  of  grave-mounds.  He  pitched  tent  of  chnmfl  house. 
Some  of  the  troops  marched  with  slow  tread  commanded  by  con.sumption,  some 
in  double-quick,  commanded  by  pneumonias.  Some  he  took  by  long  besiegetnent 
of  evil  habit,  and  some  by  one  stroke  of  the  battle-axe  of  casually.  Witli  bony 
hand  he  pounded  at  the  door  of  haspitals  and  sick-rooms,  and  won  all  the  victories 
in  all  tlie  great  battlefields  of  all  the  fii?e  continents.  Forward,  march,  the  con- 
queror of  conquerors,  and  all  the  generals,  and  commanders-in-chief,  and  all 
presidents,  and  kings,  and  sultans,  and  czars  drop  uuder  the  feet  of  his  war-, 
charger. 

But  one  Christmas  nighl  his  Antagonist  was  tKim.  As  most  of  the  plaguy 
and  sicknesses,  and  despotisms  come  out  of  the  Kast,  it  was  appropriate  that  the 
new  Conqueror  should  come  out  of  the  same  quarter.  Power  is  given  Ilini  to 
awaken  all  the  fallen  of  nil  the  centuries  and  of  all  lands,  and  marshal  thetn 
against  the  black  giant.  Fields  have  already  been  won.  but  the  last  day  of  the 
world's  existence  will  see  the  decisive  battle.  When  Christ  shall  lead  forth  His 
two  brigades,  the  brigade  of  the  risen  dead,  and  the  brigade  of  the  celestial  host, 
the  binck  giant  will  fall  back,  and  llit  brigaclt-  from  the  riven  sepulchres  will  take 
him  from  beneath,  and  the  brigade  of  de.scending  inmiortats  will  take  him  front 
above,  and  death  shall  be  swallowed  up  in  victory'. 

The  old  braggart  that  threatened  the  conquest  and  demolition  of  the  planet 
has  lost  his  throne,  has  lost  his  sceptre,  has  lost  his  palace,  has  lost  hw  prestige, 
and  the  one  word  written  over  all  the  gates  of  mausoleum,  and  caticomb,  and 
necropolis;  on  cenotaph  and  sarcophagus,  on  the  lonely  khan  of  the  Arctic  explorer 
and  on  the  catafalqae  of  great  cathedral;  written  in  capitals  of  azalea  and  calla- 
lily.  written  in  nmsical  cadence,  written  in  doxology  of  great  assemblages:  written 
on  the  sculptured  door  of  the  family  vault,  is  "  Victor)'."  Coronal  word,  emhau- 
nered  word.  Apocalyptic  word,  chief  word  of  the  triumphal  arch  under  which 
conquerors  return. 

THE  ABOLITION  OF  DEATH. 

The  Bastile  was  a  fnmiidable  fortress  of  wrong  for  a  long  time,  but  the 
common  people  at  last  laid  siege  to  and  took  it,  and  emptied  its  dungeons. 
Victory  !  Word  shouted  at  CuUoden.  and  Balaklava,  and  Blenheim,  at  Megiddo 
and  Solferino,  at  Marathon,  where  the  .\thenians  dro\'e  back  the  Mcdes;  at 
Poictiers.  where  Charles  Martel  broke  the  ranks  of  the  Saracens;  at  Salnmis. 
where  Themistocles  in  the  great  sea-fight  confounded  the  Persians,  and  at  the 
door  of  the  eastern  cavern  of  chiseled  rock ,  where  Christ  came  out  through  a  recess 
and  throttled  the  King  of  Terrors,  and  put  him  back  in  the  niche  from  which  the 


4S3 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  UKE. 


Celestial  Conqueror  had  just  emerged.  Aha!  when  the  jaws  of  the  eastern  mauso- 
leum took  down  the  black  giant,  "  Death  was  swallowed  up  in  victory."  I  pro- 
claim the  abolition  of  death' 

The  old  antagonist  is  driven  back  into  mythologj',  with  all  the  lore  about 
Stygian  ferr)'  and  Charon  with  oar  and  Itoat.  Melrose  Ab!x*y  and  Kenilworth 
Castle  are  no  more  in  niins  than  is  the  sepulchre.  We  shall  have  no  more  to  do 
with  death  than  we  have  with  the  cloak-room  at  a  (iovemor's  or  President's  levee. 
\Ve  stop  at  such  cloak-room  and  leave  in  charge  of  a  servant  our  overcoat,  oar 
overshoes,  onr  outward  apparel,  thai  we  may  not  be  impelled  in  the  brilliant  round 
of  the  drawing-room. 

Well,  my  readers,  when  we  go  out  of  this  world  we  are  going  to  a  King's  ban- 
quet and  to  a  reception  of  monardis,  and  at  the  door  of  the  tomb  we  leave  the  cloak 
of  flesh  and  the  wrappings  with  which  we  meet  the  stomis  of  tliis  world.  At  the 
close  of  an  earthly  recci>tion,  under  the  brush  and  broom  of  the  portcr,.thc  coat  or 
hat  may  Ix-  lianded  to  us  better  than  when  we  resigned  it,  and  llic  doak  of 
humanity  will  Hnally  be  returned  to  us  improved,  and  brightened,  and  purified, 
and  glorified. 

You  and  1  do  not  want  our  bodies  returned  as  they  are  now.  We  want  to  get 
rid  of  all  their  weaknesses,  and  all  their  susceptibilities  to  fatigue,  and  all  their 
slowness  of  locomotion.  They  will  l>c  put  through  a  chemistry  of  soil,  and  heat 
and  c<)ld,  and  changing  ^easons,  out  of  which  God  will  recon,strnct  them  as  much^ 
better  tlian  they  are  now  as  the  body  of  the  rosiest  and  healthiest  child  that  Ixmnds 
over  the  lawn  at  Prospect  Park  is  better  than  the  sickliest  patient  in  Belle^nje 
Hospital. 

But  as  to  our  soul,  we  will  cross  right  over,  not  waiting  for  obsequies,  independ- 
ent of  obituary,  into  a  state  in  ever>-  way  better,  with  wider  room  and  velocities 
beyond  ccuiputation;   the  dullest  of  us  into  compauionship  with  the  very*  best, 
spirits  in  their  very  best  mood,  in  the  verj-  parlor  of  the  universe,  tlie  ftiur  wal 
burnished,  and  paneled,  and  pictured,  and  glorified  witli  all  tlie  splendors  that  the 
infinite  God  in  all  the  ages  has  been  able  to  invent.     Victor)' ! 

This  view  of  course  makes  it  of  but  little  importance  whether  we  are  cremate 
or  sepulturtd.  If  the  latter  is  dust  to  dust,  the  former  is  ashes  to  ashes.  If  any 
prefer  incineration  let  them  have  it  without  caricature.  The  world  may  become 
so  crowded  that  cremation  may  l)t  universally  adojrted  by  law  as  well  as  b>'  general 
consent.  Many  of  the  mightiest  and  best  .spirits  have  gone  tlirotigfa  this  process. 
Thousands  and  ten.s  of  thousands  of  God's  children  have  been  cremated — P.  P.  Bliss 
end  wife,  the  e^'angelisUc  singers,  cremated  by  accident  at  Aslitabula  bridge; 
John  Rogers,  cremated  by  persecution;  Latimer  aud  Ridley,  cremated  at  Oxford; 
Pothinus  and  Rlandina,  a  slave,  and  Alexander,  a  physician,  and  their  com- 
rades, cremated  at  the  order  of  Marcus  Aurelius — at  least  100,000  of  Christ's 
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disciples  cremated — and  there  caii  be  uo  doubt  about  the  resurrectiou  of  their 
bodies. 

If  the  world  lasts  as  much  longer  as  it  has  already  beeii  built,  there  perhaps 
may  be  no  room  for  the  large  acreage  set  apart  for  the  resting-places,  but  that  lime 
has  not  come.  Plenty  of  room  yet,  and  the  race  need  not  pass  that  bridge  of  Sre 
until  it  comes  to  it.  The  most  of  us  prefer  tlie  old  way.  But  whether  out  of 
natural  disiulegration  or  cremation  we  shall  get  that  hmiinous,  bunyant,  gladsome. 
transcendent,  magniiiccnt.  inexplicable  structure  called  the  resurrection  body; 
you  will  have  it.  1  will  have  it.  I  say  to  you  to-day.  as  Paul  said  to  Agrippa: 
"  Why  should  it  be  tliought  a  thing  incredible  with  you  that  God  should  raise  the 
dead." 

The  far-up  cloud,  higher  tlian  the  hawk  flics,  higher  than  the  cag^Ie  flt«. 
witat  is  it  made  of?  Dro[»i  of  water  fn>m  the  Hudson,  other  drops  from  l!ie  East 
River,  other  drops  from  a  stagnant  pool  out  on  Newark  flats — up  yonder  there, 
and  embodied  in  a  cloud,  and  the  sun  kindles  it.  If  God  can  moke  .such  a  lus- 
trous cloud  out  of  water  drops,  many  of  them  soiled  and  impure,  and  letchcd  from 
miles  away,  can  He  not  transport  the  fragments  of  the  human  body  from  the 
earth,  and  out  of  them  build  a  radiant  body  ?  Cannot  God,  who  ovm«i  all  t 
material  out  of  which  bones  and  muscle  and  flesh  are  nmde,  set  them  up  again 
they  have  fallen  ?  If  a  manufacturer  of  telescopes  drops  a  telescope  on  the  600: 
and  it  breaks,  can  he  not  mend  it  again  so  you  can  see  through  it  ?  And  if  G 
drops  the  human  ej-e  into  the  dust,  the  e>e  which  he  originally  fashioned,  can  Hi 
not  restore  it  ?  Ay,  if  the  matiufaclurer  of  the  telescope,  by  a  change  of  the  gl 
and  a  change  of  focus,  can  make  a  better  glass  than  that  which  was  origimill 
constructed,  and  actually  improve  it,  do  you  not  think  the  fashioner  of  the  hu 
eye  may  improve  its  sight  and  multiply  the  natural  e>'e  by  the  thousand-fold  addi- 
tional forces  of  the  resurrection  e\'e? 

Why  should  it  be  thought  a  thing  incredible  with  you  that  God  should  raise, 
the  dead  ?    Things  all  around  us  suggest  it.     The  blossoming  woods,  where  lov 
delights  to  make  his  bower,  are  rc-clothed  in  beauty  with  ever>'  spring.     Out 
what  grew  all  these  flowers?    Out  of  the  mould  and  the  earth.     Resurrected 
Resurrected !    The  radiant  butterfly,  where  did  it  come  from  ?    The  loathsome 
caterpillar.     That  albatrass  that  smites  the  tempest  with  its  wing,  where  did  it 
come  from  ?    A  seusel«5s  shell. 


I 


SEED-LIFE  RESURRCCTCD. 

Near  Bergerac,  France,  in  a  Celtic  tomb  under  a  block,  were  found  flower 
timt  had  been  buried  2000  >'ears.     The  explorer  took  tlie  flower  seed  and  plantt 
it.  and  it  came  up:  it  bloomed  in  bluebell  and  heliotrope.     Two  thousand 
ago  buried,  yet  resurrected  ! 
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disdples  cremated— and  there  caa  be  no  doubt  aboiit  the  resurrection  of  their 
bodies. 

If  the  world  lasts  as  much  longer  as  it  has  already  beeu  built,  there  perhaps 
may  be  no  room  for  the  large  acreage  set  apart  for  tlie  resting-places,  but  that  time 
has  not  come.  Plcntj-  of  room  yet,  and  the  race  need  not  pass  that  bridge  of  fire 
until  it  comes  to  it.  Tlie  most  of  us  prefer  the  old  way.  But  whether  out  of 
natural  disintegration  or  cremation  wc  shall  get  that  hmiinous,  buoyant,  gladsome, 
transcendent,  magnificent,  inexplicable  structure  called  the  resurrection  body^ 
you  will  have  it.  I  will  have  it.  I  say  to  you  to-day,  as  Paul  said  to  Ag^ippa: 
"  Why  should  it  be  tliought  a  thing  incredible  with  you  llial  God  should  raise  the 
dead." 

The  far-up  cloud,  higher  than  the  hawk  flies,  higher  than  the  eagle  flies, 
what  is  it  made  of?  Drops  of  water  from  the  Hudson,  other  drops  from  the  East 
River,  other  drops  from  a  stagnant  pool  out  on  Newark  fiats — up  yonder  there, 
and  embodied  in  a  cloud,  and  the  sun  kindles  it.  If  God  can  make  such  a  lus- 
trous cloud  out  of  water  drops,  many  of  them  soiled  and  impure,  and  fetched  from 
miles  away,  can  He  ntit  transjKjrt  thi.'  fragments  tif  the  humau  Ixnly  from  the 
earth,  and  out  of  them  build  a  radiant  body?  Cannot  God,  who  owns  all  the 
material  out  of  which  bones  and  muscle  and  flesh  are  made,  set  them  up  again  if 
they  have  falleti  ?  If  a  niaimfacturer  of  telescopes  drops  a  telescope  ou  the  floor, 
and  it  breaks,  can  be  not  mend  it  again  so  you  can  see  through  it?  And  if  God 
drops  the  human  eye  into  the  dust,  the  eye  which  he  originally  fashioned,  can  He 
not  rt-store  il  ?  Ay,  if  the  manufaclurer  of  the  lelestxipL-,  by  a  change  of  tlie  glass 
and  a  change  of  focus,  can  make  a  better  glass  than  that  which  was  originally 
constructed,  and  .iciually  improve  it,  do  you  not  think  the  fashioner  of  the  human 
e>'e  may  improve  its  sight  and  multiply  the  natural  eye  by  the  thousand-fold  addi-, 
tional  forces  of  the  resurrection  eye? 

Why  should  it  be  thought  a  thing  incredible  with  you  that  God  should  raise' 
the  dead  ?  Things  all  around  us  suggest  it.  The  blossoming  woods,  where  love 
delights  to  make  his  bower,  are  re-clothed  in  beauty  with  every  spring.  Out  of 
what  grew  all  these  flowers?  Out  of  the  mould  and  the  earth.  Resurrected  I 
Resurrected !  The  radiant  butterfly,  where  did  it  come  from  ?  The  loathsome 
caterpillar.  That  albatross  that  smites  tlie  tempest  with  its  wing,  where  did  il 
come  from  ?    A  senseless  shell. 


SECO-tlFE  RESURRECTED. 

Near  Bergerac,  France,  in  a  Celtic  tomb  under  a  block,  were  found  flower  see4 
that  had  lieen  buried  2000  years.  The  explorer  took  the  flower  seed  and  planted 
it,  and  it  came  up;  it  bloomed  in  bluebell  and  heliotrope.  Two  thousand  years 
ago  buried,  yet  resurrected  I 


ilOr.t.INC   AWAV  THE  STONF,   FKOM    THK   I.KWK  OF   LAZAKIS 


1844,  be  planted  iheni,  and  in  thirty  days  tbe>-  sprang  up.     Buried  3000  years,  yet 
resurrected  ! 

Where  did  all  this  silk  come  from — the  silk  that  adorns  your  persons  and  your 
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honi«s  ?  In  the  hollow  of  a  staflf  a  Greek  missionary'  brought  from  China  to  Europe 
the  progenitoni  of  those  worms  that  now  supply  the  silk  markets  of  many  nations. 
The  pageantry  of  bannered  host  and  the  luxurious  articles  of  commercial  emporiMm 
blazing  out  from  the  silk  worms.  And  who  shall  be  surprised  tf  out  of  this  insig- 
nificant earthly  body,  this  insignificant  earlhly  life,  oiu"  bodies  unfold  into  some- 
thing worthy  of  the  coming  cteniities. 

Put  silver  into  nitric  acid  and  it  dissolves.  Is  the  silver  gone  forever?  No. 
Put  in  some  pieces  of  copper  and  the  silver  reappears.  If  cue  force  dissolves, 
another  force  organizes. 

The  insects  (lew  and  the  wonns  crawled  last  autumn  feebler  and  feebler,  and 
then  stopped.  The>'  have  taken  no  food,  they  want  none.  They  lay  dormant  a:id 
insensible,  but  soon  the  south  wind  will  blowthe  resurrection  trumpet,  and  the  airand 
the  earth  will  be  full  of  tliem.  Do  you  not  think  that  God  can  do  as  nmch  for  our 
bodies  as  He  docs  for  the  wasps  and  the  spiders  and  the  snails?  This  morning  at 
4.30  o'clock  there  was  a  resurrection.  Out  of  the  night  the  day.  Ever>'  year 
there  is  a  resurrection  in  all  our  gardens.  Why  not  .some  day  a  resurrection  nmid 
all  the  graves  ? 

Ever  and  anon  there  are  instances  of  men  and  women  entranced.  A  trance 
is  death  followed  by  resurrection  after  a  few  days;  total  .suspension  of  mental  power 
and  voluntary  action.  Rev.  William  Tenuent,  a  great  evangelist  of  the  last 
generation,  of  \vhom  Dr.  Archibald  Alexander,  a  man  far  from  being  sentimental, 
wrote  in  most  euli)j;istic  terms — Kev.  William  Tennent  seemed  to  die.  His  spirit 
departed.  People  came  in  day  after  day  and  .'iaid:  **He  is  dead;  he  is  dead." 
But  tlie  soul  that  fled  returned,  aud  William  Tennent  lived  to  write  out  the  expe- 
riences of  what  he  hod  seen  while  his  soul  had  gone.  It  may  be  found  some  time 
that  what  is  called  suspended  animation  or  comatose  state  i.s  brief  death,  giving 
the  soul  an  excursion  into  the  next  world,  from  which  it  comes  back,  a  furlough 
of  a  few  hours  granted  frfim  the  conflict  of  life  to  which  it  must  return. 


EVIDENCE  OF  A  FINAL  RESURRECTION. 

Docs  not  this  waking  up  of  men  from  trance,  aud  this  waking  up  of  insects 
from  winter  lifelessness,  and  this  waking  up  of  grains  buried  3000  years  ago, 
make  it  easier  for  you  to  believe  that  your  body  and  mine  after  the  vacation  of  the 
grave  shall  roiLse  and  rally,  though  there  be  3000  years  between  our  last  breath. 
and  the  sounding  of  the  archangelic  rev'etlle? 

Physiologists  tell  us  that  while  the  most  of  our  bodies  are  built  with  such 
wonderful  economy  that  we  can  spare  nothing,  and  the  loss  of  a  finger  is  a  hinder- 
ment,  and  the  injur>'  of  a  toe-joint  makes  us  lame,  still  that  we  ha\*e  two  or  three 
useless  physical  organs,  and  no  anatomist  or  physiologist  has  ever  been  able  to  tell 
what  they  are  good  for.     They  are  uu  doubt  the  foundation  of  the  resurrection 
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body,  worth  nothing  to  us  in  this  state,  to  l>e  IndLspensably  valuable  in  the  next 
stale.  The  Olympic  games  were  instituted  for  the  purpose  of  developing  every 
organ  and  sinew  of  the  body  but  even  theflc  did  not  discover  the  uses  of  the  spleen; 
which  gi\x*s  us  the  most  pain. 

The  Jewish  ral>I)is  had  only  a  hint  of  this  suggestion  when  lhe>'  said  that 
in  the  human  frame  there  was  a  small  bone  which  they  said  wa.s  to  be  the  basis 
of  the  resurrection  body,  t'erlmps  that  may  have  been  a  delusion.  But  tlus 
thiug  is  certain,  the  Christian  scientists  of  our  day  have  found  out  that  there  are 
two  or  three  superfluities  of  body  that  are  something  gloriously  suggestive  of 
another  state. 

I  called  at  a  friend's  house  one  summer  day.  I  found  the  yard  all  piled  up 
with  the  rubbish  of  carjwntcr  and  mason '.s  work.  The  door  was  off.  The 
plumbers  had  torn  up  the  floor.  The  roof  was  being  lifted  iu  cupola.  All  the 
pictures  were  gone;  and  the  paper- Imngers  were  doing  their  work.  All  the 
modern  improvements  were  being  introduced  into  that  dwelling.  There  was  not 
a  room  in  the  house  fit  to  live  iu  at  that  time,  although  a  month  before  when 
I  \-i.sited  that  house  c\'erything  was  so  beautiful  I  could  not  have  suggested  an 
imprnvemeiil.  My  friend  had  gone  with  his  family  to  the  Holy  I^nid,  exixrcting 
to  come  back  at  the  eud  of  six  months,  when  the  building  was  to  be  done.  Aud, 
oh  I  what  was  his  joy  when,  at  the  end  of  six  mouths,  he  returned  and  the  old 
house  was  enlarged  and  improvetl  and  glorified. 

That  is  your  body.  It  looks  well  now — all  the  rooms  filled  with  health,  and 
we  could  hardly  make  a  suggestion.  But  after  a  while  your  soul  will  go  to  the 
Holy  Land,  and  while  ytm  are  gone  the  old  house  of  your  lalicmacle  will  be 
entirely  reconstructed  from  cellar  to  attic,  and  ever>'  uen'e,  and  muscle,  and  bone, 
and  tissue,  and  arter>-  must  be  hauled  over,  and  the  old  structure  will  be  burnished 
and  adorned  and  raised  and  cupolaed  and  enlarged,  and  all  the  improvements  of 
heaven  Introduced,  and  you  will  move  into  it  on  resurrection  day. 

For  we  know  that  if  our  earthly  house  of  this  tabernacle  were  dissolved,  we 
have  a  building  of  God,  a  house  uot  made  witli  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens. 


MEETING  OF  BODY  AND  SOUL. 

Oh.  what  a  day  when  body  and  soul  meet  again  !  They  are  very  fond  of 
each  other.  Did  your  txKly  ever  have  j>ain  and  your  soul  not  pity  it !  Or  your 
body  have  a  joy  and  your  soul  not  re-echo  it?  Or,  changing  the  qnestiou,  did 
your  soul  ever  have  any  trouble  aud  your  body  uot  s>-mpathize  with  it  ?  gnaw- 
ing wan  and  weak  under  the  depressing  influence.  Or.  did  your  soul  e\-er 
have  a  gladness  but  your  body  celebrated  it  with  kindled  eje  and  cheek  and 
elastic  step  ?  Surely  God  never  intended  two  such  good  friends  to  be  ver>-  long 
separated. 
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And  so  wheii  the  world's  last  Uastcr  morniug  shall  conic  the  soul  will 
descend,  crj-ing,  "Where  is  my  body?"  And  the  Ixjdy  will  ascend,  saying, 
"  Where  is  my  soul  ?"  And  the  Lord  of  the  resurrection  will  bring  tlieni  together, 
and  it  will  be  a  perfect  soul  in  a  jicrfcct  body,  introduced  by  a  perfect  Christ  into 
a  perfect  heaven. 

A  cruel  heathen  warrior  heard  Mr.  Moffat,  the  missionary,  preach  about  the 
resurrection,  and  he  said  to  the  missionary: 

"  Will  my  father  rise  in  the  last  <lay  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  missinnary. 

"  Will  all  the  dead  in  battle  rise  ?' '  said  the  cruel  chieftain. 

"  Yes,"  said  tlie  missionary. 

*'Theu,"  said  Uie  warrior,  "  let  me  hear  no  more  about  the  resurrection  day. 
Tliere  can  Ik  no  resurrection;  there  shall  be  no  resurrection.  I  Iiave  slain  thou- 
sands  in  battle.     Will  they  rise?" 

Ah,  there  will  be  more  to  rise  on  that  day  than  those  want  to  see  whose 
crimes  have  never  been  repented  of  But  for  all  others  who  allowed  Christ  to  be 
their  pardon  and  their  life  and  their  resurrection  it  will  be  a  day  of  victorj'. 

The  thunders  of  the  last  day  will  be  the  salvo  that  greets  you  into  harbor. 
The  lightnings  will  be  only  the  torches  of  triumphal  procession  marching  down  to 
escort  you  home.  Wliere  is  deatli  ?  What  have  we  to  do  with  death  >  As  your 
re-united  body  and  soul  swing  off  from  this  planet  on  that  last  day  you  will  see 
deep  gashes  all  up  and  down  the  hills,  deep  gashes  all  tbrougli  the  valleys,  and 
they  will  be  the  emptied  graves,  they  will  be  the  abandoned  sepulchres,  and  then, 
for  the  Erst  time,  you  will  appreciate  tlie  full  exhilaration  of  the  words,  "  He  will 
svt'allow  up  death  in  victory." 


^£il»it£iS  0t  ^plen^or» 


THE  AROMA  THAT  CLUNG  TO  CHRiSrS  GARMENTS  LIKENED  UNTO   HIS  SWEET  LIFE. 
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MONG  the  grand  adornments  of  the  cit>-  of  Paris  is  the  Church 
of  Notre  Dame,  with  its  great  towers,  and  elaborated  rose- 
windows,  and  sculpturing  of  the  last  judgmenl.  with  the 
*iL  #te^  \  h  tnimpcting  angds  and  rising  dead:  its  battlements  of  qtiatre- 
foil;  its  sacristy,  with  ribbed  ceiling  and  statues  of  saints. 
But  there  was  nothing  in  all  that  building  which  more  vividly 
appealed  to  my  plain  republican  tastes  tliaii  the  costly  vest- 
ments which  laid  in  oaken  presses — robes  that  had  been 
emlmiidercd  with  gold,  and  Iiccn  worn  by  jKipes  and  archbishops  on  great  occa- 
sions. There  was  a  robe  that  had  been  worn  by  Pius  VII.  at  the  crowning  of  the 
first  Napoleon.  There  was  also  a  vestment  that  had  been  worn  at  the  baptism  of 
Napoleon  II.  As  our  guide  opened  the  oaken  pres.ses  and  brought  oiil  these 
vestments  of  fabulous  cost,  and  lifled  them  up,  the  fragrance  of  the  pungent 
aromatics  in  which  they  had  been  presented  filled  tlie  place  witli  a  sweetness  that 
was  almost  oppressive.  Nothing  that  liad  been  done  in  stone  more  vividly 
impressed  me  thau  these  things  that  had  been  done  in  cloth,  and  embroider>',  and 
perfume. 

But  here,  ray  readers,  1  open  the  drawer  of  a  verse  in  Psalms,  which  reads, 
"  .\ll  thy  garments  smell  of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of  the  ix-ory  palaces." 
I  look  upon  the  kingly  robes  of  Christ,  and  as  I  lift  them,  flashing  with  eternal 
jewels,  the  whole  house  is  filled  with  the  aroma  of  these  garmenbi,  which  smeQ 
of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia  out  of  the  ivor>'  i>alaces. 

The  King  steps  forth.  His  robes  rustle  and  blaze  as  He  advances.  His 
pomp,  and  power,  and  glor\-  overmaster  the  spectator.  More  brilliant  is  He  than 
Queen  Vashti  moving  amid  the  Persian  princes;  than  Marie  .\ntoinette  on  tlie 
day  when  Louis  XVI.  put  upon  her  tlie  necklace  of  eight  hundred  diamonds;  than 
Catharine  when  she  appeared  before  her  ecclesiastical  judges:  than  Anne  Boleyn 
the  day  when  Henry  VIII.  welcomed  her  to  his  palace;  all  beaut>*  and  all  ixnnp 
forgotten,  while  we  stand  in  the  presence  of  this  imperial  glory.  King  of  Zion, 
King  of  earth,  King  of  heaven.  King  forever !  His  garments,  not  worn  out,  not 
dust-bedraggled:  but  radiant,  and  jeweled,  and  redolent.  It  seems  as  if  they 
must  have  beai  presseil  a  hundred  years  amid  the  flowers  of  hea\'«u.      The 
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hotn«  ?  In  the  hollow  of  a  staff  a  Greek  missionary  brought  from  China  lo  Europe 
the  ptogenitors  of  those  womis  tliat  now  supply  the  silk  ntarkets  of  many  natioi». 
The  pageantr\f  of  bannered  host  and  the  luxurious  articles  of  commercial  emporium 
blazing  out  frnm  llic  silk  woriii.s.  And  who  sliall  lie  surprised  if  out  of  this  insig- 
nificant earthly  body,  this  insignificant-  earthly  life,  our  bodies  unfold  into  some^ 
thhig  worthy  of  the  coming  eternities. 

Put  silver  into  nitric  acid  and  it  dissolves.  Is  the  silver  gone  fore\'er  ?  So^^ 
Put  in  some  pieces  of  copper  and  the  silver  reappears.  If  one  force  dissolvfliH 
another  force  organizes. 

The  insects  flew  and  the  worms  crawled  last  autumn  feebler  and  feebler,  and 
then  stopix.*d.  They  have  taken  no  food,  they  want  none.  The>'  lay  domiant  aivS 
insensible,  but  soon  the  south  wind  will  blowthe  resurrection  trumpet,  and  the  air  and 
the  earth  will  be  full  of  them.  Do  you  not  think  that  God  can  do  as  much  for  our 
bodies  as  He  does  for  the  wasps  aud  the  sfwders  and  the  snails?  This  momiug  at 
4.30  o'clock  there  was  a  resurrection.  Out  of  the  night  the  day.  Every  year 
there  is  a  resurrection  in  all  our  gardens.  Why  not  some  day  a  rcsurrccUon  amid 
all  the  graves  ? 

Ever  and  anon  there  are  instances  of  men  and  women  entranced.     A  Iran 
is  death  followed  by  resurrection  after  a  few  days;  total  suspension  of  mental  po 
and  voluntary  action.      Re\'.  William  Tennent,  a  great  evangelist  of   llie    last 
generation,  of  whom  Dr.  Archibald  Alexander,  a  man  far  from  being  sentimental, 
wrote  in  most  eulogistic  terras — Rev.  William  Tennent  seemed  to  die.     His  spirit 
departed.     People  came  in  day  after  day  and  said:  "He  is  dead;  he  is  dead." 
But  the  soul  that  fled  retumwl,  and  William  Tennent  lived  to  write  out  the  expe- 
riences of  what  he  had  seen  while  his  soul  had  gone.     It  may  be  found  some  time 
that  what  is  colled  suspended  animation  or  comatose  state  is  brief  death,  ^ving 
the  soul  an  excursion  into  the  next  world,  from  which  it  comes  back,  a  furlougi 
of  a  few  hours  granted  from  the  conflict  of  life  (o  which  it  must  return. 


EVIDENCE  OF  A  FINAL  RESURRECTION. 

Does  not  this  waking  up  of  men  from  trance,  and"  thus  waking  up  of  in* 
from  winter  lifelcssness,  and  this  waking  up  of  grains  buried  3000  years  age 
make  it  easier  for  you  to  believe  thai  your  body  and  mine  after  the  vacation  of  th« 
grave  shall  rouse  and  rally,  though  there  be  3000  years  between  our  last  breath 
and  the  sounding  of  the  arch.ingelic  reveille  ? 

Physiologists  icll  us  that  while  the  most  of  our  bodies  are  built  with  su( 
wonderful  economy  that  we  can  .spare  nothing,  and  the  losfi  of  a  finger  is  a  hindei 
ment,  and  the  injur>-  of  a  toe-joint  makes  us  lame,  still  that  we  have  two  or  lliree 
useless  physical  organs,  and  no  anatomist  or  physiologist  has  ever  been  able  to  ti 
what  they  are  good  for.     They  are  no  doubt  tlie  foundation  of  the  resmrectic 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  UFE. 

down.  Not  so  much  like  moniing-glorics,  that  bloom  only  when  the  sun  is 
cottiiiig  up,  nor  like  "  four-o'clocks,"  that  bloom  only  when  the  sua  is  going 
down,  but  like  myrrh,  perpetually  aromatic — tlie  same  morning,  noon,  and  night- 
yesterday,  to-day,  forever.  It  seems  as  if  we  cannot  wear  Him  out.  We  put  on 
Him  nil  our  burdetis,  and  afflict  Him  with  all  our  griefe.  and  set  Him  foremost  in 
all  our  battles,  and  yet  He  is  ready  to  lift,  and  to  sympathize,  and  to  help.  We 
have  so  imposed  upon  Him  that  one  would  think  in  eternal  affront  He  would  quit 
our  soul;  and  yet  He  a<lilrcsscs  us  with  the  same  tenderness,  dawns  upon  xis  with 
the  same  smile,  pities  us  with  the  same  er impassion.  There  is  no  name  like  His 
for  us.  It  is  more  imperial  than  Caesar's,  more  musical  than  Beethoven's,  more 
conquering  than  Charlemagne's,  more  eloquent  than  Cicero's.  It  throbs  with  all 
life.  It  weeps  with  all  pathos.  It  groans  with  all  pain.  It  stoops  witli  all  con- 
descension. It  breatlies  with  all  perfume.  Who  like  Jesus  to  set  a  broken  bone, 
to  pity  a  homeless  orphan,  to  nurse  a  sick  man,  to  take  a  prodigal  back  without 
any  scolding,  to  illumiue  a  cemeter>*  all  plowc<l  with  graves,  to  make  a  queen  unto 
God  out  of  the  lost  woman  of  the  street,  to  catch  the  tears  of  human  s(jrrow  tn  a 
lachr\-mator>*  that  shall  never  be  broken  ?  Who  has  such  an  ej*e  to  see  our  need, 
such  a  lip  to  kiss  away  our  sorrow,  such  a  hand  to  snatch  us  out  of  the  £re,  sudi 
a  foot  to  trample  our  enemies,  sucli  a  heart  to  embrace  all  our  necessities?  I 
struggle  for  some  metaphor  with  which  to  express  Him.  He  is  not  like  the 
bursting  fortli  of  a  full  orchestra:  that  is  too  loud.  He  is  not  like  the  sea  when 
lashed  to  rage  by  the  tempest:  that  is  1ck>  boislcnius. 

Oh  !  that  you  all  knew  His  sweetness.  How  soon  you  would  turn  from  your 
novels.  If  the  philosopher  leaped  out  of  his  bath  in  a  frenzy  of  jo>'.  and  clapped 
lits  hands,  and  ruslied  through  the  streets,  because  he  had  found  the  solulioii  of  a 
mathematical  problem,  how  will  you  feel  leaping  from  the  fountain  of  a  Saviour's 
mercy  and  pardon,  washed  clean  and  made  white  as  snow,  when  the  question  has 
been  solved:  "How  can  my  soul  be  savetl  ?"  Naked,  frosl-lntteii,  storni-la,shed 
soul,  let  Jesns  throw  around  thee  the  "garments  that  smell  of  myrrh,  and  aloes, 
and  cassia,  out  of  the  ivorj-  palaces.*' 


IVORy   PALACES. 

You  know,  or  if  you  do  not  know,  I  will  tell  you  now,  that  some  of  the  pal- 
aces of  olden  time  were  adnmed  with  ivor\'.  Ahab  and  Siilomon  had  their  homes 
furnished  with  it.  The  tusks  of  African  and  Asiatic  elephants  were  twisted  into 
all  manners  of  shapes,  and  there  were  stairs  of  ivor>',  and  chairs  of  i\'ory,  and 
tables  of  ivory,  and  floors  of  ivory,  and  pillars  of  ivorj',  and  windows  of  ivorj-, 
and  fountains  that  dropped  into  baiins  of  ivoo*.  and  rooms  that  had  ceilings  of 
ivorj'.  Oh  !  white  aud  overmastering  beauty.  Green  tree-branches  sweeping  the 
white  curbs.     Tapcstr>'  trailing  the  snowj*  floors.     Brackets  of  light  flashing  on 


494 


THK  PATTTO'AY  OF  LIFE. 


tbe  lusCrous  surroundings.  Silver>-  music  rippling  to  the  beach  of  the  arches. 
The  mere  thought  of  it  almost  stuns  my  brain,  and  you  say,  "Oh,  if  I  could  only 
have  walked  over  such  floors  !  If  I  could  have  thrown  myself  in  such  a  chair ! 
If  I  could  have  heard  the  drip  and  dash  nf  those  fountains  !"  You  shall  have 
something  Ixrtler  than  that  if  you  only  let  Christ  introduce  you.  From  that  place 
He  came,  and  to  that  place  lie  proposes  to  transport  3'ou,  for  His  "  garments  smcU 
of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  caiwia.  out  of  the  ivor>-  palaces." 

Oh,  what  a  place  ht-avi-i  nuisl.  be!  The  grotto  of  the  I,uxembourg  or  the 
Tuilleries  of  the  French,  the  Windsor  Castle  of  the  English,  the  Spanish  Alham- 
bra,  the  Russian  Kremlin,  dungeons  compared  with  it !    Not  so  many  castles  on 
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cither  side  the  Rhine  as  on  both  sides  of  the  rix-er  of  God  the  ivor>"  palaces  !  One 
for  the  angels,  iiLsufTeralily  bright,  winged,  fire-eyed,  temjK'st-cliarioted:  ouc  for 
the  martyrs,  with  blood-red  robes,  from  under  tlie  altar;  one  for  the  King,  the 
steps  of  His  palace  the  croi\Tis  of  the  church  militant;  one  for  the  singers,  who 
lead  the  one  hundred  and  forty  and  fonr  thousand:  one  for  you,  ransomed  from 
sin;  one  for  me,  plucked  from  the  burning.     Oh,  the  ivorj-  palaces  ! 

As  I  write  it  seems  to  mc  as  if  the  windows  of  those  palaces  were  illumined 
for  some  great  victory,  and  I  look  and  see  climbing  the  stairs  of  ivor>-,  and  walking 
on  floors  of  ivor>',  and  looking  from  the  windows  of  ivor^*.  some  whom  we  knew 
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anil  loved  on  earth.  Yes,  I  know  them.  There  are  father  and  mother,  not  eighty- 
two  years  and  seventy-nine  years,  as  when  they  left  us,  but  blithe  and  young  as 
when  on  their  marriage  day.  And  there  are  brothers  and  sisters,  merrier  than 
when  we  used  to  romp  acrass  the  meadows  together.  The  cough  gone.  The 
cancer  cured.  The  er>-sipelas  healed.  The  heart-break  over.  Oh,  how  fair  they 
are  in  the  ivory  palaces  !  And  your  dear  httle  children  that  went  out  from  you — 
Christ  did  not  let  one  of  them  drop  as  he  lifted  them.  He  did  not  wrench  them 
from  you.  No.  They  went  as  from  one  they  loved  well  to  One  whom  the\-  loved 
better.  If  I  should  take  your  little  child  and  press  its  soft  face  against  my  rough 
cheek,  I  might  keep  it  a  little  while:  but  when  you.  the  mother,  came  along,  it 
would  struggle  to  go  with  you.  And  so  you  stood  holding  your  dying  child  when 
Jesus  passed  by  in  the  room,  and  the  little  one  sprang  out  to  greet  Him.  That  is 
all.  Your  Christian  dead  did  not  go  down  into  the  dust,  and  the  gravel,  and  the 
mud.  Though  it  rainctl  all  that  funeral  day.  and  the  water  came  up  to  the  wheel's 
hub  as  you  drove  out  to  the  cemclcr>',  it  made  no  difference  to  them,  for  they 
stepped  from  the  home  here  to  the  home  tliere,  right  into  the  ivorj*  palaces.  All 
is  well  with  (hem.     All  is  well. 

WHiile  writing  this  discourse  as  I  got  to  about  this  point,  there  was  a  knock 
at  my  door,  and  I  received  a  telegram  from  a  very  dear  ministerial  fnend.  It  read: 
"  My  wife  just  died.  Funeral  next  Sunday.  Will  yon  be  one  of  the  pall  bearers?" 
I  telegraphed  immediately:  "  I  will."  Who  could  hold  l«ick  at  such  a  time  ?  I 
knew  1  could  carrj-  my  part  of  the  burden.  It  i.s  not  a  dead  weight  that  you  lift 
when  you  carr>'  a  Christian  out.  Jesus  makes  the  bed  up  soft  with  velvet  promises, 
and  He  says:  "  Put  her  down  there  very  gently.  Put  that  head,  which  will  never 
ache  again,  on  this  pillow  of  hallelujahs.  Send  up  word  that  the  procession  is 
coming.  Ring  the  bells.  Ring  !  Open  your  gales,  ye  ivor>'  palaces  !"  And  so 
your  loved  ones  are  there.  They  are  just  as  certiiinly  Iherc.  having  died  in  Christ, 
as  that  you  are  here.  There  is  only  one  thing  more  they  want.  Indeed,  there  is 
•one  thing  in  heaven  they  liave  not  got.  They  waul  it  \^1uit  is  it?  Vour  com- 
pany. 
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SOLOMON'S  GOSSIPY  HOUSEHOLD  AND  THE  GOOD  AMD  EVIL  OF  SECRET 

ORGANIZATIONS. 

HAT  is  the  moral  vffwt  of  Frwi  Masonry,  Odd  Fellowship, 
Ktiights  of  Labor,  Greek  Alphabet,  and  other  societies? 
"  Discover  not  a  secret  to  another,"  says  Solomon,  and  he 
had  good,  reasons  for  laying  such  an  injunction,  for  in  his 
lime,  as  in  all  subsequent  periods  of  the  world,  tltere  were 
people  too  ranch  disposed  to  tell  all  they  knew.  It  was 
■^♦^^••y  blab,    blab,    blab;    physicians   revealing   tlie  case   of  their 

patients,  la\v>'ers  exposing  the  private  affairs  of  tbeir  clients,  neighbors  advertising 
the  faults  of  the  next-door  residents,  pretendetl  friends  betraying  confidences. 
One-half  of  the  trouble  of  everj'  community  conits  from  the  fact  that  so  many- 
people  have  not  capsicity  to  keep  their  mouths  shut.  When  I  hear  something  dis- 
paraging of  you  my  first  duty  is  not  to  tell  yon.  But  if  I  tell  you  what  somebody 
has  said  against  you,  and  then  go  out  and  tell  everj-body  else  what  I  told  you, 
and  they  go  out  and  tell  others  what  I  lold  them  that  I  told  you,  and  we  all  go  out, 
some  to  hunt  up  the  originator  of  the  storj'  and  others  to  hunt  it  down,  we  shall 
get  the  whole  community  talking  about  what  you  did  do  and  what  you  did  not 
do,  and  there  will  lie  as  many  scalps  taken  as  though  a  band  of  Modocs  had  swept 
upon  a  helpless  village. 

We  have  two  ears  but  only  one  tongue,  a  physiological  suggestion  that  we 
ought  to  hear  a  good  deal  more  than  we  tell.  Let  us  join  a  conspiracy  Oiat  we 
will  tell  each  other  all  the  good  and  nothing  of  the  ill,  and  then  there  will  not  be 
such  awful  need  of  sermons  on  Solomon's  words:  "Discover  not  a  secret  to 
another. ' ' 

GOSSIP  IN  SOLOMON'S  HOUSEHOLD. 

Solomon  had  a  very  large  domestic  circle.  In  his  earlier  days  he  had  very- 
confused  notions  about  monogamy  and  polygamy,  and  his  multitudinous  associates 
in  the  matrimonial  state  kept  hira  too  well  infonned  as  to  what  was  going  on  in 
Jerusalem.  They  gatliered  up  all  the  privacies  of  the  city  unci  jxiured  them  into  his 
car,  and  his  family  became  a  sorosis  or  female  debating  society  of  700,  discussing 
day  after  day  all  the  difSculties  between  huslrands  and  wives,  between  employers 
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and  employes,  between  rulers  and  subjects,   until  Solomon  deplores  volubility 
about  affairs  that  do  not  belong  to  us  ami  extols  the  virtue  of  secret iveness. 

By  the  power  of  a  secret  divnilged,  families,  churches,  neighborhoods,  nations 
fly  apart.  By  the  power  of  a  secret  kept,  jjrcat  charities,  socialities,  reformatory 
mm'emcnts  and  Christian  enterprises  may  Ije  a^Ivnncird,  Ml-u  are  gregarious — 
cattle  in  herds,  fish  in  schools,  birds  in  flocks,  men  in  social  circles.  You  may,  by 
the  discharge  of  a  grim,  scatter  a  flock  of  quails,  or  by  the  plunge  of  the  anchor 
send  apart  the  denizens  of  the  sea,  but  they  will  gather  themselves  together  again. 
If  you,  by  some  new  power,  could  break  the  associations  in  which  men  now  stand, 
they  would  again  adhere.  God  meant  it  so.  He  has  gathered  all  the  flowers  and 
shrubs  into  associations.  You  luaj-  plant  one  forget -mc-iiot  or*hearlVcasc  alone, 
away  off  uikmi  the  hillside,  but  it  will  soon  hunt  up  some  other  forget-me-not  or 
heart's-ease.  Plants  love  company.  You  will  find  them  talking  to  each  other  in 
the  dew.     A  galaxy  of  stars  is  only  a  mutual  life  insurance  company. 

You  sometimes  sec  a  man  with  no  outbrauchings  of  sympathy.  His  nature 
is  cold  and  hard  like  a  ship's  mast  ice-glazed,  which  the  most  agile  isailor  could 
never  climb.  Otliers  have  a  thousand  roots  and  a  thousand  branches.  Innunier- 
jible  laidrils  climb  their  hearts,  and  blossom  all  the  way  up.  and  the  fowls  of 
heax'en  sing  in  the  branches.  In  consequence  of  this  tendency,  we  find  men  com- 
ing together  in  tribes,  in  communities,  in  churches,  in  societies.  Some  gather 
together  to  cultivate  the  arts,  some  to  plan  for  the  welfare  of  the  State,  some  to 
discuss  religions  themes,  some  to  kindle  their  mirth,  !wme  to  advance  their  craf^. 
Sn  every  active  community  is  divided  into  associations  of  artists,  of  merchants,  of 
bookbinders,  of  carpenters,  of  masons,  of  plasterers,  of  shipwrights,  of  plumbers. 
Do  you  cry  out  against  it  ?  Then  you  cry  out  against  a  tendency-  divmely  im- 
planted. Your  tirades  would  accomplish  no  more  than  if  you  should  preach  to  a 
busy  ant-hill  or  bcc-hivc  a  long  sermon  against  secret  societies. 

Hltc  we  find  the  oft-di9CUs.sed  question  whether  associations  that  do  their 
work  with  closed  doors,  and  admit  Iheir  members  by  pass-words,  and  greet  each 
other  with  a  secret  grip,  are  right  or  wrong.  I  answer  that  it  depends  entirely  on 
the  nature  of  the  object  for  which  they  meet.  Is  it  to  pass  the  hours  in  revelr>'. 
wassail,  blasphemy  and  olisceue  talk,  or  to  plot  trouble  to  the  State,  or  to  debauch 
the  innocent,  then  I  say,  with  an  emphasis  that  no  man  can  mistake.  No  !  But  is 
the  object  the  defence  of  the  rights  of  any  class  against  oppression,  the  tmpro\*e- 
ment  of  the  mind,  the  enlargement  of  the  heart,  the  adv-nnccnient  of  art.  the 
defence  of  the  goveninient,  the  extirpation  of  crime  or  Ihe  kindling  of  a  pure- 
hearted  .sociatitj',  then  I  say.  wtth  just  as  much  emphasis.  Yes  !  ' 

Tliere  is  no  need  that  we  who  plan  for  the  c<:mquest  of  right  over  wrong 
should  publish  to  all  the  world  our  intentions.  The  general  of  any  array  never 
sends  to  the  opposing  troops  information  of  the  coming  attack.     Shall  we  who 
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bave  enlisted  in  the  cause  of  Gotl  and  humanity  expose  onr  plans  to  the  enemy? 
No  I  we  will  in  secret  plot  the  ruin  of  all  the  enterprises  of  Satan  and  his  cohorts. 
When  tbe>-  expect  lis  by  day  we  will  fall  upon  them  by  night.  While  they  arc 
streiiKtltening  their  left  wing  we  will  double  up  their  right.  By  a  plan  of  battle 
(brnied  in  secret  conclave  we  will  come  suddenly  npon  them,  crj^ng:  "The  svvord 
of  the  Lord  and  of  Gideon."  The  victor>-  would  have  been  gained  long  ago 
if  all  professe<l  soldiers  of  Christ  had  done  their  duty,  but  many  in  the  ranks 
are  like  the  Christian  who  sings  loudest,  with  book  before  his  eyes  while  the 
collection  is  being  taken  up.  Their  ej'cs  arc  engrossed  with  the  scctcc>'  of  their 
selfishness. 

Secrec>'  of  plot-and  cxi-culion  are  wrong  only  when  the  object  and  ends  are 
nefarious.  Kvery  family  is  a  secret  society.  ever>'  business  firm  and  e\-er>-  banking^ 
and  insurance  institution.  Those  men  who  have  no  capacity  to  keep  a  secret  ore 
unfit  for  positions  of  trust  anywhere.  There  are  tliousands  of  men  whose  vital 
need  is  cnlturing  a  capacity  to  keep  a  secret.  Men  talk  too  much,  aud  women 
too.     There  is  n  time  to  keep  silence  as  well  as  a  time  to  speak. 

Although  not  belonging  to  any  of  the  great  secret  societies  about  which  there 
has  been  so  much  violent  discussion,  I  have  only  words  of  praise  for  those  asso- 
ciations which  have  for  their  object  the  maintenance  of  right  against  wrong,  or 
the  reclaniation  of  inebriates,  or  like  Uie  score  of  mutual  benefit  societies  called 
by  different  names,  that  provide  temporary  relief  for  widows  and  orphans  and  for 
njen  incapacitated  by  sickness  or  accident  from  earning  a  livelihood.  Had  it  not 
been  for  the  large  number  of  secret  labor  organizations  in  this  countrj',  monopoly 
would  long  ago  have,  under  its  ponderous  wheels,  ground  the  laboring  classes 
into  an  intolerable  »er%*itude. 


RESISTANCE  TO  MONOPOLY. 

The  men  who  want  the  whole  earth  to  themselves  would  have  got  it  before 
this  had  it  not  Iw^en  for  the  banding  together  of  great  secret  organizations.  And, 
while  we  deplore  many  things  that  have  been  done  by  them,  their  existence  is  a 
necessity,  and  their  legitimate  sphere  distinctly  pointed  out  by  the  providence  of 
God.  Such  organizations  are  trj'ing  lo  dismiss  from  their  association  all  mem- 
bers in  favor  of  anarchy  and  social  chaos.  They  will  gradually  cease  an>i.hing 
like  tyranny  over  their  memWrs.  and  will  forbid  violent  interference  with  .iny 
man's  work,  whether  he  Mongs  to  tlieir  union  or  is  outside  of  it,  and  will 
declare  their  disgust  witli  any  such  rule  as  that  passed  in  Hnglaud  by  the  Man- 
chester Bricklayers'  Association,  which  says  any  man  found  running  or  working 
beyond  a  regular  speed  shall  he  fined  two  shillings  six  pence  for  the  first  oScnce, 
fi\%  shillings  for  the  second,  ten  shillings  for  the  third,  and  if  still  persisting, 
shall  be  dealt  with  as  the  committee  think  proper. 
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There  are  secret  societies  in  our  colleges  thai  have  letters  of  the  Greek 
alphabet  for  their  nomeuclature.  and  their  members  are  at  the  very  &ont  in 
scholarship  and  irreprnachable  in  morals,  while  there  are  others  llic  scene  of 
camusal.  and  they  gamble,  and  they  drink,  and  thej^  graduate  knowing  a  hundred 
times  more  about  sin  than  they  du  of  geometr>'  and  Sophocles. 

In  other  words,  secret  societies,  like  individuals,  ore  good  or  bad.  arc  the ' 
means  of  moral  health  or  of  temporal  and  eternal  damnation.  All  good  i>coplej 
recognize  the  vice  of  slandering  an  individual,  but  many  do  not  see  the  .sin 
slandering  an  organization.  It  was  a  disposition  to  slander  aud  iulrigue  against] 
the  govcnmient  that  led  Mar\-.  Queen  of  Scots,  to  the  scaffold,  and  if  all  who] 
ha\-e  Iwen  equally  as  guilty  had  been  as  severely  punished  the  roll  of  victims] 
would  have  been  immensely  large. 

But  secret  societies  have  done  incalculable  good.     One  of  these  gave  for  thej 
relief  of  the  sick  in  1873,  in  this  countr>',  111,490.274.     Some  of  tliese  socictiesi 
have  poined  a  very  heaven  of  snnshinc  and  lienctliction  into  the  home  of  suffer-] 
inj;.     Several  of  them  are  foinidetl  on  fidelity  to  good  citizenship  and  the  Bible. 
I  have  never  taken  one  of  their  degrees.    They  might  give  me  the  grip  a  thousand 
times,  and  I  would  not  recognize  it.     I  am  ignorant  of  their  pass-words,  and  I 
must  judge  entirely  from  tlie  outside.     But  Christ  has  given  us  a  rule  by  which 
we  may  judge  not  only  all  individuals,  but  all  societies,  secret  and  open.     "  By 
their  fruits  ye  shall  know  them." 

Bad  societies  make  bad  men.  Good  societies  make  good  men.  A  bad  man 
will  not  stay  in  a  good  .society.  A  good  man  will  not  stav  in  a  bad  society,] 
Then  tr>'  all  secret  societies  by  two  or  three  rules. 

Test  the  first !  Their  influence  on  home,  if  you  have  a  home.  That  wife 
soon  loses  her  influence  over  her  husband  who  uervou.sIy  and  foolishly  looks  upon 
all  evening  absence  as  an  assault  on  domcsticil>'.  How  are  the  great  enterprises 
of  reform,  and  art,  and  literature,  and  beneficence  and  public  weal  lo  be  carried 
on  if  ever>'  man  is  to  have  his  world  bounded  ou  one  side  by  his  front  doorstep, 
and  on  the  other  side  by  his  back  %vindow,  knowing  nothing  higher  than  his  own 
attic  or  lower  than  his  own  cellar  ?  That  wife  who  becomes  jealous  of  her  hus- 
band's attention  to  art.  or  literature,  or  religion,  or  charity  is  breaking  lier  own 
sceptre  of  conjugal  power. 

But  let  no  man  sacrifice  home  life  to  secret  society  hfe,  as  nmny  do.  I  can 
point  out  to  you  a  great  many  names  of  men  who  are  guilty  of  this  sacrilege. 
They  are  as  genial  as  angels  at  the  society  room,  and  as  ugly  as  sin  at  liome. 
They  are  generous  on  nil  subjects  of  wine  stippers,  yachts  and  fest  horses,  but 
they  are  sting>'  aUmt  the  wives'  dresses  and  the  children's  shoes.  That  man  hnsl 
made  that  which  might  be  a  healthful  influence  'a  usurper  of  his  affections,  aud 
he  has  married  it,  and  be  is  guilty  of  moral  bigamy.     Under  this  process,  the 
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disciples  cremated— and   there  can  be  no  doubt  alxiut  the  resurrection  of  their 
bodies. 

If  the  world  lasts  as  much  longer  as  it  has  already  been  built,  there  perhaps 
may  be  no  room  for  the  large  acreage  set  apart  for  the  resting-places,  but  that  time 
has  not  come.  Plenty  of  room  yet,  and  Ihe  race  need  not  pass  that  bridge  of  fire 
until  it  comes  to  it.  The  most  of  us  prefer  the  old  way.  But  whether  out  of 
natural  disintegration  or  cremation  we  sliall  get  that  liuiiinou.s.  buoyant,  gladsome, 
transcendent,  magnificent,  inexplicable  structure  called  the  resurrection  body;, 
you  will  have  it,  I  will  have  it.  I  say  to  you  to-day,  as  Paul  said  to  AgrippaH 
"  Why  should  it  be  thought  a  thing  incredible  with  you  that  God  should  raise  the 
dead." 

The  (ar-up  cloud,  higher  than  the  hawk  flies,  higher  than  the  eagle  flies, 
what  is  it  made  of?     Drops  of  water  from  tlic  Hudson,  other  drops  from  the  Eai 
River,  other  drops  from  a  stagnant  pool  out  on  Newark  flaLs — up  yonder  there*' 
and  embodied  in  a  cloud,  and  the  sun  kindles  it.     If  God  can  make  such  a  lus- 
trous cloud  out  of  water  drops,  many  of  them  soiled  and  impure,  and  fetched  froi 
miles  away,  cau  He  not   transport  the  fragments  of  the  human  body  from  the^ 
earth,  and  out  of  tliem  build  a  radiant  body?    Cannot  God,  who  owns  all  the 
material  out  of  which  bones  and  muscle  and  flesh  arc  made,  set  them  up  again  if 
they  have  fallen  ?    If  a  manufacturer  of  telescopes  drops  a  ttlesoopc  on  the  floor, 
and  it  breaks,  can  he  not  mend  it  again  so  you  can  see  through  it?    And  if  God 
drops  the  human  eye  into  the  dust,  the  eye  which  he  originally  fashioned,  can  He 
not  restore  it  ?    Ay,  if  the  manufacturer  of  the  telescope,  by  a  change  of  the  glass 
and  a  change  of  focus,  can  make  a  better  glass  than  that  which  was  originally 
constructed,  and  actually  improve  it.  do  you  uot  lliink  the  fashioner  of  the  humaa^ 
ej'e  may  improve  its  sight  and  multiply  the  natural  ej'c  by  the  Uiousand-fold  addi<^ 
iional  forces  of  the  resurrection  eye? 

Why  should  it  be  thought  a  thing  incredible  with  yon  that  God  should 
the  dead  ?    Things  all  around  us  suggest  it.     The  blossomiug  woods,  where  lavt 
delights  to  make  his  bower,  arc  re-clothed  in  beaut>'  with  every  spring.     Out  of 
what  grew  all  these  flowers  ?    Out  of   the  mould  and  the  eartli.     Resurrected 
Resurrected!     The  radiant  butterfly,  where  did  it  come  from?    The  loathsomt 
caterpillar.     That  albatross  that  smites  the  tempest  with  its  wing,  where  did  it 
come  from  ?    A  senseless  shell. 


SEED-IIFE  RESURRECTED. 

Near  Bergerac,  France,  in  a  Celtic  tomb  undtr  a  bUick.  were  found  flower  seed' 
that  had  Ix^n  buried  2000  years.     The  explorer  tix)k  the  flower  seed  and  pilanted 
it,  and  it  came  up;  it  bloomed  in  bluebell  and  heliotrope.     Two  thousand  year* 
ago  buried,  yet  resurrected  I 
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homes  ?  In  the  hollow  of  a  staff  a  Greek  missionary  brought  froni  China  to  Europe 
the  progenitors  of  those  worms  that  now  supply  the  silk  markets  of  many  nations. 
The  pageantry  of  bannered  host  and  the  luxurious  articles  of  commercial  emporium 
blazing  out  from  the  silk  worms.  And  who  shall  be  surprised  if  out  of  this  insig- 
nificant earthly  body,  this  insignificant  earthly  life,  our  bodies  unfold  into  some- 
thing worthy  of  the  coining  eternities. 

Put  silver  into  nitric  acid  and  it  dissolves.  Is  the  silver  gone  fore\*er?  No. 
Put  in  some  pieces  of  copjicr  and  the  silver  reapi>ears.  If  one  force  dissolves, 
another  force  organizes. 

The  insects  flew  and  the  worms  crawled  last  autumn  feebler  and  feebler,  and 
then  stopped.  They  have  taken  no  food,  they  want  none.  They  lay  dormant  and 
inwnstble,  but  soon  thesonth  wind  will  blow  the  resurrection  tnimpet,  andtheairand 
the  earth  will  be  full  of  them.  Do  you  nut  think  that  God  can  do  as  much  for  our 
bodies  as  He  docs  for  the  was^w  and  the  spiders  and  the  snails  ?  This  morning  at 
4.30  o'clock  there  was  a  resurrection.  Out  of  the  night  the  day.  Evcr>*  year 
there  is  a  resurrection  in  all  our  gardens.  Why  not  some  day  a  resurrection  amid 
all  the  graves  ? 

Ever  and  anon  there  are  instances  of  men  and  women  entranced.  A  trance 
is  dealli  followed  by  resurrection  after  a  few  days;  total  suspension  of  mental  power 
and  voluntary  action.  Rev.  William  Tennent.  a  great  evangelist  of  the  last 
generation,  of  whom  Dr.  Archibald  Alexander,  a  man  far  from  lieing  sentimental,, 
wrote  in  most  eulogistic  terms — Rev.  William  Tennent  seenie<l  to  die.  His  spiriti 
departed.  People  came  in  day  after  day  and  said:  "He  is  dead:  he  is  dead." 
But  the  soul  that  fled  returned,  and  William  Tennent  lived  to  write  out  the  expe- 
riences of  what  he  had  seen  while  his  soul  had  gone.  It  may  l»e  found  some  time 
that  wliat  is  called  suspended  animation  or  comato.se  .state  is  brief  death,  giving 
the  .soul  an  excursion  into  the  next  world,  from  which  it  comes  back,  a  furlough 
of  a  few  hoias  granted  from  the  conflict  of  life  to  which  it  must  return. 


EVIDENCE  OF  A  FINAL  RESURRECTION. 

Does  not  this  waking  up  of  men  from  trance,  and  this  waking  up  of  insects 
from  winter  lifelessness.  and  this  waking  up  of  grains  buried  3000  years  ago, 
make  it  easier  for  you  to  believe  that  your  bo<ly  and  mine  after  the  vacation  of  the 
grave  shall  rouse  and  rally,  though  there  be  3000  years  between  our  last  breath 
and  the  sounding  of  the  archaugelic  reveille? 

Physiologists  tell  ns  that  while  the  most  of  our  bodies  are  built  with  5>uch 
wonderful  economy  that  we  can  spare  nothing,  and  the  loss  of  a  finger  is  a  hlnder- 
ment.  and  the  injnn'  of  a  toe-joint  makes  us  lame,  still  that  we  have  two  or  three 
useless  physical  organs,  and  no  anatomist  or  physiologist  has  ever  been  able  to  tell 
what  they  arc  good  for.     They  arc  no  doubt  the  foundation  of  the  resurrection 
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bod>\  worth  nothing  to  us  in  this  state,  to  be  indispensably  valuable  in  the  next 
state.  The  Olympic  games  were  instituted  for  the  purpose  of  developing  every 
organ  and  sinew  of  the  body  but  cv<m  these  did  not  discover  the  uses  of  the  spleen; 
which  gives  us  thv  most  pain. 

The  Jewish  rabbis  had  only  a  hint  of  this  suggestion  when  they  said  that 
in  the  human  frame  there  was  a  small  bone  which  they  said  was  to  be  the  Ikisis 
of  the  resurrection  body.  Perhaps  that  may  have  been  a  delusion.  IJut  this 
thing  is  certain,  the  Christian  scientists  of  our  day  have  found  out  tliat  there  are 
two  or  three  superfluities  of  body  tliat  are  something  gloriously  suggestive  of 
another  state. 

I  called  at  a  friend's  house  oiie  summer  day.  I  found  the  yard  aJl  piled  up 
with  the  nibhish  of  carijentcr  and  iii.imhi's  work.  The  dtxir  was  off.  The 
plumbers  had  toni  up  the  floor.  The  roof  was  being  lifted  in  cupola.  All  the 
pictures  were  gone;  and  tlie  paper-hangers  were  doing  their  work.  All  the 
modern  improvements  were  being  introduced  into  that  dwelling.  There  was  not 
a  room  in  the  house  fit  to  live  in  at  that  time,  although  a  mouth  t>efore  when 
I  visited  that  house  ever>-tliing  was  so  beautiful  I  could  not  ha\'e  suggestei)  an 
improvement.  My  friend  had  gttuc  with  his  family  tn  the  Holy  I^nd,  exiK-ctiiig 
to  come  back  at  the  end  of  six  mouths,  when  the  building  was  to  be  done.  And, 
oh  !  what  was  his  joy  when,  at  the  end  of  six  mouths,  he  returned  and  the  old 
house  was  enlarged  and  improved  and  glorified. 

That  is  your  body.  It  looks  well  now — all  the  rooms  filled  with  health,  and 
we  could  hardly  make  a  suggestiou.  But  after  a  whUe  j-our  soul  will  go  to  the 
Holy  T.aiid,  and  while  yon  are  gone  the  old  house  of  your  lalH-macle  will  Ijc 
entirely  reconstructed  from  cellar  to  attic,  and  even'  ner\*e,  and  raitscle,  and  bone, 
and  tissue,  and  artery  must  be  hauled  over,  aud  the  old  structure  will  be  burnished 
and  adorned  and  raised  and  cupolaed  and  enlarged,  and  all  the  improvements  of 
heaven  introduced,  and  you  will  move  into  it  ou  resurrection  day. 

For  we  know  that  if  our  earthly  house  of  this  tabernacle  were  dissolved,  we 
have  a  building  of  God,  a  house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens. 


MEETING  OF  BODY  AND  SOUL. 

Oh.  what  a  day  when  body  and  soul  meet  again  !  They  are  ver>'  fond  of 
each  other.  Did  your  iMxly  ever  have  [min  and  your  soul  not  pity  it !  Or  your 
body  ha^-e  a  joy  and  your  soul  not  re-echo  il  ?  Or,  changing  the  question ,  did 
your  soul  e\'er  have  any  trouble  and  your  body  not  sympathise  with  it  ?  grow- 
ing wan  and  weak  under  the  depressing  influence.  Or,  did  your  soul  ever 
have  a  gladness  but  your  body  celebrated  it  with  kindled  eye  and  cheelc  and 
elastic  step  ?  Surely  God  never  Intended  two  such  good  friends  to  be  veo'  long 
separated. 
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And  so  when  the  world's  last  ICastcr  momJDg  shall  come  the  soul  will 
descend,  cr>'ing.  "Where  is  luy  body?"  And  ihc  body  will  ascend,  saying, 
"  Where  is  my  soul  ?"  And  the  Lord  of  the  resurrection  will  bring  them  logtrther, 
and  it  will  be  a  i>erfecl  soul  in  a  perfect  body,  iutroduced  by  a  perfect  Christ  into 
a  jierfect  heaven. 

A  cruel  heathen  warrior  heard  Mr.  Moflat.  the  missionary,  preach  about  the 
resurrection,  and  he  said  to  the  mi»sioi]ar>-: 

"  Wi]l  my  father  rise  in  the  last  day  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  niisjiiimary. 

"Will  all  the  dead  in  battle  rise?"  said  the  cruel  chieftain. 

"  Ves,"  said  the  missionary. 

"  Then,"  said  the  warrior,  "  let  me  hear  no  more  about  the  resurrection  day. 
There  can  I>e  no  resurrectiou;  there  shall  be  no  resurrection.  I  have  slaiu  thou- 
sands in  battle.     Will  they  rise?" 

All.  there  will  be  more  to  rise  on  that  day  tha:i  those  want  to  see  whose 
crimes  have  never  been  repented  of.  But  for  all  others  who  allowed  Ciirist  to  be 
their  pardon  and  their  life  and  their  resurrection  it  will  be  a  day  of  victor>'. 

The  thunders  of  tlie  last  day  will  be  the  salvo  that  greets  you  into  harbor. 
The  lightnings  will  be  only  the  torches  of  triumphal  procession  mnrchiiig  down  to 
escort  you  home.  Where  is  death  ?  What  have  wc  to  do  with  death  ?  As  your 
re-united  body  and  soul  swijig  off  from  this  planet  on  that  last  day  you  will  see 
deep  gashes  all  up  and  down  the  hills,  deep  gashes  all  Ihrongli  the  valleys,  and 
they  will  be  the  emptied  graves,  they  will  be  the  abandoned  sepulchres,  and  then, 
for  tlie  first  time,  you  will  appreciate  the  full  exhilaration  of  the  words,  "  He  will 
swallow  up  death  in  victory." 


^pnXnccis  0C  ^plcn^cir* 


THE  AROMA  THAT  ClUNC  TO  CHRIST'S  GARMENTS  LIKENEO  UNTO   HIS  SWCCT  LIFE. 

MONO  Hic  grand  adornments  of  the  city  of  Paris  is  the  Cliurch 
of  Noire  Daiiii.',  with  its  great  towers,  and  elaborated  rose- 
uindows.  and  sculpturing  of  tlie  last  judgment,  with  iJie 
\sjs\nr  J  «  I :  truniptling  angels  and  rising  dead;  its  battlements  of  quatre- 
^^jMU'yi  Vy  f"'l;  its  sacristy,  with  ribbed  ceiling  and  statues  of  saints. 
But  there  was  nottiing  in  all  that  Imilding  which  more  vividly 
appealed  to  iny  plain  republican  tastes  than  the  costly  vest- 
ments which  laid  in  oaken  presses — robes  that  had  been 
embroidered  with  gold,  and  been  worn  by  popes  and  aichbishops  on  great  occa- 
sions. There  was  a  robe  that  had  been  worn  by  Pius  VII.  at  the  crowning  of  the 
first  Napoleon.  There  was  also  a  vestment  that  had  been  worn  at  the  baptism  of 
Napoleon  II.  As  our  guide  opened  the  oaken  presses  and  brought  otit  these 
vestments  of  fabulous  cost,  and  lifted  them  up,  the  fragrance  or  the  pungent 
aromatics  in  which  they  had  been  preserved  filled  Uie  place  with  a  sweetness  that 
was  almost  oppressive.  Nothing  that  bad  been  done  in  stone  more  vividly 
impressed  me  than  these  things  that  had  been  done  in  cloth,  and  embroidery,  and 
perfume. 

But  here,  my  readers,  I  open  the  drawer  of  a  verse  in  Psalms,  which  reads. 
"  All  th)'  garnienls  smell  of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  ca.ssia,  out  of  the  ivor\'  palaces. " 
I  look  upon  the  kingly  robes  of  Christ,  and  as  I  lift  them,  fiashing  with  eternal 
jewels,  the  whole  house  is  filled  with  the  aroma  of  these  garments,  which  smell 
of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia  out  of  the  ivor>'  palaces. 

The  King  steps  forth.  His  robes  rustic  and  blaze  as  He  advances.  His 
pomp,  and  power,  and  glorj-  overmaster  the  spectator.  More  brilliant  is  He  than 
Queen  Vashti  moving  amtd  the  Persian  princes;  than  Marie  Antoinette  on  tlie 
day  when  Louis  XVI.  put  upon  her  the  necklace  of  eight  hundred  diamonds:  than 
Catharine  when  she  appeared  before  her  ecclesiastical  judges:  than  Anne  Bole^-n 
the  day  when  Henry  VIII.  welcomed  her  to  his  palace;  all  beauty  and  all  pomp 
forgotten,  while  we  stand  in  the  presence  of  this  imperial  glory,  King  of  Zion, 
King  of  earth,  King  of  heaven,  King  forever  !  His  garments,  not  worn  out.  not 
dust-bedragglcd:  but  radiant,  and  jeweled,  and  redolent.  It  seems  as  if  they 
most  have  been  pressed   a  hundred  years   amid  the  flowers  of  heaven.       The 
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wardrobes  from  which  they  have  been  taken  must  hnve  been  sweet  with  clusters 
of  camphirc,  and  frankincense,  and  all  manner  of  precious  wood.  Do  you  not 
inhale  the  odors?  Ay,  ay.  They  suiell  of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of 
the  ivory  palaces. 

THE  ODORS  OF  CHRIST'S  GARMENTS. 

Your  first  curiosity  is  in  know  why  the  robes  of  Christ  are  odorous  with 
myrrh.  TJiis  was  a  bright-leafed  Ab>-ssiuian  plant.  It  was  trifoliate.  The 
Greeks,  Egyptians,  Romans  and  jews  bought  and  sold  it  at  a  high  price.  The 
first  present  that  wiiy  ever  given  to  Christ  was  a  ^'p^ig  of  myrrh,  thrown  on  His 

infantile  bed  in 
Rethlehem.and, 
the  last  gift 
that  Christ  ever 
had  was  myrrh 
pressed  into  tlie 
cup  of  His  cru- 
cifixion. The 
natives  would 
take  a  stone 
and  bmisc  the 
tree,  and  then 
it  would  exude 
a  gum  that 
wouJd  saturate 
all  the  ground 
lieiieath.  This. 
gum  was  used 
for  purposes  of 
merchandise. 

One  piece  of  it  no  larger  than  a  chestnut  would  whelm  a  whole  room  with  odors.  It 
was  put  in  closely,  in  chests,  in  drawers,  in  rooms,  and  its  perfume  adhered  almost 
iDterminably  to  anything  that  was  anywhere  near  it.  So  when  I  read  that  Chri.st's 
garments  smell  of  myrrh,  I  immediately  conclude  the  exqui.site  sweetness  of  Jesus. 
]  know  that  to  many  He  is  only  like  any  historical  person:  another  John  Howard; 
another  fiendish  0!)erland;  another  Confucius;  a  grand  subject  for  a  painting;  an 
heroic  theme  for  a  poem;  a  beautihd  form  for  a  stalne;  but  to  those  who  have 
heard  His  voice,  and  felt  His  pardon,  and  received  His  benediction.  He  is  rauac, 
and  lighl.  ami  warmth,  and  tlirill.  and  eternal  fragrance.  Sweet  as  a  friend 
sticking  to  you  when  all  else  betray.     lyifting  you  up  while  others  tr>'  to  push  you 
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down.  Not  so  much  like  morning-glories,  that  hloom  only  when  the  sun  is 
coining  up,  nor  like  "  four-o* clocks,"  tliat  bloom  only  when  the  sun  is  going 
down,  but  like  myrrh,  perpetually  aromatic — the  same  morning,  noon,  and  night — 
yesterday,  to-day,  forever.  It  seems  as  if  we  cannot  wear  Him  out.  We  put  on 
Him  all  our  burdens,  and  afflict  Him  with  all  our  griefs,  and  set  Him  foremost  in 
all  our  battles,  and  yet  He  is  ready  to  lift,  and  to  sympathize,  and  to  help.  We 
have  .'io  imposed  u[)on  Hiir]  that  one  would  think  in  eternal  affront  He  would  quit 
our  soul;  and  yet  He  addresses  us  with  the  same  tenderness,  dawns  upon  us  with 
the  same  smile,  pities  us  with  the  same  compassion.  There  is  no  name  like  His 
for  us.  It  is  more  imperial  than  Caesar's,  more  musical  tliau  Beethoven's,  more 
conquering  than  Charlemagne's,  more  eloquent  than  Cicero's.  It  throlw  with  all 
life.  It  weeps  with  all  pathos.  It  groans  with  all  pain.  It  stoops  with  all  con- 
descensiou.  It  breathes  with  all  perfume.  Who  like  Jesus  lo  set  a  bn:)ken  bone, 
to  pity  a  homeless  orphan,  to  nurse  a  sick  man,  lo  take  a  prodigal  back  without 
any  scolding,  to  illumine  a  ccmeter>-  all  plowed  with  graves,  to  make  a  queen  unto 
God  out  of  the  lost  wonmn  of  the  street,  to  catch  the  tears  of  human  sorrow  in  a 
lachrymatory  that  shall  never  be  broken  ?  Wlio  has  such  an  eye  to  see  our  need. 
such  a  lip  to  kiss  away  our  sorrow,  such  a  hand  to  snatch  us  out  of  the  fire,  such 
a  foot  to  trample  our  enemies,  such  a  heart  to  embrace  all  our  necessities?  I 
struggle  for  some  metiiphor  willi  wliich  to  express  Him.  He  is  not  like  the 
bursting  forth  of  a  full  orchestra:  that  is  too  loud.  He  is  not  like  the  sea  when 
lashed  to  rage  by  the  tempest:  that  is  too  boisterous. 

Oh  1  tliat  you  all  knew  His  sweetxiess.  How  soon  you  would  turn  from  your 
novels.  If  the  philosopher  leaped  out  of  his  bath  in  a  frenzy  of  joy,  atid  clapped 
his  hands,  and  rushed  through  the  streets,  because  he  had  found  the  solution  of  a 
mathematical  problem,  how  will  you  feel  leaping  from  the  fountain  of  a  Saviour's 
ineKy  and  pardon,  washed  clean  and  made  white  as  snow,  when  the  question  has 
been  solved:  "How  can  my  soul  be  saved?"  Naked,  frost-bitten,  stomi-lashcd 
soul,  let  Jesus  tlirow  around  thee  the  "garments  that  smell  of  myrrh,  and  aloes, 
and  cassia,  out  of  the  ivory  palaces." 


IVORV  PALACES. 

You  know,  or  if  you  do  not  know,  I  will  tell  you  now,  that  some  of  the  pal- 
aces of  olden  time  were  adorned  with  ivory.  Ahab  and  Solomon  had  their  homes 
furnislied  with  it.  The  tusks  of  African  and  Asiatic  elephants  were  twisted  into 
all  umitners  of  shapes,  and  there  were  stairs  of  ivory,  aud  chairs  of  ivory,  and 
tables  of  ivor>',  and  floors  of  ivor\*,  and  pillars  of  ivor>-,  and  windows  of  ivorj-, 
and  fountains  that  dropped  into  basins  of  ivory,  and  riMms  that  had  ceihngs  of 
ivoT)'.  Oh  !  white  and  overmastering  beauty.  Green  tree-branches  sweeping  the 
-white  curbs.     Tapestrj'  trailing  tlie  snowy  floors.     Brackets  of  light  flashing  on 
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the  lustrous  surrouiKlings.     Silvery  inmic  rippling  to  the  beach  of  the  arches. 

The  mere  thought  of  it  nimnst  stuns  my  brain,  and  you  say,  '*  Oh,  if  T  couUl  only 
have  walked  over  such  floors  I  If  I  could  have  thrown  myself  iu  such  a  chair  ! 
If  I  could  have  heard  the  drip  and  dash  of  thoije  fountains!"  You  shall  have 
something  better  thnn  that  if  you  only  let  Christ  introduce  you.  From  tliat  place 
He  came,  and  to  that  place  He  proposes  to  traiisport  yon,  for  His  '•  garments  smell 
of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of  the  ivor>*  palaces." 

Oh,  what  a  place  heaven  must  be  !  The  grotto  of  the  Luxembourg  or  the 
Tuilleries  of  the  French,  the  Windsor  Castle  of  the  English,  tlie  Spanish  Alham- 
bra,  the  Russian  Kremlin,  dungeons  compared  with  it !     Not  so  many  castles  on 
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either  side  tlie  Rhine  as  on  both  sides  of  the  river  of  God  the  ivorj-  palaces  !  One 
for  the  angels,  insufferably  bright,  winged,  fire-eyed,  tempest -charioted ;  one  for 
the  martyrs,  with  hlood-re<l  robrs,  from  under  the  altar;  one  for  the  King,  the 
steps  of  His  palace  the  crowns  of  the  church  militant;  one  for  the  singers,  who 
lead  the  one  }umdred  and  forty  and  four  thousand;  one  for  you,  ransomed  from 
sin;  one  for  me,  plncked  from  the  burning.     Oh,  the  ivorj-  palaces  ! 

As  I  write  it  seems  to  nie  as  if  the  windows  of  those  palaces  were  illumined, 
for  some  great  victorj-.  and  I  look  and  .see  climbing  the  stairs  of  ivor>',  and  walking 
on  floors  of  ivoiy,  and  looking  from  the  windows  of  ivorj-.  some  whom  wc  knew 
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and  loved  on  earth.  Yes.  I  know  them.  There  are  father  and  mother,  not  eighty- 
two  years  and  se\'cnty-ninc  years,  as  when  Ihey  left  us.  but  blithe  and  young  as 
when  on  their  marriage  day.  And  there  are  brothers  and  sisters,  merrier  than 
when  we  used  to  romp  across  the  meadows  together.  The  cough  gone.  The 
cancer  cured.  The  erj'sipelas  healed.  The  heart-break  over.  Oh,  how  fair  they 
are  in  the  ivory  palaces !  And  your  dear  little  children  that  went  out  from  you — 
Christ  did  not  let  one  of  them  drop  as  he  lifted  them.  He  did  not  wrench  them 
fniru  you.  No.  They  went  as  from  one  they  loved  well  to  One  whom  they  loved 
better.  If  I  should  take  your  little  child  and  press  its  soft  face  against  my  rough 
cheek,  I  might  keep  it  a  Httle  while;  but  when  you.  the  mother,  came  along,  it 
would  struggle  to  go  with  you.  And  so  you  stood  holding  your  dying  child  when 
Jesus  passed  by  in  tlie  room,  and  the  little  one  sprang  out  to  greet  Him.  That  is 
all.  Your  Christian  dead  did  not  go  down  into  the  dust,  and  the  gravel,  and  the 
mutt.  Though  it  rained  at!  that  funeral  day.  and  the  water  came  up  to  Uie  wheel's 
hub  as  you  drove  out  to  the  ceiuclery,  it  made  no  difTereiice  to  them,  for  they 
stepped  from  the  home  here  to  the  home  there,  right  into  the  ivory  palaces.  All 
is  well  witli  them.     All  is  well. 

While  writing  this  discourse  as  I  got  to  about  this  point,  there  was  a  knock 
at  my  door,  and  I  received  a  telegram  from  a  very  dear  ministerial  friend.  It  read: 
"  My  wife  just  died.  Funeral  next  Sunday.  Will  you  be  one  of  the  pal!  bearers?" 
I  telegra])hed  immediately:  "  I  will."  W'lio  could  hold  back  at  such  a  time  ?  I 
knew  r  could  carT>'  my  part  of  the  burden.  It  is  not  a  dead  weight  that  you  lift 
when  you  carry  a  Christian  out.  Jesus  makes  the  bed  up  soft  with  velvet  promises. 
and  He  says:  "  Put  her  down  there  very  gently.  Put  that  head,  which  will  never 
ache  again,  on  this  pillow  of  hallelujahs.  Send  up  word  that  the  procession  is 
coming.  Ring  the  bells.  Ring  !  Open  your  gates,  ye  ivor>'  palaces  !'*  And  so 
your  lovwl  ones  arv  there.  They  are  just  as  certainty  there,  having  died  in  Christ, 
as  that  you  are  here.  There  is  only  one  thing  more  ttiey  want.  Indeed,  there  is 
one  thhig  in  heaven  they  have  not  got.  They  want  il.  What  iii  it  f  Yuur  com- 
pany. 


secret  Sociftilcs* 


SOLOMON'S  GOSSIPY  HOUSEHOLD  AND  THE  GOOD  AND  EVIL  OF  SECRET 

ORGANIZATIONS. 

HAT  is  the  moral  effect  of  Kree  Masoury,  Odd  Fellowship, 
Knights  of  Labor,  Greek  Alphabet,  aiid  other  societies  ? 
"Discover  not  a  secret  tu  another,"  says  Solomon,  and  he 
had  good  reasons  for  laying  such  an  iujunctioii,  for  in  his 
time,  as  in  all  .snbscciueiit  jK-riods  of  the  world,  there  were 
people  too  much  disposed  to  tell  all  they  knew.  It  was 
blab,  blab,  blab;  physicians  revealing  the  case  of  their 
patients,  lawyers  exposing  the  private  affairs  of  tlieir  clients,  neiglilwrs  advertising 
the  faults  of  the  next-door  resideutB,  pretended  friends  l>etrayiiig  confidences. 
One-half  of  the  trouble  of  every  coramunit>-  comes  from  the  fact  that  so  many 
people  have  not  capacity  to  keep  their  mouths  shut.  When  I  hear  something  dis- 
paraging of  you  my  first  duty  is  not  to  tell  you.  But  if  I  tell  you  what  somctK>dy 
has  said  against  you,  and  then  go  out  and  tell  cvcr>body  else  what  I  told  you, 
and  they  go  out  and  tell  others  what  I  told  tliom  tliat  I  told  you,  and  we  all  go  out, 
some  to  hunt  up  the  originator  of  the  storv'  and  others  to  hunt  it  down,  we  shall 
get  the  whole  communitj*  talking  about  what  you  did  do  and  what  you  did  not 
do,  and  there  will  Ije  as  many  scali>s  taken  as  though  a  band  of  Modocs  had  swept 
upon  a  helpless  \'illage. 

We  have  two  ears  but  only  one  tongue,  a  physiological  suggestion  that  we 
ought  to  hear  a  good  deal  more  than  we  tell.  Let  us  join  a  conspiracy  that  we 
will  tell  each  other  all  the  good  and  nothing  of  the  ill,  and  then  there  will  not  be 
such  awful  need  of  sermons  on  Solomon's  words:  "Discover  not  a  secret  to 
another. ' ' 

GOSSIP  IN  SOLOMON'S  HOUSEHOLD. 

Solomon  had  a  ver>'  large  domestic  circle.  In  his  earlier  days  he  had  very 
confused  notions  about  monogamy  and  polygamy,  and  his  multitudinous  associates 
in  the  matrimonial  state  kept  him  too  well  informed  as  to  what  was  going  on  in 
Jerusalem.  They  gathered  up  all  the  privacies  of  the  city  and  poured  them  into  his 
ear,  and  his  family  became  a  sorosis  or  female  debating  society  of  700,  discussing 
day  after  day  all  the  difficulties  between  husbands  and  wives,  between  employers 
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and  employes,  between  rulers  and  subjects,   until  Solomon  deplores  volubility 
about  affairs  that  do  not  belong  to  us  ami  extols  the  I'irtue  of  secret iven ess. 

By  the  power  of  a  secret  divulged,  families,  churches,  neii^liborhoods,  nations 
fly  apart.  By  the  power  of  a  secret  kept,  great  charities,  socialities,  reformatory 
movements  and  Christian  enterprises  may  lie  advanced.  Men  are  gregarious — 
cattle  in  herds,  fish  in  schools,  binis  in  flocks,  men  in  social  circles.  You  may,  by 
the  discharge  of  a  gnn,  scatter  a  flock  of  quails,  or  by  the  phmge  of  the  anchor 
send  apart  the  denizens  of  the  sea,  but  tliey  will  gather  themselves  together  again. 
If  you.  by  some  new  power,  could  break  the  associations  in  which  men  now  stand, 
they  would  again  adhere.  God  meant  it  so.  He  has  gathered  all  the  flowers  and 
shrubs  into  associations.  You  may  plant  one  forget-me-not  or* heart "s-case  alone, 
away  off"  niion  the  hillside,  but  it  will  s<xin  hunt  up  seime  other  forget-me-not  or 
heart's-ease.  Plants  love  company.  You  will  find  them  talking  to  each  other  in 
the  dew.     A  galaxy  of  .*4tars  is  only  a  mutual  life  insurance  company. 

You  sometimes  see  a  man  with  no  outbranchings  of  sympathy.  His  nature 
is  cold  and  hard  like  a  ship's  mast  ice-glazed,  which  the  most  agile  sailor  could 
never  climb.  Others  have  a  thousand  roots  and  a  thousand  branches.  Innumer* 
able  tendrils  climb  their  hearts,  and  blossom  all  the  way  up,  and  the  fowls  of 
hea\-en  sing  in  the  branches.  In  consequence  of  this  tendency,  we  find  men  com- 
ing together  in  tril>es,  in  communities,  in  churches,  in  societies.  Some  gather 
together  to  cultivate  the  arts,  some  to  plan  for  the  welfare  of  the  State,  some  to 
discuss  religions  themes,  some  to  kindle  tlieir  mirth,  some  to  advance  their  crafl^. 
So  even.'  active  community  is  divided  into  associations  of  artists,  of  merchanls.  of 
bookbijiders.  of  carpenters,  of  masons,  of  plasterers,  of  shipwrights,  of  plumbers. 
Do  you  cry  out  against  it?  Then  you  cry  out  against  a  tendenc>'  divinely  im- 
planted. Your  tirades  would  accomplish  no  more  than  if  you  should  preach  to  a 
busy  ant-hill  or  bec-hivc  a  long  sermon  against  secret  scxrietits. 

Here  we  find  the  oft-discnssed  question  whether  associations  that  do  their 
wT>rk  with  closed  doore,  and  a<tmit  their  memlwrs  by  pass-words,  and  greet  each 
other  with  a  secret  grip,  are  right  or  wrong.  I  answer  that  it  depends  entirely  on 
the  nature  of  the  object  for  which  they  meet.  Is  it  to  pass  the  hours  in  revelry, 
wassail,  blasphemy  and  ol>?cene  talk,  or  to  pint  tmuble  to  the  Slate,  or  to  debauch 
the  innocent,  then  I  sny,  with  an  emphasis  that  no  man  can  mistake,  Ko  !  But  is 
the  o^tct  the  defence  of  the  rights  of  any  class  against  oppression,  the  improve- 
irtenl  of  the  mind,  the  enlargement  of  the  heart,  IIk-  atlvaucement  of  art,  the 
defence  of  the  gm'cmment,  the  cxtiqiation  of  crime  or  the  kindling  of  a  pure- 
hearted  sociality,  then  I  say,  with  just  as  much  emphasis.  Yes ! 

There  is  no  need  that  we  who  plan  for  the  conquest  of  right  over  wrong 
should  publisli  to  all  the  world  our  intentions.     Tlie  general  of  any  army  in.-\er 
sends  to  the  opposing  troops  information  of  the  coming  attack.     Shall  we  who 
3a 
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have  enlisted  in  the  cnu.se  of  God  and  humanity  expose  our  plans  to  the  enemy  ? 
Xo  !  we  will  in  secret  plot  the  ruin  of  all  the  enterprises  of  Satan  and  his  cohorts. 
When  Ihcy  expect  ns  by  day  we  will  fall  u]wjii  Ihein  by  uigbl.  While  Ihey  are 
strengtlieuing  their  left  wing  we  will  double  up  their  right.  By  a  plan  of  battle 
formed  in  secret  conclave  we  will  come  i^uddaily  upon  them,  cr>-ing:  "  The  sword 
of  the  Lord  and  of  Gideon."  The  victory  wmiid  liave  been  gained  long  ago 
if  all  profcssrd  soldiers  of  Christ  had  done  their  duty,  but  many  in  the  ranks 
are  like  the  Christian  who  sings  loudest,  with  book  before  his  eyes  while  the 
collection  is  being  taken  up.  Their  eyes  are  engrossed  with  the  secrecy  of  their 
selfishues-s.  ■ 

Secrec>'  of  plob-and  execution  are  wrtjug  only  when  the  object  and  end?i  are 
nefarious.  E\"er>'  family  is  a  secret  societ\'.  ever>*  business  firm  and  every  banking 
and  insurance  institiition.  Those  men  who  have  no  capacit>"  lo  keep  a  secret  are 
wufit  for  jKwitions  of  trust  anywhere.  There  are  thousand.s  of  men  whose  vital 
need  is  culluring  a  capacity  to  keep  a  secret.  Meii  talk  too  much,  and  women 
too.     There  is  a  time  to  keep  silence  as  well  as  a  time  to  speak. 

.\Uhough  not  belonghig  to  any  of  the  great  secret  societies  about  which  there 
has  been  .so  much  violent  discussion,  I  have  only  words  of  praise  for  those  asso- 
ciations which  have  for  their  object  the  maintenance  of  right  against  WTong,  or 
the  reclamation  of  inebriates,  or  like  the  score  of  mutual  benefit  s^K'ielies  called 
by  different  names,  that  provide  temporar>'  relief  for  widows  and  orphans  and  for 
men  incapacitated  by  sickness  or  accident  from  ean:ing  a  livelihood.  Had  it  not 
Ix'cn  for  the  larije  niiinber  of  secret  labor  organisations  in  this  country,  monripoly 
would  hrng  ligo  have,  under  its  ponderous  wheels,  ground  the  laboring  cla^^cs 
into  an  intolerable  servitude. 


RESISTANCE  TO  MONOPOLr. 

The  men  who  want  the  whole  earth  to  themselves  would  have  got  it  before 
this  had  it  not  lieeii  for  the  banding  lf»gcther  of  great  secret  organizations.  And, 
while  we  deplore  many  things  that  have  been  done  by  them,  their  existence  is  a 
ncces.sity.  and  their  legitimate  .sphere  distinctly  pointed  out  by  the  providence  of 
God.  Such  organizations  are  trj-ing  to  dismiss  from  their  association  all  mem- 
bers in  favor  of  anarchy  and  social  chaos.  They  will  gradually  cease  anything 
like  tj-ranny  over  their  members,  and  will  forbid  violent  interference  with  any 
man's  work,  whether  he  hclongs  In  their  union  or  is  outside  of  it,  and  will 
declare  their  (Hsgusl  with  any  such  rule  as  that  pa.ssed  in  F.ngland  by  the  Nfan* 
Chester  Bricklayers'  Association,  which  ,says  any  man  found  nnming  or  working 
be>-ond  a  regular  speed  shall  be  fined  two  shillings  six  pence  for  tlie  first  offence, 
five  shillings  for  the  second,  ten  shillings  for  the  third,  and  if  still  persisting, 
shall  be  dealt  with  as  the  committee  think  proper. 
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There  arc  secret  societies  in  our  colleges  that  have  letters  of  the  Greek 
alphalwt  for  their  uomenclature,  and  their  members  are  at  the  very  front  in 
scholarship  and  irreproachable  in  morals,  while  there  are  others  tlie  scene  of 
carousal,  and  they  gamble,  and  they  firink,  and  ihey  graduate  knowing  a  hundred 
limes  more  about  sin  than  they  lio  of  geometry  and  Sophocles. 

In  other  words,  secret  societies,  like  individuals,  are  good  or  bad.  are  tlie 
means  of  moral  health  or  of  temporal  and  eternal  damnation.  All  good  people 
recognize  the  vice  of  slandering  an  individual,  hut  many  do  not  see  the  sin  of 
slandering  an  urganization.  It  was  a  disposition  to  slander  and  intrigue  against 
the  govenmient  that  led  Marj-.  Queen  of  Scots,  to  the  .scaffold,  and  if  all  who 
have  been  equally  as  guilty  liad  been  as  severely  punished  the  roll  of  victims 
would  have  been  immensely  large. 

But  secret  societies  have  done  incalculable  good.  One  of  these  gave  for  titc 
relief  of  the  sick  in  1873.  in  tliis  country,  $1,490,274.  Some  of  tliese  societies 
luive  jKinretl  a  very  heaven  of  sunshine  and  benediction  into  the  home  of  suffer- 
ing. Several  of  them  are  founded  on  fidelity  to  good  citizenship  and  the  Hible. 
I  have  never  taken  one  of  their  degrees.  They  might  give  me  the  grip  a  thousand 
times,  and  I  would  not  recognize  it.  I  am  ignorant  of  their  pass-words,  and  I 
roust  judge  entirely  from  llie  outside.  But  Christ  has  given  us  a  rule  by  whicb 
we  may  judge  not  only  all  individuals,  but  all  societies,  secret  and  open.  "  By 
their  fruits  ye  shall  know  thent." 

Bad  societies  make  bad  men.  Good  societies  make  good  men.  A  bad  man 
will  not  stay  In  a  good  .society.  A  good  man  will  not  stav  in  a  bad  .society. 
Then  try  all  secret  societies  by  two  or  three  rules. 

Test  the  first !  Their  influence  on  home,  if  yon  have  a  home.  That  wife 
soon  loses  her  influence  m-er  her  husband  who  ner^'ously  and  foolishly  looks  upon 
all  evening  absence  as  au  assault  on  domesticity.  How  are  the  great  enterprises 
of  reform,  and  art,  and  literature,  and  beneficence  and  public  weal  to  be  carried 
on  if  every  man  is  to  have  his  world  bounded  on  one  side  by  his  front  doorstep, 
and  on  the  other  side  by  his  back  window,  knowing  nothing  higher  than  his  own 
attic  or  lower  than  his  own  cellar?  Thnl  wife  who  l.>ec<jmes  jealous  of  her  hus* 
band's  attention  to  art,  or  literature,  or  religion,  or  diarity  is  breaking  her  own 
sceptre  of  conjugal  power. 

But  let  nu  man  sacrifice  home  life  to  secret  society  life,  as  many  do.  I  can 
point  out  to  you  a  great  many  names  of  men  who  are  guilt>'  of  this  sacrilege. 
They  are  as  genial  as  angels  at  the  society  room,  and  as  ugly  as  sin  at  home. 
They  are  generous  on  all  subjects  of  wine  suppers,  yachts  and  fast  horses,  but 
they  are  stingy  about  the  wives'  dresses  and  the  children's  shoes.  That  man  has 
made  that  which  might  be  a  healthful  influence  a  usurper  of  his  affections,  and 
lie  has  married  it,  and  he  is  guilty  of  moral  bigamy.     Under  this  process,  the 
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wife,  whatever  her  Scaturcs,  becomes  uniuteresting  and  homely.  He  becomes 
critical  of  her,  does  not  like  tlie  dress,  does  not  like  the  way  she  armuges  her  hair, 
is  amazed  that  he  ever  was  so  tinzomatitic  as  to  offer  her  haiid  and  heart. 


SACRIFICING  THE  HOME. 

There  are  secret  societies  where  iiiembersbip  always  involves  domestic  ship- 
wreck. Tell  me  that  a  luan  has  joined  a  certain  kind,  and  tell  me  nothing  more 
about  him  for  ten  years,  and  I  will  wTite  his  history  if  he  be  still  alive.  The 
man  is  a  wine-guzzler,  his  wife  broken-hearted  or  prematurely  old,  his  fortune 
gone  or  reduced,  and  his  home  a  mere  name  in  the  director}'.  Here  are  six 
secular  nights  in  the  week. 

"  What  shall  I  do  with  them  ?"  Says  Uie  father  and  the  husband :  "  I  will 
give  four  of  these  nights  to  the  improvement  and  entertainment  of  my  family, 
either  at  home  or  in  good  neighborhood.  I  will  devote  one  to  charitable  institu- 
tions.    I  will  devote  one  to  my  lodge." 

I  congratulate  you.  Here  is  a  man  who  says:  '  *  Out  of  the  six  secular  nights 
of  the  week  I  will  devote  five  to  lodges  and  clubs  and  associations  and  one  to  tlie 
home,  which  night  1  will  spend  in  scowling  like  a  March  squall,  wishing  I  was 
out  spending  it  as  I  Imve  s-ptitl  the  other  6ve." 

That  man's  obituary  is  written.  Not  one  out  of  io.cmx>  that  ever  gets  so  far 
on  the  wrong  road  ever  stops.  Gradually  his  health  will  fail  through  late  hours, 
and  through  too  much  stimulants  he  will  be  first  rate  prey  for  erysipelas  and 
rhcimiatism  of  the  heart.  The  doctor  coming  in  wUl  at  a  glance  see  it  is  not  only 
present  disea.sc  he  must  fight,  but  years  of  Cast  living.  The  clergyman,  for  the 
sake  of  the  feelings  of  the  family,  on  the  funeral  day  will  talk  in  religious  gen- 
eralities. The  men  who  got  his  yacht  in  the  eternal  rapids  will  not  be  at  the 
obsequies.  They  liave  pressing  engagements  tliat  day.  They  will  send  flowers 
to  the  coffin,  will  send  their  wives  to  utter  words  of  sympathy,  but  they  will  have 
engagements  elsewhere.  They  De\'er  come.  Bring  me  mallet  and  chisel,  and  I 
will  cut  on  tlie  tombstone  that  man's  epitaph:  "  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  died  in 
the  Lord." 

"  No,"  you  say.  "  that  would  not  Ixr  appropriate." 

'*  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous  and  let  my  last  end  be  like  his.'* 

"No,"  you  say,  "  that  would  not  be  appropriate." 

"Then  give  me  the  mallet  aud  the  chisel,  and  I  will  cut  au  honest  epitaph: 
'  Here  lies  the  victim  of  dissipating  associations  !'  *' 

RUINED   BY  SOCIAL  EXCESS. 

You  and  I  every  day  know  of  commercial  establishments  going  to  ruin 
through  the  social  excess  of  one  or  two  members,  llieir  fortune  beaten  to  death 
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with  ball-player's  bat.  or  cut  ainitlship  with  the  prow  of  the  regatta,  or  goiii^r 
down  uiider  the  swift  hoofs  of  the  fast  horses,  or  drowned  in  the  large  potations 
of  cognac  or  Monougahela.  That  secret  scx-iely  was  the  Locli  Earn.  Tlieir 
business  was  the  Ville  de  HavTC.  They  struck  and  the  Ville  dc  Havre  went 
under. 

The  third  test  by  which  you  may  know  whether  the  society  to  which  you 
beloug  is  good  or  bad  U  this;  What  is  its  effect  on  your  sense  of  nmnil  and  reli- 
gious obligatiou  ?  Now,  H  I  should  take  a  thousand  names  in  our  city  and  put 
them  on  a  roll,  and  then  1  sIkuiIcI  lay  that  ro!l  in  a  drawer,  and  a  hundred  years 
from  now  some  one  .should  lake  that  roll  and  call  it  from  A  to  Z.  tJiere  would 
not  one  of  them  answer.  I  say  that  any  societ>-  that  makes  me  forget  that  fact  is 
bad  society.  When  I  go  to  Chicago  1  am  sometimes  perplexed  at  Buffalo,  as  I 
suppose-  many  travelers  are,  as  to  whether  it  is  better  U)  tiike  the  Lake  Shore  route 
or  the  Michigan  Central,  equally  exiieditious  and  equally  safe,  getting  to  tlieir 
destination  at  the  same  time.  But  suppose  thai  I  hear  that  on  one  route  the  track 
is  torn  up,  the  bridges  are  down  and  tJie  switches  are  unlocked,  it  will  not  take 
me  a  great  %vhile  to  decide  which  road  to  take. 

Now,  here  arc  two  roads  in  the  future — the  Christian  and  the  unchristian,  the 
safe  and  the  unsafe.  Any  institution  or  any  association  that  contuses  ray  ideas  in 
regard  to  that  fact  is  a  bad  institution  and  a  bad  association.  I  had  prayers  before 
I  joined  that  society;  did  T  )mve  them  nfterward?  I  attended  the  house  of  God 
before  I  connected  myself  with  that  union;  do  I  absent  myself  from  rriigious 
influences?  Which  would  you  rather  have  in  your  hand  when  you  come  to  die— ^ 
a  pack  of  cards  or  a  Bible?  WHiich  would  you  rather  have  pressed  to  your  Up« 
in  the  closing  moment — the  cup  of  Belshazzarean  wassail  or  the  chalice  of  Chris- 
Uan  communion  ?  Who  would  you  rather  have  for  your  pall-hearers— the  elders 
of  a  Christian  church  or  the  companions  whose  conversation  was  full  of  slang  and 
innuendo  ?  Who  would  you  rather  have  for  your  eternal  companions — tliose  men 
who  spend  their  c\*cnings  betting,  gambling,  SAVcaring,  carousing,  and  telling  vile 
stories,  or  your  little  child,  that  bright  girl  whom  the  I^ird  took  ?  Oh,  you  would 
not  have  lieen  away  so  much  nights,  would  you,  if  you  had  known  she  was  guing^ 
away  so  soon  ?  Dear  me,  your  house  has  never  been  the  same  place  since.  Your 
wife  has  never  brightened  up,  she  has  never  got  over  it.  She  never  wilt  get  over 
it.  How  long  the  evenings  are  with  no  one  to  put  to  bed  and  no  one  to  whnui  to 
tell  the  beautiful  Bible  stories. 


A  ROPE  THAT    REACHES   HEAVEN. 


What  a  pity  it  is  that  you  cannot  spend  more  evenings  at  home  in  tr^'ing* 
to  help  her  l)ear  that  sorrow.  Vnn  can  ne\'er  drown  that  grief  in  the  wine  cup. 
You  can  ne%'er  break  away  firum  the  little  arms  that  used  to  be  flung  around  your 
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neck  when  she  used  to  say:  "  Papa,  do  stay  with  me  to-night.     Do  stay  with  tne 
to-night." 

You  will  never  be  able  \o  wipe  away  from  your  lips  the  dying  kiss  of  your 
little  girl.  The  fascination  of  a  bad  secret  society  is  so  great  that  sometimes  a 
man  has  turned  his  back  on  his  home  when  his  child  was  dyhig  of  scarlet  fever. 
He  went  away.  Before  he  got  back  at  midnight  the  eyes  had  licen  closed,  the 
undertaker  had  done  his  work,  and  the  wife,  worn  out  witli  three  weeks'  watch- 
ing, lay  unconscious  in  the  next  room.  Then  tlic  returned  father  comes  up-stairs, 
and  he  sees  the  cradle  gone  and  Uie  windows  up,  and  Sfiys:  "What  is  Uie 
matter?" 

On  the  day  of  judgment  he  will  &nd  out  what  was  the  matter. 

Oh,  man  astray.  God  help  you  !  I  am  going  to  make  a  ver>-  stout  rt^w. 
You  know  that  sometimes  a  ropemaker  will  take  very  small  threads  and  wind 
them  together  until  after  a  while  thcry  become  a  ship  cable.  And  I  am  going  to 
take  some  vcr>-  small,  delicate  threads  and  wind  them  together  until  they  make  a 
very  stiml  ropL-,  I  will  Like  all  the  iiicmones  of  the  marriage  ilay — a  thread  of 
laughter,  a  thread  of  light,  a  thread  of  music,  a  thread  of  lianqueting,  a  thread 
of  congratulaiion,  and  I  twist  them  together  and  I  have  one  strand.  Then  I  take 
a  thread  of  the  hour  of  the  first  ad^-ent  in  your  house,  n  tliread  of  tlie  darkness 
that  preceded,  and  a  thread  of  the  light  that  followed,  and  a  thread  of  tlie  lieauti- 
ful  scarf  that  little  child  used  to  wear  when  she  bounded  out  at  eventide  to  greet 
you,  and  then  a  thread  of  the  l>ea\itiful  dress  in  which  you  laid  her  away  for  the 
resurrection;  and  tlieii  I  twwt  alt  these  threads  together,  and  T  have  anotfaer 
strand.  Then  I  take  a  thread  of  the  scarlet  robe  of  a  suffering  Christ,  and  a 
thread  of  the  white  raiment  of  your  loved  ones  l»efore  the  throne,  and  a  string  of 
the  harp  seraphic,  and  I  twist  them  all  together,  and  I  have  a  tliird  strand. 

"  Oh,"  you  say,  "  cither  strand  is  enough  to  hold  fast  a  world  !" 

No;  I  will  takt;  these  strands  and  I  will  twist  them  together,  and  one  end  of 
that  ro[)e  I  will  fasten,  not  to  the  communion  table,  for  it  shall  be  removed;  not  to 
a  pillar  of  the  organ,  for  that  will  cninihle  in  the  ages;  but  I  wind  it  round  and 
round  the  cross  of  a  sympathizing  Christ,  and,  ha\'ing  fastened  one  end  of  the 
rope  to  the  cross,  I  throw  the  other  end  to  you.  Lay  hold  of  it !  Pull  for  your 
life  !     Pull  for  heaven. 


5\.  Sittm  0t  ih^  Yscuiclycon. 


THE  NATIONAL  HONOR  BROUGHT  INTO  DISGRACE  BY 
M0RM0NI5M. 

IN  the  world  there  have  been  hundreds  of  political  parties.  Thqr 
did  tlieir  work.  They  lost  their  prestige.  They  expired.  Their 
names  are  forgotten.  Enough  for  me  to  declare  what  I  believe 
God  and  cixilization  demand  of  the  two  political  parties  of  this 
day,  or  their  extenninatioii,  Go«l  and  civilization  demand  of  the 
political  parties  of  this  day  a  plank  anti-MomionisUc.  It  h  high 
time  that  the  nation  stopped  playing  with  this  cancer.  All  the 
plasters  of  political  quacks  only  aggravate  it.  and  nothing  but  the 
surger>'  of  the  sword  will  cure  it.  All  the  congressional  laws  on  this 
subject  havt  been  notorious  failures.  Mcauwhilc  the  great  monster  sits 
between  the  two  mountains- — the  Rocky  Mountains  and  the  Sierra 
Nevada.^ — sits  in  defiance  and  mockery,  Monietinics  holding  its  sides 
with  uncontrollable  mirth  at  our  national  impotency.  Shipload  after 
shipload  of  Mormons  are  regiurgitated  at  your  Castle  Garden,  and 
hundreds  and  thousands  of  them  are  being  sent  on  to  the  great  moral 
lazaretto  of  the  West.  Others  are  on  the  way,  and  the  Atlantic  is 
heaving  toward  us  the  great  surges  of  foreign  libertinism.  This  moment 
the  emissaries  of  that  organizcti  lust  arc  busy  in  Norway,  and  Sweden,  and 
England,  and  Ireland,  and  Scotland,  and  Germany,  lireaking  up  homes,  and 
with  infernal  cords  drawing  the  population  this  way.  a  population  which  will  be 
dumped  as  carrion  on  the  American  territories.  American  crime,  with  its  long 
rake  strelclied  acroSiS  other  continents,  is  heaping  up  on  this  land  great  windrows 
of  abomination.  Worse  and  worse.  Four  hundred  Mormons  coming  into  our 
port  in  one  day,  600  in  anoUier  day.  800  in  another  day. 

THE  DEMAND  OF  THE  AGE. 

Are  we  so  cowardly  and  selfish  in  this  generation  that  we  are  going  to 
bequeath  to  the  following  generations  this  great  evil  ?  Letting  it  go  on  until  our 
children  come  to  the  front  and  we  are  safely  entrenched  imder  the  mound  of  our 
own  sepuldires,  lca\-ing  our  children  through  all  their  active  life  to  wonder  why 
we  postponed  this  e\'il  for  their  extirpation  when  we  might  ha\'e  destroyed  it  with 
a  hundred-fold  less  exposure.     What  a  legacy  for  this  generation  to  leave  the 
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following  generation  !  A  \'ast  acreage  of  sweltering  putrefaction,  of  lowest 
beastliness,  of  suffocating  stench,  all  the  time  becoming  more  and  more  mal- 
odorous, and  rotten,  and  damnable.  "Wt-  want  some  great  political  party,  in  some 
strong  and  unmistakable  plank,  to  declare  that  it  will  extirpate  hcroicall)  and 
immediately  lliis  great  harem  of  the  Americau  continent.  Wc  want  some  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States  to  come  in  on  such  an  an  ti- Mormon  is  tic  platform,  uid 
in  bis  opening  mes.sage  to  Cfmgre.*is  a.sk  for  an  appropriation  for  military  expedi- 
tion, and  then  put  such  a  man  as  was  Phil  Sheridan  in  his  lightning  stirrups, 
heading  his  horse  westward,  and  in  one  year  Momiunism  will  be  extirpated  &nd 
national  decencj-  vindicated.  Compelling  Morinonistic  cliiefs  to  lake  oath  of 
Allegiance  will  not  do  it,  for  they  have  declared  in  open  assembly  that  perjur>'  in 
their  cause  is  commendable.  Religious  tracts  on  purity  amount  to  nothing'. 
They  will  not  read  them.  Anything  shorter  than  bayonets  and  anything  softer 
than  bullets  will  never  do  that  work. 

Every  day  you  open  a  paper  and  you  sec  in  the  State  of  New  York  some 
bigamist  arrested  and  punished.  What  you  prohibit  on  a  small  scale  for  a  State 
you  allow  on  a  large  scale  for  a  nation.  Bigamy  must  l»e  put  downi,  (polygamy 
must  go  free.  What  has  been  the  effect,  my  readers?  It  has  demoralized  this 
whole  nation.  That  carbuncle  on  the  back  of  the  nation  has  sickened  all  the 
nerves,  and  muscles,  and  arteries,  and  veins,  and  limbs  of  the  body  politic.  I 
account  in  that  way  for  many  of  the  loose  ideas  abroad  on  all  sides  on  the  snl>ject 
of  the  marriage  R'lntion.  Divonx-  by  the  wholesale.  Concubinage  in  high 
circles.     Libertinism,  if  gloved  and  patent- leathered,  adniitlL-d  into  high  circles. 


INDUCING  A  LAXITY  IN  THE  MARITAL  RELATION. 

The  malaria  of  Salt  Lake  City  has  smitten  the  nation  with  moral  typhoid* 
The  bad  influence  has  well-nigh  spiked  that  gun  of  Sinai  which  needs  to  thunder 
over  the  New  England  hilLs,  over  the  savannas  of  the  South  and  over  the  Rocky 
Mountains  and  the  Sierra  Nevadas  clear  to  tlie  Pacific  coast,  ' '  Thou  shall  not  com- 
mit adulterj' !"  Ad\xrtisements  in  newspajXTrs  saying,  "Divorce  legally  and 
quietly  effected.  Can  pay  in  installments!"  Some  of  the  New  York  lawyers 
giving  their  entire  time  to  domestic  separations — suborning  witnesses,  giving 
advice  as  to  how  many  months  it  is  necessary  to  be  out  of  the  city,  inducing  sas- 
picious  complications,  sending  detective  sleuth-hounds  on  the  track  of  good  citizens. 
until  the  honest  lawyers  of  these  cities  were  compelled  a  little  while  ago  to  make 
outcry  against  the  bemeaning  of  their  honorable  profession.  Looser  and  looser 
ideas  on  the  subject  of  marriage,  until  sometimes  the  question  of  divorce  is  taken 
into  consideration  in  the  wedding  solemnities,  and  people  promise  fidelity  till 
death  do  them  part,  and  say  afterward  sofUy,  "  perhaps,"  "  may  be»*'  "I  rather 
think  so."     All  over  this  land  more  and  more  marriages  in  fiin. 
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Wc  do  not  want  divorce  made  more  easy  in  this  countr>';  we  want  it  made 
more  hard,  so  that  people  will  be  more  cautious  in  their  affiancing,  and  you  will 
iniderstaud  that  if  you  marry  a  hrute  of  a  husband  or  a  fool  of  a  wife,  you  will 
have  to  stand  it.  Ah  I  my  readers,  there  will  be  no  toning  up  on  this  subject,  there 
will  be  no  moral  health  in  the  United  States  on  the  subject  of  the  marriage  relation 
until  this  nation  shall  slough  off  this  Mormonistic  ulcer,  and  burn  out  with  caustic 
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A  :.uiKMON*s  Wiry,  cast  out. 

of  gunpowder  this  wound  which  has  been  so  long  feculent  and  ichorous  and 
dcathfiil.  If  you  are  under  the  delusion  that  by  mild  laws  passed  against  Mor- 
nionism  the  evil  will  be  extirpated,  you  arc  making  an  awful  mistake.  The  sooner 
you  get  over  it  the  Iwtter.  God  and  civUizalion  demand  of  Iwlh  political  parties 
now  a  plank  anti-Mormonislic. 

Again,  there  is  demanded  of  the  political  parties  in  this  day,  a  plank  of  intel- 
ligent helpfulness  for  the  great  foreign  populations  which  have  come  among  ns. 
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It  is  too  late  now  to  discuss  whctber  wc  had  letter  let  them  come.     Tliey  are  here. 
They  are  coming  this  monnrnt  through  the  Narrows,  they  are  coming  this  moment 
through  the  gates  of  Castle  Garden,  they  are  this  moment  taking  the  fir^t   full 
inhalation  of  the  free  air  of  America,  and  they  will  continue  to  come  as  lony  as 
this  couulr>'  is  the  best  place  to  Hve  in.     You  might  as  well  pass  a  Uw  prohibiting 
summer  bees  from  alighting  on  a  field  of  blassoming  buckwheat,  you  might  as 
well  prohibit  the  stags  of  the  mountains  from  coming  down  to  the  deer  lick,  as  to 
jmihibit  the  hunger-bitten  nations  of  Europe  from  coming  to  this  land  of  bread :  as 
to  prohibit  the  people  of  England,  Ireland.  Scotland,  Norway.  Sweden,  and  Ger-, 
many,  working  themselves  to  death  on  small  wages  on  the  other  side  of  the  sea.. 
from  coming  to  this  land,  where  there  arc  the  brgcst  compensations  under  the 
sun.     Why  did  0<»d  spread  out  tlie  prairies  of  Dakota,  and  roll  tlie  precious  or 
into  Colorado?    It  was  that  all  the  earth  might  come  and  plow,  and  come  and' 
dig.    Just  as  long  as  the  centrifugal  force  of  foreign  despotisms  throw  them  off, 
just  so  long  will  the  centripetal  force  of  American  iustitutioiis  draw  them  ha%. 


INTERMARRIAGE  OF  NATIONALITIES. 

And  that  is  what  is  going  to  make  this  the  mightiest  nation  of  the  earth. 
Intermarriage  of  nationalities.  Not  circle  iutennarr^'ing  circle,  and  nation  inter- 
marrying  nation,  but  is  going  to  be  Italian  and  Nomegian,  Russian  and  Celt, 
Scotch  and  French,  English  and  American.  The  American  of  a  hundred  j'ears 
from  now  is  to  be  different  from  the  American  of  to-day.  German  brain,  Irish 
wit,  French  civility,  Scotch  firmness,  English  loyalty,  Italian  sesthetics  packed 
into  one  man.  and  he  an  American.  It  is  this  intermarriage  of  nationalities  that 
is  going  to  make  tlie  American  race  the  mightiest  race  of  the  ages.  Now,  I  say, 
in  God's  name  let  theui  cume. 

But  what  are  we  doing  for  the  moral  and  intellectual  culture  of  the  half  mill- 
ion of  foreigners  who  came  in  one  year,  and  the  six  hundred  thousand  who  came 
in  another  year,  and  the  eight  hundred  thousand  who  came  in  another  year,  and 
the  million  who  came  into  our  various  American  ports.  What  are  we  doing  for 
them  ?  Well,  we  are  doing  a  great  deal  for  them.  We  steal  their  baggage  as] 
soon  as  Uiey  get  a.shore  !  We  send  them  up  to  a  hoarding-house  where  the  1c 
thc>' lose  is  their  money.  We  swindle  them  within  ten  minutes  after  they  get 
ashore.  We  are  doing  a  great  deal  for  them  !  But  what  arc  we  doing  to  intro- 
duce them  into  the  duties  of  good  citizenship  ?  Many  of  them  never  saw  a  ballot- 
box,  many  of  them  nex'er  heard  of  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States,  many  of 
them  have  no  acquaintance  with  our  laws.  Now.  I  say,  let  the  Go^xmrneat  of 
the  United  States,  so  commanded  by  some  political  party,  give  to  evcr>*  immigrant 
who  lands  here  a  volume  iu  gooil  type  and  well  bound  for  long  usage — a  volume 
containing  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States, 
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in  tlif  sight  of  tlie  law— every  man  free  to  worship  in  his  own  way — btit  let  no 

political  part>-  tJiiiik  it  can  do  its  duty,  unless  it  acknowledges  that  God  whn  Imilt 
this  continent,  and,  revealed  it  at  the  right  time  to  the  discoverer,  aiid  who  has 
established  a  prosperity  which  has  been  given  to  no  other  people.  "Oh,"  says 
some  one,  "there  are  people  in  this  country  who  do  not  K'lieve  in  God,  aiid  it 
would  be  ail  insult  to  them."  Well,  there  are  people  in  this  country-  who  do  tiol. 
believe  in  common  dcci;iic>',  or  common  honcstj*.  or  any  kind  of  government,  pi 
(erring  anarchy.  Vour  every  platform  is  an  insult  to  Ihem.  You  ought  not  to 
regard  a  man  who  does  not  believe  in  God  any  more  than  you  should  regard  a 
man  who  refiLses  to  believe  in  common  decency.  God  is  the  only  source  of  good 
governuienl.  Why  not.  then,  say  so.  ami  let  the  chainuan  of  the  committee 
resolutions  in  your  national  convention  take  a  jm'ii  full  of  ink,  and  with  bold  banc 
head  the  document  with  one  significant  "Whereas,"  acknowledging  the  g'ood- 
ness  of  God  in  the  past,  and  begging  His  kindness  and  protection  for  the  future. 

For  the  lack  of  recognition  of  God  in  your  political  platforms  they  amount  to 
nothing.  They  both  make  loud  declaration  about  civil  ser\'ice  reform,  and  it  has 
been  a  failure.  If  you  can  take  now  in  your  cool  moments  the  declaration  made 
by  the  Democratic  party  in  Cincinnati  in  1880,  and  the  declaration  made  hy  the 
Rejmblican  party  in  Chicago  in  1880,  and  read  those  two  declarations  CHi  the  sub- 
ject of  civil  ser\'ice  reform,  and  then  think  of  what  has  transpired,  and  control 
your  mirth,  you  have  more  self-control  than  I  have.  My  child  asks  me  what  is 
civil  service  reform,  and  I  teil  him,  as  near  as  I  can  understand,  it  is  that  when  tlie 
Republican  part>'  get  the  government  of  a  State  they  are  to  tuni  out  the  Democrats 
anil  when  tlie  Democrats  gel  the  supremaey  in  the  State  they  are  to  turn  out  th< 
Republicans. 

Your  platforms  crj*  out  for  rtform,  and  promise  reform,  if  tliey  are  only  kept 
in  power,  or  may  obtain  power.  How  much  do  they  mean  hy  reform  ?  See  what 
the  Republican  party  did  in  1S76  in  I/>uisiana  and  what  the  Democratic  party  did 
three  or  four  years  after  in  the  gubernatorial  election  in  Maine  !  Credit  Mobilier 
of  eleven  years  ago,  River  and  Harbor  Hill,  by  which  the  taxpayers  of  the  I'nited 
States  were  swindled  out  of  fifty  millions  of  dollars — in  both  infamies  the  two 
parties  shoulder  to  shoulder,  and  side  to  .vide.  ^\^Iat  you  want  is  more  of  God  in 
your  pronunciamentoes.  Without  Him  reform  is  retrogression,  and  gain  is  losa, 
and  victory  is  defeat. 

LOVALTV   TO   GOD. 

This  country  belongs  to  God.  and  we  ought  in  every  possible  way  to  acknowl- 
edge it.  From  the  moment  that,  on  an  October  morning,  in  1492,  Colnmbtis 
looked  over  the  side  of  the  ship,  and  saw  the  carved  staff  which  made  him  think 
he  \\'!is  near  an  inhabited  country,  and  .saw  also  a  thorn  and  a  cluster  of  berries — 
type  of  our  history  e\'er  since,  the  piercing  sorrows  and  tlie  c1u.<;ter  of  national  joys 
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— until  Uiis  hour,  our  country  has  been  boumletl  un  the  north,  and  south,  and 
east,  and  west  by  the  goodness  of  God.  The  Huguenots  took  possession  of  tlie 
Carolinas  in  the  name  of  God;  William  Penn  settled  Philadelphia  in  the  name  of 
OkI;  the  Hollanders  took  jTOssession  of  New  York  in  the  name  of  God;  the  Pil- 
grim Fathers  settled  New  Kngland  in  the  name  of  God.  Preceding  the  first  gun 
of  Hunker  Htll,  at  the  voice  of  prayer  all  heads  uncovered.  In  the  War  of  18(2 
an  ofl&ccr  came  to  General  Jackson  and  said:  "  There  is  an  unusual  noise  in  tlie 
camp;  it  ought  to  be  stopped."  General  Jackson  said:  "What  is  the  noise?" 
The  officer  said:  *'  It  is  the  voices  of  prayer  and  praise."  And  tlie  General  said: 
"God  forbid  thai  prayer  and  prai.sc  should  be  an  unusual  noise  in  the  encami>- 
ment;  you  had  better  go  and  join  them."  Prayer  at  Valley  Forge,  prayer  at  Mon- 
nioulli.  prayer  at  Atlanta,  prayer  at  i?outh  Mountain,  prayer  at  Gettysburg, 

"  Oh,"  says  some  infidel.  "  the  Northern  people  prayed  on  one  side,  and  the 
Southeni  people  ]>rayed  on  the  other  side,  and  so  it  didn't  amount  toanylhing." 
And  I  have  heard  good  Clu"istian  people  confounded  with  the  infidel  statement, 
when  it  is  as  plain  to  uie  as  my  right  hand.  Yes,  the  Northern  people  prayed  in 
one  way,  and  tlie  Southern  people  prayed  in  anotlier  way,  and  God  answered  in 
His  own  way.  giving  to  the  North  the  re- establishment  of  the  govcmmeul,  and 
giving  to  the  South  larger  opportunities,  larger  than  she  had  e^'er  anticipated,  the 
harnessing  of  her  rivers  in  great  majmfacturing  interests,  until  the  "Mobile,"  and 
the  "Tallapoosa."  and  the  "Chattahoochc."  arc  Southern  Merrimacs,  and  the 
uncovering  of  great  mines  of  coal  and  iron,  of  whidi  the  world  knew  nothing,  and 
opening  before  her  opportunities  of  wealth  which  will  give  ninet>-ntne  per  cent 
more  ot  affluence  than  she  ever  possessed.  And,  instead  of  the  black  hands  of 
American  slaves  emancipated,  there  are  the  more  industrious  black  han<ls  of  the 
coal  and  iron  industries  of  the  Soutli  which  will  ochie\'e  for  her  fabulous  and 
unimagined  wealth. 

An<l  llicrc  arc  dutncs  uf  wbilu  Musfimiis  wlivrc  spread  the  while  lent, 
And  there  are  plows  in  the  track  where  the  war  wagon  went. 
And  thcrranr  songs  where  they  lifted  up  Rachel's  lament. 

Oh.  you  arc  a  stupid  man  if  you  do  not  nuder^itand  how  GotI  answered  Abra- 
ham Lincoln's  prayer  in  the  White  House,  and  Stonewall  Jackson's  prayer  in  tlie 
saddle,  and  answered  all  the  prayers  of  all  the  cathedrals  on  both  sides  of  Mason 
and  Dixon's  Line.     God's  country  all  the  way  past.     God's  country  now. 


A  HAND-CUSP  ROUND  THE  WORLD. 

Put  His  name  in  your  pron  unci  a  men  toes,  put  His  name  on  your  ensigns,  put 
His  name  on  your  city  ami  State  and  national  enterprises,  put  His  name  in  your 
hearts.     To  most  of  us  this  country  was  the  cradle,  and  to  most  of  us  it  will  be  the 
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grave.  We  want  the  same  glorioiis  privileges  which  we  enjoy  to  go  down  lo  onr 
children.  We  CAmiot  sleep  well  the  last  sleep,  nor  will  the  pillow  of  dust  be  easy 
to  our  heads  until  we  are  assured  tlial  the  God  of  our  American  institutions  in  the 
past,  will  be  tlie  God  of  our  American  institutions  in  the  days  that  are  to  come.  Oh. 
when  all  the  rivers  which  empty  into  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  seas  .sliall  pull  on  fac- 
tory Kinds,  when  all  the  great  mines  of  gold,  and  silver,  and  iron,  and  coal  shall 
be  laid  bare  for  the  nation,  when  the  last  swainp  shall  be  reclaimed,  and  the  last 
juDgle  cleared,  and  the  last  American  desert  Hdenized,  and  from  sea  to  sea  the 
continent  sliall  be  occupied  by  more  than  twelve  hundred  million  souls,  may  it  be 
found  that  moral  and  re1iginu.s  influences  were  multiplied  in  more  rapid  ratio  than 
the  population.  And  then  there  shall  be  four  doxologies  coming  from  north,  and 
south,  and  east,  and  west — four  doxologies  rolling  toward  each  other  and  meeting 
mid-continent  with  such  dasli  of  holy  joy  that  they  shall  mount  toUie  throne. 

And  Heaven's  high  arch  resound  again 
Witb  "  peace  od  earth,  good  will  to  men." 


THE    WRONGS    AND    ABUSES    OF    PUBLIC    TRUSTS. 

'EL, DOM  do  the  morals  of  a  nation  rise  higher  than  the  virtue  of 

the  rulers.    Henr>'  VIII.  makes  impurity  popular  and  national. 

William  Wtlbtrforce  gives  moral   time  to  a  whole  empire.     Sin 

bcfttarred  and  epaiiletted  luakes  crime  respectable  and  brings  it  to 

canonization.     Malarias  arise  from  the  swamp  and  float  upward. 

but  moral  distempers  descend    from   the  niounlnin   to  the  plain. 

The  slums  only  di^ust  men  with  the  bestialitj-  of  crime,  but  dift- 

solute  French  court  or  corrupt  congressional  delegation  put.s  a  premium 

upon  iniquity.    Many  of  the  sins  uf  the  world  are  only  royal  exiles.    They 

had  a  throne  once,  but  llicy  have  been  tumtti  out,  and  tliey  come  down 

now  to  be  entertained  by  the  hnuiblt:  and  the  insigiuGcant. 

There  is  not  a  land  on  earth  which  has  so  many  moral  men  in  author- 
ity as  this  lantl.  There  is  not  a  session  of  Legislature,  or  CongresSt  or 
Cabinet,  but  in  it  are  thorouglily  Christian  men — men  whose  hands  would 
consume  a  bribe,  whose  check  has  nc\cr  been  flushed  with  intoxication, 
whose  tongue  has  never  lieen  smitten  of  blnsphemy  or  stung  of  a  lie;  men 
whose  speeches  in  behalf  uf  the  right  and  against  the  wrong  remind  us  of 
the  old  Scotch  Covenanters,  and  the  defiant  challenge  of  Martin  Luther,  and  the  red 
lightning  of  Micah  and  Haliakkuk.  These  limes  arc  not  half  as  bad  as  the  times 
that  are  gone.  I  judge  so  from  tlie  fact  that  Aaron  Burr,  a  man  stuffed  with 
iniquity  until  he  could  hold  no  more,  tlic  debaucher  of  Che  debauched,  was  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Legislature,  then  Attorney-General,  llien  n  Senator  of  tlu;  United  Slates. 
then  Vice-President,  and  then  at  last  coming  within  one  vote  of  the  highest 
position  in  this  nation.  I  judge  it  from  the  fact  that  more  than  half  a  century 
ago  the  Governor  of  New  York  disbanded  the  Legislature  because  it  w^os  too 
corrupt  to  sit  in  coimcil. 

There  is  a  tendency  in  our  time  to  extol  the  post  to  the  disadvantage  of  the 
present,  and  I  suppose  that  sixty  years  from  now  there  may  be  persons  who  will 
represent  some  of  us  as  angels,  although  now  things  are  so  unpromising,  But  the 
iniquity  of  the  past  is  no  excuse  for  the  public  wickedness  of  to-day,  and  so  I 
unroll  the  scroll.  Those  who  arc  in  editorial  chairs  and  in  pulpits  may  not  hold 
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tack  the  truth.  King  David  must  be  made  to  feel  the  reproof  of  Nathan,  and 
Felix  must  tremble  before  Paul,  and  Ananias  must  receive  the  puiiialiment  of  Hans, 
and  we  may  not  walk  with  miifflw!  feirt  le>it  wl-  wake  uji  some  big  sinner.  If  we 
keep  back  the  truth,  whol  will  we  do  in  the  day  when  the  Lord  rises  up  in 
judgment  and  we  are  tried  not  only  for  what  we  have  said,  but  for  what  we  ha\-e 
declined  to  say  ? 

INCOMPETENCY  OF  OFFICIALS. 

In  unrolling  the  scroll  of  public  wickedness.  I  6rsl  find  incompetency  for 
office.  If  a  man  struggle  for  an  official  posiiiou  for  which  he  has  nocjualification. 
aud  win  that  position,  he  commits  a  crime  against  God  and  against  society.  It  is 
no  sin  for  me  to  be  ignorant  of  medical  science;  but  if,  ignorant  of  medical  science, 
I  set  myself  iij>  among  profe^wlona]  men  aTid  trifle  with  the  lives  of  people,  then 
the  charlatanism  becomes  po.sitive  knaver>'.  It  is  no  sin  for  me  to  be  ignorant  of 
machiuer)*;  but  if.  knowiug  nothing  about  it,  I  attempt  to  take  a  steamer  across  to 
Southampton  and  through  darkness  and  storm  I  hold  the  lives  of  hundreds  of 
passengers,  then  all  who  are  slain  by  tlint  shipwreck  may  hold  me  accountable. 
But  what  shall  I  say  of  those  who  attempt  to  doctor  our  institutions  without 
qualification  and  who  attempt  to  eiigintfer  our  piililioal  affairs  across  the  rongh 
and  stormy  sea,  having  no  qualification  ?  Wc  had  at  nne  time  in  the  Congress  of 
the  United  States  men  who  put  one  tariflT  upon  linseed  oil  and  another  tarifT  upon 
flaxseed  oil,  not  knowing  they  were  the  same  thing.  We  have  had  men  in  mir 
Legislatures  who  knew  not  whether  to  vote  yes  or  no  until  the>-  had  seen  the*  wnik 
of  the  leader.  Polished  civilians  acquainted  with  all  our  institutions  ruu  over  hi  a 
stampede  for  office  by  men  who  have  not  iht;  first  cjuatification.  And  sn  there  have 
been  school  commissioners  sotiietinies  nominated  in  grog-shops  ami  hurrahed  for 
by  the  rabble,  the  men  elected  not  able  to  read  their  own  commissions.  And 
judges  of  courts  who  have  given  sentence  to  criminals  in  sucli  inaccuracy  of 
phraseology  that  the  criminal  at  the  bar  has  lieen  more  amused  at  the  stupidity  of 
the  bench  then  alanned  at  the  prospect  of  his  own  punishment.  I  arraign  incom- 
petency for  office  as  one  of  tlie  great  crimes  of  this  day  in  public  places. 

I  unroll  still  further  the  scroll  of  public  wickedness,  aud  I  come  to  intemper- 
ance. There  has  been  a  great  improvement  in  this  direction.  The  senators  who 
were  more  celebrated  for  their  dnmkcnncss  than  for  their  statesmanship  are  dend  or 
ctmipclled  to  stay  at  hcime.  I  vcr>-  wtll  remember  that  there  went  from  the  State 
of  New  Vork  at  one  time,  and  from  the  State  of  Delaware,  and  from  the  State  of 
Illinois,  and  from  other  States  men  who  were  notorious  everywhere  as  inebriates. 
The  day  is  past.  The  grog-shtip  undt-r  the  natiwinl  Capitul,  Ut  which  our  nilera 
used  to  go  to  get  inspiration  txifore  they  spoke  upnn  the  great  moral  and  financial 
and  commercial  interests  of  the  countr>-.  has  been  disbanded;  but  I  am  told  e\'en 
now  under  the  national  Capitol  there  are  places  where  our  rulers  can  get  some 
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ver>"  strong  lemonade.  But  there  has  been  a  vast  imprm'emeiiL  At  one  time  I 
went  to  Washington,  to  the  door  of  the  House  of  Representatives,  and  sent  in  my 
card  to  an  old  friend.  I  had  not  seen  him  for  many  years,  and  the  last  time  I  saw 
him  he  was  conspicuous  for  his  integrity  and  uprightness:  but  that  day  when  he 
came  out  to  greet  me  he  was  staggering  dnnik. 


DRUNKARDS  IN  OUR   LEGISLATURES. 

The  temptation  to  intemperance  in  public  places  is  simply  terrific.  How  ofteu 
there  have  been  men  in  public  places  who  have  disgraced  the  nation.  Of  the  men 
who  were  prominent  in  pt>litical  circles  twenty-five  or  thirty  years  ago.  how  few 
died  respectable  deaths.  Those  who  died  of  delirium  tremens  or  kindred  diseases 
were  in  the  raajorit>*.  The  doctor  fixed  up  the  case  ver>-  well,  and  in  his  report 
of  it  said  it  was  gout,  or  it  was  rheumatism,  or  it  wasobstmction  of  the  liver,  or  it 
was  exhaustion  from  patriotic  services,  but  God  knew  mid  we  all  knew  it  was 
whisky  !  That  which  smote  the  villain  in  the  dark  alley,  smote  down  the  great 
orator  and  the  great  legislator.  The  one  you  WTapped  in  a  rough  cloth,  and 
pushed  into  b  rough  cofiin,  and  carried  nut  in  a  box  wagon,  and  let  htm  down  into 
a  pauper's  grave  without  a  prayer  or  a  benediction.  Around  the  other  gathered 
the  pomp  of  the  land;  and  lordly  men  walked  with  unco\'ered  beads  beside  the 
hearse  tossing  with  plumes  on  the  way  to  a  grove  to  be  adorned  with  a  white  marble 
shaft,  all  four  sides  covered  with  eulc^nm.  The  one  man  was  killed  by  I(^wood 
rum  at  two  cents  a  glass,  the  other  by  a  beverage  three  doQars  a  bottle.  I  write 
both  tlieir  epitaphs.  I  write  tlie  one  epitaph  with  my  lead-penctt  on  the  shingle 
av-er  the  pauper's  grave;  1  write  the  other  epitaph  with  chisel,  cutting  on  llie 
white  marble  of  the  senator:   "  Slain  b>*  strong  drink." 

You  know  as  well  ns  I  that  again  and  again  dissipation  has  been  no  hindrance 
lo  office  in  this  countr)-,  Did  we  not  at  one  time  have  a  Secrctarj'  of  the  United 
States  carried  home  dead  drunk  ?  Did  wc  not  have  a  Vice-President  sworn  iu  so 
intoxicated  the  whole  land  hid  its  head  in  shame  ?  Have  we  not  in  other  times 
had  men  in  the  Congress  of  the  nation  by  day  making  pleas  in  behalf  of  the 
interests  of  the  countr}*,  and  by  night  illustrating  what  Solomon  said:  "  He  goeth 
after  her  straightway  as  an  ox  to  the  slaughter  and  as  a  fool  to  the  correction  of 
the  stocks,  until  a  dart  strikes  through  his  liver."  Judges  and  jurors  and  attor- 
neys, sometimes  trjiiig  imjwrtant causes  by  day,  and  by  night  carousing  together 
in  iniquity.  What  was  it  that  defeated  the  armies  sometimes  ui  tlie  late  war  ? 
Drunkeimess  in  the  saddle.  What  mean  those  graves  on  the  heights  of  Fredericks- 
burg? As  you  go  to  Richmond  you  see  them.  Drunkenness  in  the  saddle.  So 
again  and  again  in  the  courts  we  have  had  demonstration  of  the  fact  that  impurity 
walks  under  the  chandeliers  of  the  mansion  and  drowses  on  damask  npholslery. 
Iniquity  permitted  to  run  unclialletiged  if  it  only  be  affluent.     Stand  back  am!  let 
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this  libertine  ride  past  in  his  ji5cx»  equipage,  but  clutch  by  the  neck  that  poor  sin- 
ner who  transgresses  on  a.  small  scale,  and  fetch  hira  up  to  the  police  court,  and  give 
him  a  ride  in  the  cit>'  van.  Down  with  small  \'i[lainy  !  Hurrah  for  grand 
iniquity' !  If  you  have  not  noticed  that  intemperance  is  one  of  thecrimes  in  public 
places  to-day.  you  have  not  been  to  Albany,  and  you  have  not  been  to  Harrisburg^, 
ami  you  have  not  been  to  Trcutoi],  and  ynu  have  not  been  to  Washington.  The 
wliole  laud  cries  out  against  the  iniquity.  Hut  the  two  political  parties  are  silent 
lest  yiey  lase  votes,  and  many  of  the  newspapers  are  silent  lest  they  lose  subscrib- 
ers, and  many  of  the  pulpils  are  silent  becaiLse  there  are  offenders  in  the  pewa. 
Meanwliile  God's  indignation  gathers  like  tlie  flashings  around  a  threatening  cloud 
just  before  the  swoop  of  a  tornado.  The  whole  land  cries  out  to  be  delivered.  The 
nation  sweats  great  drops  of  bltwd.  It  is  crucified,  not  between  two  thieves,  but 
between  a  thousand,  while  nalimis  pxss  by  wnj;ging  their   heads,  and  sayiu];: 

"Ahal  Aha!" 

BRIBERY  AND  CORRUPTION. 

I  unroll  the  scroll  of  public  iniquity  and  I  come  to  bribery — liriherj'  by  money, 
briber)*  by  proffered  office.     Do  not  charge  it  upon  American  instilutioos.     It  is  a 
sin  we  got  from   the  other  side  the  water.     Francis   Bacon,  the  thinker  of  his 
century,  Francis  Bacon,  ((f  whom  it  was  sjud  when  men   heanl  him  speak  the\" 
were  only  fearful  that  he  would  stop.  Francis  Bacon,  with  all  his  castles  and  all 
bis  emoluments,  destroyed  by  briber>'.  fined  $200,000,  or  what  is  equal  to  our 
$200,000.  and  hurled  into  London  Tower,  and  Ins  only  excuse  was  be  said  all  his 
preilecessors  had  done  die  same  thing.     I.,ord  Chancellor  Marcleslield  destroyed  by 
hriher>'.     Lord  Chancellor  Walerbiir>^  destroyed  by  bril)erj-.     Benedict  Arnnld 
selling  the  fort  in   the   Highlands   for  S31.575.     For  this  sin  Georgy  betrayed 
Hungary,  and   Ahithophcl  forsook   Daviil.  and  Judas  kissed  Christ.     And   it   is 
abroad  in  our  land.     You  know  in  many  of  the  Legislatures  of  this  countr>'  it  haa 
been  impossible  to  get  a  bill  through  unless  it  had  financial  consideration.     The 
question  has  been  asked  softly,  sometimes  very  softly  asketl,  in  regard  to  a  biU: 
"  Is  there  any  money  in  it?"  and  the  lobbies  of  the  legislatures  and  the  National 
Capitol  have  been  crowded  with  railroad  men  and  manufacturers  and  contractors, 
and  the  iniquity  has  become  so  great  that  sometimes  reformers  and  philanthropists 
have  been  laughed  out  of  Harrisburg,  and  Albany,  and  Trenton,  and  Washington 
because  they  came  empty-handed.     "  You  vote  for  this  bill  and  I'll  vote  for  that 
bill."      ''You  favor  that  monojMily  of  a  moneye<l  institution  and  I'll  favor  the 
other  moiio|)oIy  of  another  institution,"     And  here  is  a  bill  tliat  is  going  to  be 
ver>-  hard  to  get  through  the  I^gi.'^lature,  and  yon  will  call  some  friends  together 
at  a  midnight  banquet,  and  while  they  are  intoxicated  you  will  have  them  promise 
to  vote  your  way.     Here  are  $5000  for  prudent  distribiition  in  this  direction,  and 
here  ore  $1000  for  prudent  distribution  in  that  direction.     Now,  we  are  within 
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four  votes  of  having  enough.  You  give  S50C0  to  that  intelligent  member  from 
Wcslchesler.  and  you  give  $2000  to  tliat  stupid  member  from  Ulster,  and  now  we 
arc  within  two  vott^  of  having  it.  Give  $500  to  this  member  who  will  be  sick  and 
stay  at  home  and  $300  to  this  member  who  will  go  to  see  his  great  aunt  languisihing 
in  her  last  sickness.  Now  the  day  has  come  for  the  passing  of  the  bill.  The 
Speaker's  gavel  strikes.     "Senators,  are  you  ready  for  the  question?    All  in 
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favor  of  voting  away  these  thousands  or  millions  of  dollars  will  say  'Ay.'" 
"Ay!  Ay'  Ay!  Ay!"     "Tlie  ays  have  it." 


RESOLUTION  AHEAD. 


Some  of  the  finest  louses  of  our  citicrs  were  built  out  of  money  paid  for  votes 
in  the  Legislatures.  Five  hundred  small  wheels  in  political  machinery  with  cogs 
reaching  into  one  great  centre  wheel,  and  that  wheel  has  a  tire  of  railroad  iron 
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and  a  crank  to  it  on  which  Satan  puts  his  hand  and  tunis  the  centre  wheel,  and 
that  turns  the  five  hundrwl  atlier  wheels  of  political  machinen.-.  Wliile  in  this 
country  it  is  becoming  harder  and  liarder  for  the  great  moss  of  the  people  to  get  a 
living,  there  arc  too  many  men  in  this  countr>'  who  have  their  two  millions,  and 
their  ten  millions,  jiiul  tlitir  twenty  millions,  and  carr>'  the  legislators  in  one 
pocket  and  the  Congress  of  the  United  States  in  the  other.  And  there  is  trouble 
ahead.  Revolution.  I  pray  God  it  may  be  peaceful  revolution  and  at  the  ballot* 
box.  The  time  must  come  in  this  country  when  men  shall  be  sent  into  public 
position  who  cannot  be  purchased.  I  do  not  want  the  union  of  Church  and  State, 
but  I  declare  that  if  the  Church  of  God  does  not  show  itself  in  favor  of  the  great 
mass  of  the  people  as  well  as  in  favor  of  the  tinyX.  the  time  will  come  when  the 
Church  as  an  institution  will  l»c  extinct,  and  Christ  will  go  down  again  to  the 
beach,  and  choose  twelve  plain,  honest  fishermen  to  come  up  into  the  apostleship 
of  a  new  dispensation  of  righteousness,  man  ward  and  Godward. 

Bribery  is  cursing  this  land.  The  evil  started  witli  its  greatest  power  during' 
the  last  war,  when  men  said,  "  Now  you  give  me  this  contract  above  e\'ery  other 
applicant,  and  you  shall  have  ten  percent  of  all  I  make  by  it.  You  pass  these 
broken-down  cavalr>'  horses  as  good,  and  you  shall  have  five  thousand  dollais  as  a 
t)onus.'*  "  Bonus"  is  the  word.  And  so  they  sent  down  to  your  fathers,  and 
brothers,  and  sons,  rice  that  was  worm-eaten,  and  bread  that  was  mouldy,  and 
meat  that  was  rank,  and  blankets  that  were  shoddy,  and  cavalr>-  horses  thai 
stumbled  in  the  charge,  and  tents  that  sifted  the  rain  into  exhausted  faces.  But  it 
was  all  right.  They  got  the  bonus,  I  ne\'er  so  much  belic\'ed  in  a  republican 
form  of  government  as  I  do  to-day,  for  the  simple  reason  that  any  other  style  of 
government  would  have  been  consumed  long  ago.  There  have  been  swindles 
enacted  in  this  nation  within  the  last  thirty  years  enough  to  swamp  three  monar- 
chies. The  Democratic  party  filled  iLs  cup  of  iniquity  before  it  went  out  of  pf>wer 
before  the  war.  Then  tlie  Republican  party  came  along,  and  its  opportunities 
through  the  eoiitracts  were  greater,  and  so  it  filled  its  cup  of  iniquity  a  little 
sooner,  and  there  they  lie  to-day,  the  Democratic  party  and  the  Republican  party, 
side  by  side,  great  loathsome  carcasses  of  iniquity,  each  one  worse  thim  the  other. 
Tens  of  thousands  of  good  citizens  in  all  the  parties;  but  yon  know  as  well  as  I 
do  that  party  organization  in  this  country  is  utterly,  utterly  corrupt. 


VOUR  DUTY  TO  VOUR  COUNTRY. 

Kow,  if  tliere  were  nothing  for  you  and  for  me  to  do  iu  this  matter  I  would 
not  present  this  subject.  There  are  several  things  for  us  to  do.  First,  stand 
aloof  from  pohtical  office  unless  you  have  your  moral  principles  thoroughly  settled. 
Do  not  go  into  this  blaze  of  temptation  unless  you  are  fireproof  ?Iundreds  of 
respectable  men  ha\'e  beeu  destroyed  for  this  life  and  the  life  to  come  because  they 
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had  not  moral  principle  to  stand  office.  You  go  into  some  office  of  authority 
without  moral  principle,  and  before  you  get  through  you  will  lie,  and  you  will 
swear,  and  you  will  gamble,  and  you  will  steal.  Another  thing  for  you  to  do  is  to 
be  faithful  at  the  ballot-box.  Do  not  stand  on  ymir  dignity  and  say.  "  I'll  rot  go 
where  lliersibhleare."  If  need  be,  put  on  j-ourold  clothes  and  just  push  yourself 
Ihnmgli  amid  the  unwashed,  and  vote,  i  'ole  for  huh  icho  iovf  God  ami  hale  rum. 
You  cannot  say,  you  ought  iiui  to  say,  "  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  this  matter." 
Then  you  will  insult  the  graves  of  your  fathers  who  died  for  the  establishment  of 
llie  government  and  will  insult  the  graves  of  your  children  who  may  live  to  feel 
tlie  results  of  your  negligence.  Let  us  ha\-e  Deairation  Day  for  the  brave  who 
died  for  lilKfty.  but  let  us  also  have  praise-giving,  honor  and  encourngement  for 
those  who  are  still  fighting  for  the  catablisliing  and  perpetnation  of  honesty  in  our 
government.  The  wife  may  not  sorrow  so  greatly  for  the  sire  who  dies  for  his 
country,  as  the  nation  may  grie\'C  for  the  acts  of  those  that  seek  to  destroy  the 
bulwarks  of  national  integrity.  Evangelize  the  i>eiiple.  Get  the  hearts  of  tlie 
people  right,  and  the)"  will  vote  right.  I  know  there  are  a  great  many  good 
people  who  think  that  God  ought  to  be  recognized  in  Ihe  Constitution,  and  they 
are  making  a  move  in  that  direction.  I  am  most  anxious  that  G<hI  shall  Ik:  in  the 
hearts  of  the  peojile.     Get  their  hearts  right,  and  then  tliey  will  vote  right. 

If  there  be  fifty-  million  people  in  this  country,  then  at  least  a  fifty- millionth 
part  of  the  responsibility  rests  on  you.  What  we  want  is  a  great  revival  of 
religiou  reaching  from  sea  to  sea,  and  it  is  going  to  come.  A  newspaper  gentle- 
man asked  mc  a  few  weeks  ago  what  I  thought  of  revivals.  I  said  I  thought  so 
much  of  them  I  never  put  my  feith  in  anything  else.  We  want  thousands  in  a 
daj',  hundrcils  of  thousands  in  a  day,  nations  in  a  day.  Get  all  the  ])e»iple 
evangelized,  brought  under  Christianized  influences.  These  great  e\-il.s  that  we 
now  so  much  deplore  will  l>e  banished  from  the  land.  And  remember  that  we  are 
at  last  to  be  judged,  not  as  nations.  Imt  as  individuals — in  that  day  when  empires 
and  republics  shall  alike  go  down  and  we  shall  have  to  give  account  for  ourseh-es, 
for  what  we  ha\*c  done  and  for  what  we  have  neglected  to  do — in  that  day  when 
the  earth  itself  will  be  a  heap  of  ashes  scatlerett  in  the  blast  of  the  nostrihi  of  the 
Lord  God  Almighty.     God  save  the  United  States  of  America  ! 


(6cr&*3  CircU. 


THE  GOOD  AND   EVIL  INFLUENCES  IN   MEN. 

OD  iiiHtie  Uie  universe  on  the  plan  of  a  circle.  WHiile  j-et  people 
thouglit  that  llic  world  was  flat,  and  th«>usands  of  years  before 
^  they  found  out  that  it  wan  round,  Isaiali  intimated  the  shape 
of  it.  God  silting  upon  the  circle  of  the  earth.  The  tuccit 
beautiful  figure  in  all  geomelr>-  is  the  circle.  There  are  in 
the  natural  world  straight  lines,  angles,  parallclogranis,  diag- 
onals,  quadrangles;  but  these  evidently  are  not  God*s  favor* 
ites.  Almost  everywhere  you  fiiul  Him  geotnelriziiig  you 
find  the  circle  dominant — if  not  the  circle  then  the  cur\'e,  which  is  a  circle  that 
died  yowng.  If  it  had  lived  long  enough  it  would  have  been  a  full  orb,  a  per- 
ipherj'.  An  ellipse  is  a  circle  jiresscd  only  a  little  too  hard  at  the  sides.  Giant's 
Causeway  in  Ireland  shows  what  God  thinks  of  nmtheinatics.  There  are  many 
thousand  columns  of  rocks — ocUigonal,  hexagonal,  pentagonal.  These  rocks  sceui 
to  have  been  made  by  rule  and  bj'  conipa.ss.  Hvery  artist  has  his  moulding- room, 
where  he  raay  make  fifty  sliapes,  but  he  chooses  one  shape  as  preferalile  to  all  the 
others.  I  will  not  say  that  the  Giant's  Causeway  was  the  world's  mouldiug-roiim. 
but  I  do  say.  out  of  a  great  may  figures,  God  seems  lo  have  selected  tlie  circle  as 
tlie  best.  The  stars  in  a  circle,  the  moon  in  a  circle,  the  sun  in  a  circle,  tlie 
universe  in  a  circle,  and  the  throne  of  God  the  centre  of  that  circle. 

WTjen  men  build  churches  tliey  ought  to  iniitatc  the  idea  of  the  great  Archi- 
tect aud  put  the  audience  iu  a  circle,  knowing  that  the  tides  of  emotion  roll  more 
easily  that  way  tlian  in  .straight  lines.  Six  thousand  years  ago  God  flung  this 
world  out  of  His  right  hand;  but  He  did  not  throw  it  out  iu  a  straight  line.  l»ut 
curvilinear,  with  a  lease  of  love  holding  it  so  as  to  bring  it  back  again.  The 
world  started  from  His  hand  pure  and  Kdenic.  It  has  been  rolling  on  through 
regions  of  moral  ice  and  distemper.  How  long  it  will  roll,  God  only  knows;  hut 
it  wilt  in  due  time  uiake  a  complete  circuit  aud  come  back  to  the  place  where  it 
started — the  hand  of  God — pure  and  Edeuic. 

GREATNESS  OF  THE   PAST. 

The  history  of  the  world  goes  in  a  circle.  Why  is  it  the  shipping  in  our  day 
is  improving  so  rapidly  ?  It  is  because  men  are  imitating  tlie  old  model  of  Noah's 
ark.     A  sliiiJ-carpenter  gives  that  a&  his  opinion.     Although  so  much  derided  by 
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ceuturics.  and  after  the  Downings  and  the  Milchells  of  the  world  haxc  done  their 
best,  in  the  far  future  the  art  of  gardening  will  come  up  to  the  arlxjrescence  of  the 
year  r.  If  the  ninkers  of  colored  glass  go  on  improvhig  ihey  may  in  some  oeit- 
lurits  be  able  to  make  something  equal  to  the  east  window  of  York  Minster, 
which  was  Iniilt  in  1290.  We  are  six  centuries  tichitid  llu»sc  arttsis.  but  the  %\"orld 
nitist  kerp  (m  toiliti};  until  it  has  made  the  oiiinplete  circuit  and  coine  ti|>  to  the 
skill  of  those  vcr>^  men.  If  the  world  continues  to  improve  in  masonrj'  we  shall 
have  after  a  while,  perhaps  after  the  advance  of  centuries,  mortar  equal  to  thai 
which  I  saw  in  the  wall  of  an  exhumed  English  city,  built  iu  the  time  rti'  the 
Romans.  1600  years  ago — that  mortar  to-day  is  as  good  as  the  day  in  which  it  vas 
made,  having  outlasted  the  brick  and  the  stone.  I  say.  after  hundrctis  of  years, 
masonry  may  advance  to  that  point.  If  the  world  stands  long  enough  we  may 
have  a  city  as  large  as  they  liad  in  (»ldcn  times.  Babylon,  five  times  the  fdzK 
of  London.  You  go  into  the  jx>tter)es  of  England  and  you  lind  them  niaUin;; 
cups  and  \*asc5  after  the  style  of  the  cups  and  vases  exhumed  from  l*omiK-ii. 
The  world  is  not  going  back.  Oh,  no  I  But  it  \%  swinging  in  a  circle,  ami  will 
come  back  to  the  styles  of  pottcr>'  known  so  long  ago  as  the  days  of  Pompeii. 
The  world  must  keep  on  iirogressing  until  it  makes  the  complete  circuit.  The 
cur\'e  is  in  the  right  direction.  The  curi-e  will  keei>  on  until  it  Iteconies  a 
circle. 

What  is  true  iu  the  material  universe  is  tnie  in  God's  moral  govenimenl  and 
spiritual  arrangement.    That  is  the  meaning  of  Ezekiel's  wheel.     All  coniracn* 
tators  agree  in  saying  that  the  wheel  means  Gotl's  providence.     But  a  wheel  is  of 
no  use  unless  it  turn,  and  if  it  Itirn  it  turns  around,  and  if  it  tnm  around  it  moves 
in  a  circle.     What  tlien  ?    Are  we  parts  of  a  great  iniii  machine,  whirled  around 
whether  we  will  or  not.  the  victims  of  inexorable  fate?    No?    51o  far  from  tlmt,  I 
shall  show  you  that  we  ourselves  start  the  circle  of  good  or  bad  actions,  and  thai 
it  will  surely  come  around  to  us,  unless  by  divine  inler\*entio«  it  be  hindered. 
Those  bad  or  good  actions  may  make  the  circuit  of  many  years;  hut  ctinie  liack  to 
iLs  they  will  as  certainly  as  that  Gwl  sits  on  the  circle  of  the  earth.    Jezebel,  the 
worst  womaji  of  tlic  Bible,  slew  Xaboth  Ix-cause  she  wanted  liis  vineyard.     While 
the  dogs  were  eating  the  IhhU-  of  Nubcith,   Elishn,  the  prophet,   put  down   his 
compass  and  marked  a  circle  from   those  dogs  clear  around  to  the  dogs  thai 
shouhl  eat  the  body  of  Jezebel,  the  murderess.     "  Impossible."  Uie  people  said; 
"that  will  never  happen."       Who  is  that  being  flung  out   of   the  palace  win- 
dow?   Jezel>el.      A    few   hours  after   they  came  around,    hoping   to   bury  her. 
Tltey  find  only  the  palms  of  her  hands  and  the  skull.     The  dogs  that  devoured 
Jexebel,  and   the  dogs  that  devoured   Naboth  !    Oh  !  what  a  swift,   what  an 
awful  circuit ! 
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THE  MUTATIONS  OF  TIME. 

But  it  U  sometimes  tlie  case  that  lliis  circle  s^veeps  through  a  centurx*  or 
through  maiiy  ceiiluriL-s.  The  world  startal  as  a  Iheocracj'  for  government;  that 
is,  God  was  President  and  Emperor  of  the  world.  People  got  tired  of  a  ihcocrac)'. 
The)'  said:  "  We  don't  waut  God  directly  interfering  with  the  affairs  of  the  world; 
give  ua  a  monarchy."  The  world  liad  a  moiiarcliy.  From  a  monarchy  it  is  going 
to  have  a  limited  moimrcliy.  After  a  wliile  t}ie  limited  monarchy  will  be  given 
up,  and  the  republican  tbrm  of  govemmeut  will  be  everj-where  domiuaut  and 
recognized.     Then  the  world  will  get  tired  of  the  republican  form  of  government. 
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and  it  will  have  an  .inarchy,  which  is  no  government  at  all.  And  then,  all  nations 
finding  out  that  man  is  not  capable  of  righteously  governing  man,  will  cr>-  out 
again  for  a  thcocrac)*,  and  say:  "  Let  God  come  back  and  conduct  the  nfihirs  of 
the  world."  Ever>'  step — monarchy,  limilerl  monarchy,  republicanism,  anarchy, 
only  different  steps  between  the  first  theocrac>*  and  the  l-ist  theocrac>',  or  segments- 
of  the  great  circle  of  the  earth  on  which  God  sita. 

But  do  not  iM.'Comc  impatient  because  you  cannot  see  the  curve  of  events,  and 
therefore  conclude  that  God's  gov-ernment  is  going  to  break  down.  Histor>'  tells 
us  that  in  the  making  of  the  pyramids  it  took  3000  men  two  years  to  drag  one 
great  stone  from  the  quarr>-  and  put  it  into  the  pvTamids.  Well,  now,  if  men, 
sliort'lived,  can  aflbrtl  lo  work  so  slowly  as  tliat,  caunot  God,  in  the  building  of 
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the  eternities,  afford  to  wait?  What  though  God  should  take  lo.ooo  years  to 
draw  a  circle?  Shall  we  take  our  little  watch,  which  we  have  to  wind  up  every 
night  lest  it  run  down,  and  hold  it  up  beside  the  clock  of  eternal  ages?  If, 
according  to  the  Bible,  looo  years  are  in  God's  sight  as  a  day,  then,  according  to 
that  calculation,  the  6000  years  of  the  world's  existence  has  been  only  to  God  as 
from  Monday  to  Saturday. 

But  it  is  often  the  case  that  the  rebound  is  quicker,  and  the  circle  is  sooner  com- 
pleted. You  resolve  that  you  will  do  what  good  you  can.  In  one  week  you  put  a 
word  of  counsel  in  the  heart  of  a  Sabbath-school  child.  During  the  same  week 
you  give  a  letter  of  introduction  to  a  young  man  struggling  in  business.  During 
the  same  week  you  made  an  exhortation  in  a  prayer- meeting.  It  is  all  gone;  you 
will  never  hear  of  it  perhaps,  you  think.  A  few  years  after  a  man  comes  to  you 
and  says:  "You  don't  know  me,  do  you?"  You  say:  "  No,  I  don't  remember 
ever  to  have  seen  you."  "  Why,"  he  says,  "  I  was  in  the  Sabbath-school  class 
of  which  you  were  the  teacher.  One  Sunday  you  invited  me  to  Christ.  I  accepted 
the  offer.  You  see  that  church  with  two  towers,  yonder?"  "Yes,"  you  say. 
He  says:  "That  is  where  I  preach."  Or,  "Do  you  see  that  Governor's  house? 
That  is  where  I  live."  One  day  a  man  comes  to  you  and  says:  "  Good-moming.** 
You  look  at  him  and  say:  "  Why,  you  have  the  advantage  of  me;  I  cannot  place 
you."  He  says;  "  Don't  you  remember,  thirty  years  ago,  giving  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction to  a  young  man — a  letter  of  introduction  to  a  prominent  merchant?'* 
"  Yes,  I  do."  He  says:  "  I  am  the  man.  That  was  my  first  step  toward  a  for- 
tune; but  I  have  retired  from  business  now,  and  am  giving  ray  time  to  philan' 
thropics  and  public  interests.  Come  up  to  my  country-  place  and  see  me."  Or  a 
man  comes  to  you  and  says:  "  I  want  to  introduce  myself  to  you.  I  went  into  a 
prayer-meeting  some  years  ago.  I  sat  back  near  the  door.  You  arose  to  make  an 
exhortation.  That  talk  changed  the  course  of  my  life,  and  if  I  ever  get  to  heaven, 
I  will  owe  my  salvation  to  you."  In  only  ten,  twenty,  or  thirty  years,  the  circle 
swept  out  and  swept  back  again  to  your  own  grateful  heart. 

But  sometimes  it  is  a  wider  circle  and  does  not  return  for  a  great  while.  I 
saw  a  bill  of  expenses  for  buniing  Latimer  and  Ridley.  The  bill  of  expenses 
savs:  One  load  of  fir  fagots,  three  shillings,  four  pence;  cartage  of  four  loads  of 
wood,  two  shillings;  a  post,  one  shilling,  four  pence;  two  chains,  three  shillings, 
four  pence;  two  staples,  six  pence;  four  laborers,  two  shillings,  eight  pence;  total 
of  twelve  shillings,  six  pence.  That  was  a  cheap  fire,  considering  all  the  circum- 
stances; but  it  kindled  a  light  which  shone  all  around  the  world  and  around  the 
martyr  spirit;  and  out  from  that  burning  rolled  the  circle,  wider  and  wider,  start- 
ing other  circles,  convoluting,  over-running,  circumscribing,  over-arching  all 
heaven. 


THE  PATHWAY  OF  LIKE. 


525 


THY  SINS  WILL  DISCOVER  YOU. 

But  whnt  is  true  of  the  good  is  just  as  true  of  the  bad.  You  utter  a  slander 
af^ainst  your  neighbor.  It  has  Ronc  forth  from  your  teeth.  It  will  ncrcr  come 
back,  you  think.  You  have  donetlie  man  all  the  mischief  you  caii.  You  rejoice 
to  see  him  wince.  You  say:  "Didn't  I  give  it  to  him?"  That  word  has  gone 
out,  that  slanderous  word,  on  its  poisonous  and  bla.sted  way.  You  think  it  will 
never  do  you  any  harm.  But  I  am  watching  that  word,  and  I  see  it  beginning  to 
curve,  and  it  cur\-es  around,  and  it  is  aiming  nl  your  heart.  You  had  better  dodge 
it.     You  caimot  dodge  it.     It  rolls  into  your  bosom,  and  after  it  rolls  in  a  word  of 
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an  old  book,  which  says:  "  With  what  measure  ye  mete,  it  shall  be  measured  to 
you  again." 

You  maltreat  an  ^ed  parent.  You  Ixrgrudge  him  the  room  in  your  house. 
You  are  imjutient  0/  his  whimiucalilies  and  garrulity.  It  makes  you  mad  to  hear 
him  tell  tlie  same  story  twice.  You  give  him  food  he  cannot  masticate.  Yon  wish 
he  was  away.  You  wonder  If  he  is  going  to  live  forever.  He  will  be  gone  very 
soon.  His  steps  are  shorter  and  shorter.  He  is  going  to  stop.  But  God  has  an 
account  to  settle  with  you  on  that  subject.  After  a  while  youre>'e  will  be  dim  and 
your  gait  will  halt,  and  the  sound  of  the  grinding  will  be  slow,  and  you  will  tell 
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the  same  story  twice,  and  your  children  will  wonder  if  you  are  going  to  live  for- 
«\xr,  and  wonder  if  you  will  never  be  taken  away.  They  called  you  "  father*' 
once;  now  they  call  yon  ''the  o!d  man."  If  you  live  a  few  years  longer 
they  will  call  you  "the  old  cliap."  WTiat  are  those  rough  words  w^ilh  which 
your  children  arc  accosting  you  ?  They  arc  tlie  echo  of  the  very  words  you  nsed 
in  the  ear  of  your  old  father  forty  yeans  ago.  What  is  Ihat  which  you  are  ir>-iug 
to  chew,  but  find  it  uimiasticable,  and  your  jaws  ache  as  you  surrender  the  attempt  ? 
Perhaps  it  may  be  the  gristle  which  you  gave  to  your  father  for  his  breakfast  forty 
years  ago.  A  gentleman  iia>sing  along  the  street  saw  a  son  dragging  his  father 
by  the  hair  of  his  head.  The  genileuian,  oulragcd  at  this  brnlal  conduct,  was 
about  to  punish  the  offender,  when  the  old  man  arase  and  said:  "  Don't  hurt  hhn; 
it's  all  right;  forty  years  ago  this  morning  1  dragged  out  my  father  by  the  Ijuir  of 
his  head."  Other  sins  may  be  adjourned  to  the  next  world,  but  maltreatnicitt  of 
parents  is  punished  in  thi«. 

INFLUENCE  OF  VOLTAIRE  AND  MARAT. 

The  circle  turns  quickly,  very  quickly.     Ob,  wliat  a  stupendous  thought  that 
the  good  aud  the  evil  we  start  come  back  to  us  !     Do  you  know  that  the  judgment 
day  will  be  only  the  point  at  which  the  circle  joins — the  good  and  the  bad  wc  Itnvc 
done  couiing  back  to  us,  unless  dixniie  iulen'entiou  hinders — coming  back  to  us, 
welcome  of  delight  or  curse  of  condemnation  ?    Oh.  I  would  like  to  see  Paul,  tlie 
invalid  missionary,  at  the  moment  when  his  influence  comes  to  full  orb — his  influ- 
ence rolling    nut    ihriHigh   AntitK-h,   through   Cyprus,   tlirough    I,yslra,    through 
Corinth,   through  Athens,    through    Asia,  through    Europe,  through    Amerit 
through    the  first   cenlur>-.    through    five    centuries,   through    twenty  centurit 
tlirough  all  the  succeeding  centuries,  through  earth,  through  heaveu.  aud,  at  last, 
the  wave  of  influence  having  made  full  circuit,  strikes  bis  great  soul !     Oli.  then  I 
would  like  to  see  hun  !     No  one  can  tell  the  wide  sweei*  of  the  circle  of  his  influ- 
ence, save  the  One  who  is  seated  on  the  circle  of  the  earth-     I  sliould  not  want  to 
see  the  countenance  of  Voltaire  when  his  influence  ct>mes  to  full  orb.     When   the 
"fatal  hemorrhage  seized  him  at  eighiy-three  years  of  age  hisinfltii-nce  did  not  cease. 
The  most  brilliant  man  of  his  century,  he  had  used  all  his  faculties  for  assaulting 
Christianitj-;  his  l>ad  influence  widening  through   France,  widening  out  tliroughi 
Germany,  widcniug  through  all  Europe,  widening  through  America,  widenini 
through  the  years  that  have  gone  by  sinci*  he  died,  widening  through  earth,  widen- 
ing through  hell:  initil  at  last  the  accumulated  influence  of  his  bad  life,  in  fier>- 
.«mrge  of  onuiipotent  wrath,  will  beat  against   his  destroyed  spirit,   and  at  that 
moment  it  will  Ix;  enough  to  make  the  black  hair  of  eternal  darkness  turn  white 
with  horror.     Nor  would  I  want  to  see  the  countenance  of  Marat  as  he  lay  in  his 
bath  slrugglitig,  with  a  dagger  in  his  heart,  a  victim  of  outrage<1  jiuitiec,  for  the 
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crimes  he  had  perpetrated.     No  one  can  tell  how  these  two  bad  men's  inft 
girdled  the  earth,  save  the  One  who  is  seated  on  the  circle  of  the  world — tb' 
Almighty. 

"  Well,  now,  "  people  say,  "  tliis  is  in  some  respects  a  ver>-  glad  theorj 
m  others  a  very  sad  one;  we  would  like  to  have  all  the  gooti  we  bax-e  evet 
come  back  to  us,  but  the  thought  that  all  the  sius  wc  liave  ever  coniniilt 
coiuc  back  tu  us  fills  us  with  affright."     My  brnilur,  I  have  to  tell  you  Gc 


ijii,  si'."^i-  I'l-   iiij,  ^-v.T.;. 


break  that  circle  and  will  do  so  at  your  call.  I  can  bring  twenty  passaj; 
Scripture  to  prove  tliat  when  God  for  Christ's  sake  forgives  man,  the  sius 
past  life  never  come  back.  The  wheel  may  roll  on  and  roll  on,  hut  you  lak« 
IKisilioi!  liehiiitl  the  cross,  and  the  wheel  strikes  the  cross  and  it  is  shattered  foi 
The  sins  fly  off  from  the  circle  into  the  perpendicular,  falling  at  right  angles 
complete  oblivion.  Forgiven  !  forgiven  !  The  meanest  thing  a  man  can 
after  some  difficulty  has  been  settled,  to  bring  it  up  again:  and  God  will  not 
mean  as  that.     God's  memory*  is  mighty  enough  to  hold  all  the  events  of  the 
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but  there  is  one  thing  that  is  sure  to  slip  His  memoo't  one  thing  He  is  sure  to  forget, 
and  that  i-*^  [jurdoned  transgression. 

But  let  not  the  reader  make  the  mistake  of  thinking  that  this  doctriue  of  the 
circle  stops  with  this  life;  it  rolls  on  through  heaven.  You  might  quote  in 
opposition  to  me  what  Saint  John  says  about  the  cit>*  of  heaven.  He  says  it 
"  litth  four  square."  That  does  seem  to  militate  against  this  idea,  but  you  know 
there  is  many  a  square  house  that  has  a  family  circle  facing  each  other  and  in  a 
circle  moving,  and  this  is  so  in  regard  to  bcaveu.  Saint  John  says:  "I  heard 
the  voice  of  many  angels  round  about  tlie  throne  and  the  beasts  and  the  elders." 
And  again  he  says:  "There  was  a  rainbow  round  about  the  throne."  The  two 
former  instances  a  circle;  the  lasteitJier  a  circle  or  a  semi-circle.  The  seats  facing 
each  othu,  the  angels  facing  each  other,  the  men  facing  each  other.  The  Rouioos 
had  au  amphitheatre  where  men  met  in  peaceful  rivalry  to  win  earthly  glory,  but 
heaven  has  an  amphitheatre  of  perpetual  glor>'  in  which  there  is  no  rivalry. 
Circumference  of  [Mitriarch  and  prophet  and  apostle.  Circumference  of  Scotch 
covenanters  and  Thelwin  legion  and  Albigenses.  Circumference  of  the  good  of  all 
ages.     Peripben.'  of  splendor  unimagined  and  indescribable. 

But  every  circumference  must  ha\'e  a  centre,  and  what  is  the  centre  of  this 
heavenly  circumference  ?  Christ.  His  all  the  glon,-.  His  all  the  praise,  His  oil 
the  crowns.  All  heaven  wreathed  into  a  garland  round  alxiut  Htm.  Take  off 
the  imperial  sandal  from  His  foot,  and  behold  the  scar  of  tlie  spike.  Lift  the 
coronet  of  dominion  from  His  brow,  and  see  where  the  lacerations  of  the  briars. 
Come  closer,  all  heaven.  Xarrow  the  circle  around  His  great  heart.  O  Christ, 
the  Saviour.  O  Christ,  the  man  !  O  Christ,  the  God  !  Keep  Thy  throne  for- 
ever, seated  on  the  circle  of  the  earth,  .seated  on  the  circle  of  the  heaven  ! 

On  Christ,  tlie  M>lid  rock,  I  suind; 
All  other  ground  is  shifting  sand. 
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THE  NEED  OF  AM  AIM.  FORTIFIED  BY  AMBITION. 

SAIAH  gives  a  description  of  the  idolatry  and  worldliness  of 
in  liis  time,  and  of  a  very  prevalent  style  of  diet  in  oui 
^^  The  world  spreads  a  great  feast  and  invites  the  rac< 
at  it.  Platters  are  heaped  up.  Chalices  are  full. 
lands  wreathe  the  wall.  The  guest  sits  down  ami 
bursts  of  hilarity.  They  take  the  fruit  and  it  tun 
ashes.  They  uplift  the  tankards  and  their  contents 
to  be  gall.  They  touch  the  garlands  and  they  scatti 
dust.  I  do  not  know  any  passage  of  Scripture  wh 
apothegmatically  sets  forth  the  unsatisfactory  nature 
"world  for  eye,  and  tongue,  and  lip,  and  heart  as  this  particular  passage,  desc 
the  votary  of  the  world,  when  it  says:   "  He  feedeth  on  ashes." 

I  shall  not  take  the  estimate  by  those  whose  life  has  been  a  failure,  i 
may  despise  the  world  simply  because  he  cannot  win  it.  Having  failed, 
chagrin  he  may  decry  that  which  he  would  like  to  have  had  as  his  bride.  I 
therefore,  take  only  the  testimony  of  those  who  have  been  magnificently  si 
ful.  In  the  first  place,  I  shall  ask  the  kings  of  the  earth  to  stand  up  an< 
testimony,  telling  of  the  long  story  of  sleepless  nights,  and  poisoned  cup 
threatened  invasion,  and  dreaded  rebellion.  Ask  the  Georges,  ask  the  H 
ask  the  Marys,  ask  the  Louises,  ask  the  Catharines,  ask  the  Lady  Jane  < 
whether  they  found  the  throne  a  safe  seat,  and  the  crown  a  pleasant  ixsv 
Ask  the  French  guillotine  in  Madame  Taussaud's  Museum  about  the  qi 
necks  it  has  dissevered.  Ask  the  Tower  of  London  and  its  headsman's 
Ask  the  Tuilleries,  and  Henry  VIII..  and  Cardinal  Wolsey  to  rise  out 
dust,  and  say  what  they  think  of  worldly  honors.  Ghastly  with  the  first  ai 
second  death,  they  rise  up  with  eyeless  sockets  and  grinning  skeletons,  and  si 
forth  unable  at  first  to  speak  at  all,  but  afterward  hoarsely  whispering:  "  A 
Ashes!" 

THE  VANITY  OF  RICHES. 

I  call   up  also  a  group  of  connnercial  adepts  to  give  testimony;  and 
again,  those  who  have  been  only  moderately  successful  may  not  testify-     A 
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wituesses  must  be  millionaires.  What  a  grand  thing  it  must  be  to  own  a  railroad, 
to  control  a  bank,  to  possess  all  the  houses  on  one  street,  to  have  vast  investments 
tumbling  in  upon  you  day  after  day,  whether  you  work  or  not.  No;  no.  William 
B.  Astor,  a  few  days  before  his  death,  sits  in  his  office  in  New  York,  grieving 
almost  until  he  is  sick,  because  rents  have  gone  down.  A.  T.  Stewart  finds  his 
last  days  full  of  foreboding  and  doubt.  When  a  Christian  man  proposes  to  talk 
to  him  about  the  matters  of  his  soul,  he  cries:  "Go  away  from  me !  Go  away 
from  me;"  not  satisfied  until  the  man  has  got  outside  the  door.  Come  up,  ye 
millionaires,  from  various  cemeteries  and  graveyards,  and  tell  us  now  what  you 
think  of  banks,  and  mills,  and  factories,  and  counting-houses,  and  marble  palaces, 
and  presidential  banquets.  They  stagger  forth  and  lean  against  the  cold  slab  of 
the  tomb,  mouthing  with  toothless  gums  and  gesticulating  with  fleshless  hands 
and  shivering  with  the  chill  of  sepulchral  dampness,  while  they  cry  out:  "Ashes  I" 
I  must  call  up  now,  also,  a  group  of  sinful  pleasurists,  and  here  again  I  will 
not  take  the  testimony  of  those  who  had  the  more  ordinary  gratifications  of  life. 
Their  pleasures  are  pyramidal.  They  bloomed  paradisaically.  If  they  drank 
wine,  it  must  be  the  best  that  was  ever  pressed  from  the  vineyards  of  Hockheimer. 
If  they  listened  to  music,  it  must  be  costliest  opera,  with  renowned  prima  donna. 
If  they  sinned,  they  chased  polished  uncleannesses  and  gracefiil  despair  and  glit- 
tering damnation.  Stand  up,  Alcibiades,  and  Aaron  Burr,  and  lyord  Byron,  and 
Queen  Elizabeth— what  think  you  now  of  midnight  revel,  and  sinful  carnival,  and 
damask  curtained  abomination?  Answer  !  The  color  goes  out  of  the  cheek,  the 
dregs  serpent- twisted  in  the  bottom  of  the  wine  cup,  the  bright  lights  quenched 
in  blackness  of  darkness,  they  jingle  together  the  broken  glasses,  and  rend  the 
faded  silks,  and  shut  the  door  of  the  deserted  banqueting-hall,  while  they  cr\': 

"  A  wasted  life." 

A  WASTED  LIFE. 

There  are  a  great  many  who  tr>-  to  feed  their  soul  on  infidelity  mixed  with 
truth.  They  say  the  Bible  has  good  things  in  it,  but  it  is  not  inspired.  They  say 
Christ  was  a  good  man,  but  He  was  not  inspired,  and  their  religion  is  made  up 
of  ten  degrees  of  humanitarianisni,  and  ten  degrees  of  transcendentalism,  and  ten 
degrees  of  egotism,  with  one  degree  of  gospel  truth,  and  on  a  poor,  miserable  cud 
they  make  their  immortal  soul  chew,  while  the  meadows  of  God's  word  are  gjeen 
and  luxuriant  with  well-watered  pastures.  Did  you  ever  see  a  happy  infidel  ? 
Did  you  ever  meet  a  placid  skeptic?  Did  you  ever  find  a  contented  atheist? 
Not  one.  From  the  days  of  Gibbon  and  \'oltaire  down,  not  one.  They  quarrel 
about  God.  They  quarrel  about  the  Bible.  They  quarrel  about  each  other. 
They  quarrel  with  themselves.  They  take  all  the  divine  teachings  and  gather 
them  together,  and  under  them  they  put  the  fires  of  their  own  wit,  and  scorn,  and 
sarcasm,  and  then  they  dance  in  the  light  of  that  blaze,  and  they  scratch  amid 
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the  rubbish  for  something  with  which  to  help  them  in  the  days  of  trouble,  and 
something  to  comfort  tlicm  in  the  days  of  death,  finding  for  their  distraught  and 
destroyed  souls,  nothing.  Voltaire  declared:  "  This  glol»e  seems  to  rae  more  like 
a  collection  of  carcassts  than  of  m«i.  I  wish  I  had  never  been  bom."  Hume 
says:  "  I  am  like  a  oian  who  has  run  on  rocks  aud  quicksands,  and  yet  I  contem- 
plate putting  out  ou  the  sea  in  the  same  leaky  and  weather-beaten  craft." 
Chesterfield  says:  "  I  have  been  behind  the  scenes,  and  I  have  noticed  the  clumsy 
pulleys  and  the  dirty  ropes  by  which  all  the  scene  is  managed,  aud  I  have  seen 
and  smelt  the  tallow  candles  which  tlirow  the  illumination  on  the  stage,  and  I  am 
tired  and  sick.'*  Get  up.  then,  Francis  Mewport.  and  Hume,  and  Voltaire,  and 
Tom  Paine,  and  all  the  infidels  who  have  passed  out  of  this  world  into  Uie  eternal 
world — get  up  now  and  tell  what  you  think  of  all  your  grandiloquent  derision  at  our 
holy  religion.  What  do  you  think  now  of  all  your  sarcasm  at  holy  things  ?  They 
come  shrieking  up  from  the  lost  world  to  the  gravej'ards  wliere  their  bodies  were  en- 
tombed, and  point  down  totlic  white  dust  of  dissolution,  and  cry:  "A  wasted  life." 

Oh,  what  a  mistake  for  an  immortal  soul.  What  is  that  unrest  that  sometimes 
comes  across  yon  ?  Why  is  it  that,  surrounded  by  friends,  and  even  the  luxuries 
of  life,  you  wish  you  were  somewhere  else,  or  had  something  you  have  not  yet 
gained  ?  The  world  calls  it  ambition.  The  physicians  call  it  ncrvousne.'W.  Your 
friends  call  it  the  fidgets.  I  call  it  hunger — deep,  grinding,  unappeasable  hunger. 
It  starts  with  us  when  we  are  bom,  and  goes  on  with  us  until  the  Lord  God  Him- 
self appeases  it.  It  is  seeking  and  delving,  and  striving,  and  planning  to  get  some- 
thing we  cannot  get.  Wealth  sa>*s:  "  It  is  not  id  me. "  Science  says:  "It  is  not 
ill  me."  Worldly  applause  says:  "It  is  not  in  me."  Sinful  indulgence  says: 
"  It  is  not  in  me.* '  Where  then  is  it  ?  On  the  banks  of  what  stream  ?  Slumber- 
ing in  what  grotto  ?  Marching  in  what  contest  ?  Expiring  on  what  pillow  f  Tdl 
me,  for  this  wtngrd  and  immortal  spirit,  is  there  nothing  ? 

In  communion  with  God,  and  everlasting  trust  of  Him,  is  complete  satisfac- 
tion. Solomon  described  it  when  he  compared  it  to  cedar  houses,  and  golden 
chairs,  and  bounding  reindeer,  and  daybreak,  and  imperial  conch;  to  safTnm,  to 
calamus,  to  white  teelli,  and  hands  heavy  with  gold  rings,  and  towers  of  ivory  and 
oniamental  figures;  but  Christ  calls  it  bread  I  O  famished,  yet  immortal  soul, 
why  not  come  and  get  it?  Until  our  sins  are  pardoned,  there  is  no  rest.  We 
know  not  at  what  moment  the  hounds  may  bay  at  us.  We  are  in  a  castle  and 
know  not  what  hour  it  may  be  besieged;  but  when  the  soothing  voice  of  Christ 
comes  across  our  perturbation,  it  is  hushed  fore\-eT. 

HELP  COMETH  NOT  FROM  THIS  WORLD. 

A  merchant  in  Antwerp  loaned  Charles  V,  a  vast  sum  of  money,  taking  for  it 
a  bond.     One  day  this  Antwerp  merchant  invited  Charles  V.  to  dine  with  him, 


CDtisunictl. 
and     I h  e 
king     con- 
gratulated 
hi  mse  1  f. 
and  all  tlic 
guests  con- 
i;ratulated 
the    king. 
There  was 
(^onc  at  lasX 
till-    final 
evidence  of 
lis  indebt- 
edness.     Mortgaged  to  God,  w*e  owe  a  debt  wc  can 
never  pay;  but  God  invites  us  to  the  gospel  feast, 
and  in   Ibe  fires  tif  cnicifixion  agony  He  puts  the 
last  record  of  our  indebtedness,  luid  it  is  consumed 
forever.     It  was  so  in  the  case  of  the  dying  tltief 
expiring  in  dark  despair,  with  the  judgment  to  o^me 
staring  hhn  in  the  face,  and  the  terrors  of  hell  lay- 
ing hold  of  his  soul.     He  had  fnith  in  the  Crucified 
One,  and    his  faith  won  for  him  an   ininiirtiiatc  en- 
trance into  Paradise, 

Oh.  to  liave  all  the  sins  of  our  past  forgiven, 
and  to  have  all  possible  .security  for  the  future — 1& 
not  that  enough  to  make  a  man  happy?  What 
makes  that  old  Christian  so  placid  ?  Most  of  hi.s 
family  lie  in  the  village  ircmeten*.  His  health  is 
umlcnnintil.  His  omgh  will  nt>t  let  him  sleep  at 
_^^  night.     I'rom  the  day  he  came  to  town  and  he  was  a 

f/N^  tlerk,  initil  this  the  day  of  his  oW  age,  it  has  been 

a  liard  fight  for  bread.  Yet  how  happy  be  looks. 
Wliy  ^  It  is  because  he  feels  that  the  same  God  who  watched  him  when  be  lay  in 
his  mother's  anius  is  watching  him  in  the  time  of  oM  age,  and  unto  God  he  has 
cummttte<l  all  his  dead,  expecting  after  a  while  to  see  them  again.     He  lias  no 
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ixiety  whether  he  go  this  summer  or  next  summer — whether  he  be  earned  out 
through  the  snowbanks  or  through  the  daisies.  Like  a  failliful  watchdog  facing^ 
the  cutting  winds  and  snows  of  winter,  ns  he  stands  beside  a  lost  and  freezing 
child,  culling  with  llie  voice  of  pity  for  help,  but  will  not  abandon  his  charge. 
So  waits  honunrd  old  age,  with  face  bared  to  the  storms  of  this  earth,  faithful 
to  his  Creator,  aud  sounding  the  watch-cr>'  for  lost  sinners.  Fifty  years  ago  he 
learned  that  all  tliis  world  could  give  was  ashes,  and  he  reachetl  up  and  took  the 
fruits  of  eternal  life.  You  see  his  lace  is  very  white  now.  The  crimson  currents 
of  life  seem  to  have  departed  from  it;  but  under  that  extreme  whiteness  of  the  old 
man's  face  is  the  flash  of  the  daybreak. 

There  is  only  one  word  in  all  our  language  that  can  describe  his  feelings,  and 
that  is  the  word  that  slipped  off  the  angel's  harp  above  Bethlehem — peace  !  And 
so  there  arc  hundreds  of  souls  who  have  felt  this  Almighty  comfort.  Their 
rei)ulation  wiis  pnrsuwl;  iheir  health  shattered;  their  home  was  almost  if  not  quite 
broken  up;  their  fi>rtuiic  gone.  Why  do  ibev- not  sit  down  and  give  it  up.  Ah, 
they  have  no  disposition  to  do  that.  They  are  saying  while  I  speak:  '*  It  is  my 
Father  that  mixes  this  bitter  cup,  and  I  will  cheerfully  drink  it.  Ever>'thmg  will 
be  explainetl  after  a  while.  I  shall  not  always  be  under  the  harrow.  There  is 
something  that  makes  me  think  I  am  almost  home.  God  will  yet  wipe  away  all 
tears  from  my  eyes."  So  say  Uiese  bereft  parents.  So  say  these  motherless 
children.     So  say  a  great  many  others. 

THE   END  OF  THE  WORIO. 

Now,  am  I  not  right  in  tr>-ing  to  persuade  all  to  give  up  ashes,  and  take 
bread,  to  give  up  the  unsatisfactory  things  of  this  world,  and  take  the  glorious 
things  of  God  and  eternity?  Why,  if  you  kept  this  world  as  long  as  it  lasts,  you 
would  have,  after  a  whilv.  lo  give  it  up.  Thi:rv  will  l>e  a  great  fin-  breaking  out 
from  the  sides  of  the  hills;  there  will  be  falling  flame  and  ascending  flame,  and  in 
it  the  earth  will  be  whelmed.  Fires  burning  from  within,  out;  6res  burning  from 
above,  down;  this  earth  will  be  a  furnace,  and  then  it  will  be  a  living  coal,  and 
then  it  will  be  an  expiring  ember,  aud  thitk  clouds  of  smoke  will  lessen  and  lessen 
until  there  will  be  only  a  faint  vapor  curling  up  from  the  ruins,  and  then  the  very 
last  spark  of  the  earth  will  go  out.  And  I  see  two  angels  meeting  each  other  over 
the  gray  pile,  and  as  one  flits  past  it,  he  cries:  "Ashes  !"  and  the  other,  as  he 
sweeps  down  the  immensity,  will  respond:  *'  Ashes  !"  while  all  the  in6nite  space 
will  echo  and  re-echo:  "  Ashes !  Ashes !  Ashes !"  God  forbid  that  w«  should 
choose  such  a  mean  portion. 

My  fear  is.  not  that  yon  will  not  see  the  superiority  of  Christ  to  this  world, 
but  ray  fear  is.  that  through  some  dreadful  infatnntion.  you  will  relegate  to  the 
future  that  which  God  and  angels,  and  churches  militant  and  triumphant  declare 
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that  you  ought  to  do  now.  I  do  not  say  that  you  will  go  out  of  this  world  by  the 
stroke  of  a  horse's  hoof,  or  that  you  will  fall  through  a  hatchway,  or  that  a  plank 
may  slip  from  an  insecure  scaffolding  and  dash  your  life  out,  or  that  a  bolt  may 
fall  on  you  from  an  August  thunder-storm;  but  I  do  say  that,  in  the  vast  majority 
of  cases,  your  departure  from  the  world  will  be  wonderfully  quick;  and  I  want  you 
to  start  on  the  right  road  before  that  crisis  arrives. 

A  Spaniard,  in  a  burst  of  temper,  slew  a  Moor.  Then  the  Spaniard  leaped 
over  a  high  wall  and  met  a  gardener,  and  told  him  the  whole  st6r>' ;  and  the  gar- 
dener said:  "  I  will  make  a  pledge  of  confidence  with  you.  Eat  this  peach  and 
that  will  be  a  pledge  that  I  will  be  j'our  protector  to  the  last."  But,  oh,  the  sor- 
row and  surprise  of  the  gardener  when  he  found  out  that  it  was  his  own  son  that 
had  been  slain  !  Then  he  came  to  the  Spaniard  and  said  to  him:  "You  were 
cruel,  you  ought  to  die,  you  slew  my  son,  and  yet  I  took  a  pledge  with  you,  and 
I  must  keep  my  promise ; ' '  and  so  he  took  the  Spaniard  to  the  stables  and  brought 
out  the  swiftest  horse.  The  Spaniard  sprang  upon  it  and  put  many  miles  between 
him  and  the  scene  of  crime,  and  perfect  escape  was  effected. 

We  have,  by  our  sins,  slain  the  Son  of  God.  Is  there  any  possibility  of  our 
rescue  ?  Oh  !  yes.  God  the  Father  says  to  usi  "  You  had  no  business,  by  your 
sin,  to  slay  My  Son,  Jesus;  you  ought  to  die,  but  I  have  promised  you  deliver- 
ance. I  have  made  you  the  promise  of  eternal  life,  and  you  shall  have  it. 
Escape  now  for  your  life. "  And  now  I  act  merely  as  the  Lord's  groom,  and  I 
bring  you  out  to  the  King's  stables,  and  I  tell  you  to  be  quick  and  mount,  and 
away.  In  this  plain  you  perish,  but  housed  in  God  you  live.  O  you  pursued 
and  almost  overtaken  one,  put  on  more  speed.  Fly  !  Flj- !  lest  the  black  horse 
outrun  the  white  horse,  and  the  battle-axe  shiver  the  helmet  and  crash  down 
tlirough  the  insufficient  mail.  In  this  tremendous  exigency  of  your  immortal 
spirit  beware,  lest  you  prefer  ashes  to  bread. 


S»nntU   3^l7in0s:» 


TRIFLING  INCIDENTS  PRODUCE  MICHTV  RESULTS.   MAKE 
THE  HEROES   AND  HEROINES  OF  EARTH. 

^^^Kji^^C^yir^MMASCUS  is  a  city  of  white  niid  glistL'iiiiig  nrchittc- 

i^VlnDil^  lure,   sometimes   called   the   "eye   of  the  East;" 

"  soraclimcs  called  * '  a  pearl  surrounded  by  emeralds;' ' 

irMNHa^H^)**'  ^^  ^^^  l""^  dbtinguished  by  swords  of  the  best 

WjajATBOML*  tiinterial  calltrd  Dmuascus  blades,  and  upholsler>'  of 

ricliest  fabrics  called  damask.<).  A  horseman  by  tlie 
name  of  Saul,  riding  toward  tliis  city,  had  bcoi 
tlirown  from  his  saddle.  The  horse  ha<l  dropix-d  undt-r  a  flash  from 
the  sky,  which  at  tlie  same  lime  was  so  brijjht  it  lilindc-cl  the  rider  for 
moiiy  days,  and,  I  think,  so  permanently  injured  his  eycsipht  that  tliifl 
defect  of  vision  became  the  thoni  in  the  flesh  he  afterwards  speaks  o£ 
He  started  for  Damascus  to  butcher  Christians,  but  after  that  hard  fall 
from  his  horse  he  was  a  changed  man  and  preached  Clirist  iu  Damas- 
cus till  the  city  was  shaken  to  its  foundations. 

The  ni:iyc)r  gives  authority  for  his  arrest,  and  the  pipnlar  crj-  is: 
"  Kill  him!  Kill  him!" 
The  city  is  snrrotnided  l>y  a  high  wall, -and  the  gates  are  watched  by  the 
police  Icsl  tlie  Cilician  preacher  escape.  Many  of  the  houses  are  built  on  the 
wall,  and  their  balconies  project  clear  over  and  hover  abm-e  the  gardens  outside. 
It  was  ciistomar>'  to  lower  baskets  out  of  these  balconies,  and  pull  up  fruits  and 
flowers  from  the  gardens.  To  this  ilay  visitnrs  at  the  monaster^'  of  Mount  Sinai 
are  lifted  and  let  down  in  baskets.  Detectives  prowl  around  from  house  to  house 
looking  for  Paul,  but  his  friemis  hid  him,  now  in  one  place,  now  in  another.  He 
is  no  coward,  as  fifty  incidents  in  his  life  demonstrate.  But  he  feels  his  work  is 
not  done  yet,  and  so  he  evades  assassination. 

"  Is  that  preacher  here?"  the  foaming  mob  shout  at  one  house-door.     '•Is 
that  fanatic  here?"  the  police  shout  at  another  house-door. 

EVADING  THE   MOB. 

Sometimes  on  the  street  incognito  he  passes  Ihrough  a  crowd  of  clinched  fists 
and  sometimes   Ite  secrets  himself  on  tltc  house-top.      At  last  the  infuriated 
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populace  get  on  sure  track  of  him.  They  have  positive  evidence  that  he  is  in 
the  house  of  one  of  the  Christians,  the  balcony  of  whose  home  reaches  over 
the  wall. 

"  Here  he  is  !     Here  he  is  !  " 

The  vociferation,  and  bla.sphemy,  and  howling  of  the  pursuers  are  at  the 
front  door.     They  break  in. 

"  Fetch  out  that  gospelizer  and  let  us  liang  his  head  on  the  city  gate. 
Where  is  he?" 

The  emergency  was  terrible.  Providentially  there  was  a  good  stout  basket 
in  the  house.  Paul's  friends  fasten  a  rope  to  the  basket.  Paul  steps  into  it. 
The  basket  is  lifted  to  the  edge  of  the  balcony  on  the  wall,  and  then,  while  Paul 
holds  on  to  the  rope  with  Iwth  hands,  his  friends  lower  away  carefully  and  cau- 
tiously, slowly  but  surely,  further  down  and  further  down,  until  the  basket  strikes 
the  earth  and  the  apostle  steps  out,  and  afoot  and  alone  starts  on  that  iamovs 
missionary  tour,  the  storj''  of  which  has  astonished  earth  and  heaven.  Appropriate 
eiitr>'  in  Paul's  diar>'  of  travels:  '"  Through  a  window  in  a  basket  was  I  let  down 
by  the  wall." 

Did  ever  ship  of  many  thou.sand  tons,  crossing  the  sea,  have  such  an 
important  passenger  as  had  once  a  boat  of  leaves;  from  taffrail  to  stem  only  three 
or  four  feet,  the  vessel  made  waterproof  by  a  coat  of  bitumen,  and  floating  on  the 
Nile  with  the  infant  law-giver  of  the  Jews  on  lx)ard?  What  if  some  crocodile 
should  crunch  it !  What  if  some  of  the  cattle  wading  in  for  a  drink  should  sink. 
it !  Vessels  of  war  sometimes  carry  forty  guns,  looking  through  the  port-holes, 
ready  to  open  battle.  IJut  that  tiny  craft  on  the  Nile  seems  to  be  armed  with  all 
the  guns  of  thunder  that  bombarded  Sinai  at  the  law-giving.  On  how  fragile  a 
craft  sailed  how  much  of  historical  importance  ! 

AN    INCIDENT   IN  JOHN   WESLEY'S    LIFE. 

The  i)arsonage  at  Ivpworlh,  England,  is  on  fire  in  the  night,  and  the  father 
ru.shcd  through  the  hallway  for  the  rescue  of  his  children.  Seven  children  are 
out  and  safe  on  the  grijtmd,  but  one  remains  in  the  consuming  building.  That 
one  wakes,  and  finding  his  bed  on  fire  and  the  building  crumbling,  comes  to  the 
window,  and  two  peasants  make  a  ladder  of  their  liodies,  one  pea'^ant  standing  on 
the  slioulder  of  the  other,  an<l  down  the  human  ladder  the  boy  descends — John 
Wesley. 

If  you  would  know  how  much  deiK'ndcd  on  that  ladder  of  peasants  ask  the 
millions  of  Methodists  (in  both  sides  of  the  sea.  Ask  their  mission  stations  all 
round  the  world.  Ask  their  hundreds  of  thousands  already  ascended  to  join 
their  fomukr,  who  would  have  perished  but  for  the  living  stairs  of  peasants* 
shoulders. 
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An  English  ship  stopped  at  Pitcaim  Island,  and  right  in  the  midst  of  sur- 
rounding cannibalism  and  squalor  the  passengers  discovered  a  Christian  colony  of 
churches  and  schools  and  beautiful  homes,  and  the  highest  style  of  religion  and 
civilization.  For  fifty  years  no  missionary  and  no  Christian  influence  had  landed 
there.  Why  this  oasis  of  light  amid  a  desert  of  heathendom  ?  Sixty  years  before 
a  ship  had  met  disaster,  and  one  of  her  sailors,  unable  to  save  anything  else, 
went  to  his  trunk  and  took  out  a  Bible  which  his  mother  had  placed  there,  and 
swam  ashore,  the  Bible  held  in  his  teeth.  The  book  was  read  on  all  sides  until 
the  rough  and  vicious  population  were  evangelized,  and  a  church  was  started, -and 
an  enlightened  commonwealth  established,  aud  the  world's  history  has  no  more 
brilliant  page  than  that  which  tells  of  the  transformation  of  a  nation  by  one  book. 
It  did  not  seem  of  much  importance  whether  the  sailor  continued  to  hold  the  book 
in  his  teeth  or  let  it  fall  in  the  breakers,  but  upon  what  small  circumstance 
depended  what  mighty  results  ! 

Practical  inference:  There  are  no  insignificances  in  our  lives.  The  most 
minute  thing  is  part  of  a  magnitude.  Infinity  is  made  up  of  infinitesimals. 
XJreat  things  an  aggregation  of  small  things.  Bethlehem  manger  pulling  on  a 
star  in  the  eastern  sky.  One  book  in  a  drenched  sailor's  mouth  the  evangeliza- 
tion of  a  multitude.  One  boat  of  papyrus  on  the  Nile  freighted  with  events  for 
all  ages.  The  fate  of  Christendom  in  a  basket  let  down  from  a  window  on  the 
wall.  The  song  of  a  Miriam  rejoicing  over  the  triumph  of  the  Lord  that  echoes 
down  the  ages. 

What  you  do  do  well.  If  you  make  a  rope  make  it  strong  and  true,  for  you 
know  not  how  much  may  depend  on  your  workmanship.  If  you  fashion  a  boat, 
let  it  be  waterproof,  for  you  know  not  who  may  sail  in  it.  If  you  put  a  Bible  in 
the  trunk  of  your  boy  as  he  goes  from  home,  let  it  be  placed  there  with  your 
prayers,  for  it  may  have  a  mission  as  far-reaching  as  the  book  which  the  sailor 
carried  in  his  teeth  to  the  Pitcairn  beach.  The  plainest  man's  life  is  an  island 
between  two  eternities — eternity  past  rippling  against  his  shoulders,  eternity  to 
come  touching  his  brow.  The  casual,  the  accidental,  that  which  merely  happened 
so,  are  parts  of  a  great  plan,  and  the  rope  that  lets  the  fugitive  apostle  from  the 
Damascus  wall  is  the  cable  that  holds  to  its  mooring  the  ship  of  the  Church  in  the 
northeast  storm  of  t!ie  centuries. 

IN  A   STORM  AT  SEA. 

Once  for  thirty-six  hours  we  expected  ever)'  moment  to  go  to  tlie  bottom  of 
the  ocean.  The  waves  struck  through  the  skylights  and  rushed  down  into  the 
hold  of  the  ship  and  hissed  against  the  boilers.  It  was  an  awful  time,  but  by  the 
blessing  of  God  and  the  faithfulness  of  the  men  in  charge  we  came  out  of  the 
cyclone  and  we  arrived  at  home.     Each  one  before  leaving  the  ship  thanked 
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Capt:ijn  Andrews.  I  do  not  think  there  was  a  uiaii  or  wotiiaii  that  weiit  off  that 
ship  without  thanking  Captain  Andrews,  and  when  years  after  I  lieard  of  his 
death  I  was  impelled  to  write  a  letter  of  condolence  to  his  family  in  Liverpool. 
Everybody  recognized  the  goodness,  the  conraj;e.  the  kindness  of  Captain 
Andrews,  but  it  occurs  to  me  now  that  we  never  thanked  the  engineer.  He  stood 
away  down  in  the  darkness  amid  the  hissing  furnaces  doing  his  whole  dut\'. 
NobfMly  thaukeil  the  engineer,  but  God  recognize<l  his  heroism  and  his  continu- 
ance and  his  fidelit>-,  and  there  will  be  just  as  high  reward  for  the  engineer,  who 
worked  out  of  sight,  as  for  the  captain  who  stood  on  the  bridge  of  the  ship  in  the 
midst  of  llie  howling  teiui)est. 

There  are  said  to  be  about  69,000  nn'nistcrs  of  religion  in  this  couutry.  About 
50,000  I  warrant  came  from  early  homes  which  had  lo  struggle  for  the  necessaries 
of  life.  The  sous  of  rich  bankers  and  merchanLs  generally  tx-come  bankers  and 
merchants.  The  most  of  those  who  become  ministers  are  tlie  sons  of  those  who 
had  terrific  struggle  to  get  their  ever>-day  hread.  The  collegiate  and  theological 
whicativin  of  that  son  took  e\'er>*  luxurj*  from  the  parental  table  for  eight  years. 
The  other  children  were  more  scantily  apparelled.  The  sou  at  college  ever>'  little 
\rhi1e  got  a  bundle  from  home.  In  it  were  the  socks  that  niutlier  had  knit,  sitting 
up  late  at  night,  her  sight  uot  as  good  as  once  it  was.  And  there  also  were  some 
delicacies  from  the  sister's  hand  for  the  voracious  appetite  of  a  hungry  student. 
The  father  swung  the  heavy  cradle  through  the  wheat,  the  sweat  rolling  from  his 
chin  bedewing  ever>"  step  of  the  way,  and  then  sitting  down  under  the  cherry  tree 
at  noon  thinking  to  himself:  "  I  am  fearfully  tired,  but  it  will  pay  if  I  can  once 
see  that  boy  through  college,  and  if  I  can  know  that  he  will  be  preaching  llie 
go^l  after  I  am  dead."     Another  John  in  the  desert  and  wilderness  of  sin. 

The  younger  children  want  to  know  why  tlicj-  can't  have  this  and  that,  as 
othcm  do,  and  the  mother  says:  "Be  patient,  my  chihlren.  until  your  Imither 
graduates,  and  then  you  shall  have  more  luxuries,  but  we  must  see  that  boy 
through. " 

SUCCESS  AT   LAST. 

The  years  go  by  and  the  son  has  been  ordained  ond  is  preaching  the  glorious 
gospel,  and  a  great  re\"ival  comes,  and  souls  by  scores  and  hundreds  accept  the 
gospel  from  the  lips  of  that  young  preacher,  ond  father  and  mother,  quite  old  now, 
are  visiting  the  son  at  the  village  j)ar5onagc,  and  at  the  close  of  a  Sabbath  of 
might>*  blessing,  father  and  mother  retire  to  their  room,  the  son  lighting  the  way 
and  asking  thein  if  he  can  do  anything  to  make  them  more  comfortable,  sajing  if 
they  want  an\'thlng  in  tlie  night  just  to  knock  on  the  wall.  And  then,  all  alone, 
father  and  mother  tnlk  over  the  gracious  influences  of  tlie  day  and  say:  "  Welt,  it 
was  worth  all  we  went  through  to  educate  that  boy.  It  was  a  hard  pull,  hut  we 
held  on  till  the  work  was  done.  The  world  may  not  kn*jw  it.  but,  mother,  we 
held  the  rope,  didn't  we?" 
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And  the  voice,  tremulous  with  joyful  emotion,  responded:  "Yes,  father,  we 
held  the  rope.  I  feel  my  work  is  done.  Now,  Lord,  lettest  thou  thy  servant 
depart  in  peace,  for  mine  eyes  have  seen  Thy  salvation." 

"  Pshaw  !"  says  the  father,  "  I  never  felt  so  much  like  living  in  my  life  as 
now.  I  want  to  see  what  that  fellow  is  going  to  do,  he  has  begim  so  well. ' ' 
Something  occurs  to  me  quite  personal.  I  was  the  youngest  of  a  large  family  of 
children.  My  parents  were  neither  rich  nor  poor;  four  of  the  soils  wanted  col- 
legiate education,  and  four  obtained  it,  but  not  without  great  home-struggle.  We 
never  heard  the  old  people  say  once  that  the>'  were  denying  themselves  to  efi^t 
this,  but  I  remember  now  that  my  parents  always  looked  tired.  I  think  they 
never  got  rested  till  they  lay  down  in  the  Somer\'ille  Cemetery.  Mother  would 
sit  down  in  the  evening  and  say:  "  Well,  I  don't  know  what  makes  me  feel  so 
tired." 

Father  would  fall  immediately  to  sleep,  seated  in  the  old  wood  rocking-x^air, 
overcome  with  the  day's  fatigues.  One  of  the  four  brothers,  after  preaching  the 
gospel  for  about  fifty  years,  entered  upon  his  heavenly  rest.  Another  of  the  four 
is  now  on  the  other  side  the  earth,  a  missionary  of  the  cross.  Two  of  us  are  in 
this  land  in  the  holy  ministry,  and  I  think  all  of  us  are  willing  to  acknowledge 
our  obligation  to  the  old  folks  at  home.  About  twenty-one  years  ago  the  one,  and 
about  twenty-three  years  ago  the  other,  put  down  the  burdens  of  this  life,  but  they 
.still  hold  the  rope. 

NOTHING    INSIGNIFICANT. 

Henceforth  think  of  nothing  as  insignificant.  A  little  thing  may  decide  your 
all.  A  Cunarder  put  out  from  England  for  New  York.  It  was  well  equipped,  but 
in  putting  up  a  stove  in  tlie  pilot  box  a  nail  was  driven  too  near  the  compass.  You 
know  how  that  nail  would  affect  the  compass.  The  ship's  officer,  deceived  by  that 
distracted  compass,  put  the  .ship  200  miles  off"  her  right  course,  and  suddenly  the 
man  on  the  lookout  cried:  "Land  ho!"  and  the  ship  was  halted  within  a  few 
yards  of  her  demolition  on  Nantucket  shoals.  A  six-peimy  nail  came  near  wreck- 
ing a  Cunarder.     Small  ropes  hold  mighty  destinies. 

A  minister  seated  in  Boston  at  his  table,  lacking  a  word,  puts  his  hand 
behind  his  head  and  tilts  back  his  chair  to  think,  and  the  ceiling  falls  and  crushes 
the  table,  and  would  have  crushed  him.  A  minister  in  Jamaica  at  night,  by  the 
light  of  an  insect  called  the  candle  fly,  is  kept  from  .stepping  over  a  precipice  100 
feet.  F.  W.  Roliertson,  the  celebrated  English  clergyman,  said  that  he  entered 
tlie  mini.str>'  from  a  train  of  circumstances  started  by  the  barking  of  a  dog.  Had 
the  wind  blown  one  way  on  a  certain  day,  the  Spanish  Inquisition  would  have 
Ijeen  established  in  England;  but  it  blew  the  other  way.  and  that  dropped  the 
accursed  institution,  with  75,000  tons  of  shipping,  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  or 
flung  the  splintered  logs  on  the  rocks. 
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Nothing  unimportant  in  your  life  or  mine.  Three  naughts  placed  on  the 
right  side  of  the  figure  one  make  a  thousand,  and  six  naughts  on  the  right  side  of 
the  figure  one  a  million,  and  our  nothingness  placed  on  the  right  side  may  be 
augmentation  illimitable.  All  the  ages  of  time  and  eternity  affected  by  the  basket 
let  down  from  a  Damascus  balcony. 

And  now,  dear  reader,  we  know  of  no  better  conclusion  to  this  volume  than 
the  prayer  of  the  Apostle  Paul,  when  he  says:  "  I  bow  my  knees  unto  the  Father 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  of  whom  the  whole  family  in  heaven  and  earth  is  named, 
that  He  would  grant  you  according  to  the  riches  of  His  glory,  to  be  strengthened 
with  might  by  His  spirit  in  the  inner  man;  that  Christ  may  dwell  in  your  hearts  by 
faith;  that  ye,  being  rooted  and  grounded  in  love,  maybe  able  to  comprehend 
with  all  saints  what  is  the  breadth,  and  length,  and  depth,  and  height;  and  to 
know  the  love  of  Christ,  which  passeth  knowledge,  that  ye  might  be  filled  with 
all  the  fullness  of  God.  *  *  *  Unto  Him  be  glory  in  the  Church  by  Christ 
Jesus  throughout  all  ages,  world  without  end.     Amen." 
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